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SHAKESPEARE; 

A REPRINT OF THE "FAMOUS FOLIO OF 1623." 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

"A reprint of the ^t^ Folio, not free from inaccuracies, was publiihcd in 1807. A fccond 
reprint is now in courfe of publication by Mr. Lionel Booth. The firft part, containing the Comedies, 
has already appeared. It is probably the moft correft reprint ever iiTued." 

The Cambridge Edition of Sbakefpeare, vol. i. Preface, p. xxvi. 

AMONG the many commendations beftowed on this Reprint of the Firft Edition of 
Shakefpeare, none has occafioned fo much fatisfadlion as the above, becaufe, from 
the very nature of the labours of the learned Editors, it bears certain evidence that the 
principal objed aimed at in the reprodu6Hon — accuracy — has been duly tefted. 

At the commencement of the undertaking, it was thought that a Reprint of the 
moft important edition of Shakefpeare, unlefs attended with that care which could alone 
fecure thorough identity ttrith the Original, had better remain unattempted; indeed, 
without extreme caution being devoted to it, the moft likely refult would be an increafe 
to the perplexities of Shakefpearian criticifm — whereas, to put forth a book, the cor- 
re£hie(s of which might in every way be depended on, could not fail to be an acceptable 
aid to Shakefpearian ftudies. 

That the effort has been fuccefsful in refpeft to Part I., now nearly two years in 
circulation, is certified by the fa£l that not a fingle queftion of its accuracy has been 
encountered, which has not proved to be an error or mifapprehenfion of the queftioner. 



( 4 ) 

Yet at no time has this hSt occafioned an overweening confidence ; and the anxious 
endeavour to fecure thorough corredtnefs for Part I. has been continued in the produ£lion 
of the prefent portion, and (hall be to the completion of the wort 

As the concluding paragraph of the Advertifement to Part I. fet forth the deiign 
with which this Reprint was begun — namely, that it fhould, as hr as poffible, be 
'* one in femblance *' with the Original, but more efpecially, in the important matter of 
contents, "one and the felf-fame thing" — that paragraph is now repeated: — "The 
chances of error in the paffing of an elaborate work through the prefs are multi&rious 
— occafionally their origin is moft myfterious and unaccountable; experience, not lefs 
than inclination, precludes the leaft pretenfion to infallibility, and though not fearing the 
complaints made againft the laft reprint of this book, diey are not out of memory; 
therefore, the communication of any — the moft trifling — departure from the Original 
which may be difcovered will be moft thankfully acknowledged, and the required 
corredlion efFeded by a cancel." 



307 Reg£nt Street, W. 

O Sober ipJb, 1863. 




Great Homer's birth fev'n rival cities claim, 

Too mighty fuch monopoly of fame ; 

Yet not to birth alone did Homer owe 

His wond'rous worth ; what Egypt could beftow, 

With all the fchools of Greece and Alia join'd, 

Enlarg'd the immenfe exparifion of his mind : 

Nor yet unrival'd the Mseonian ftrain ; 

The Britifh Eagle* and the Mantuan Swan 

Tow'r equal heights. But, happier Stratford, thou 

With incontefted laurels deck thy brow j 

Thy bard was thine unfchoord, and from thee brought 

More than all Egypt, Greece, or Alia taught ; 

Not Homer's felf fuch matchlefs laurels won. 

The Greek has rivals, but thy Shakefpeare none. 

T. Seward. 

* Milton. 



SHAKESPEARE. 

Collation of the Edition of 1623. 

(Continued^ 



THE HISTORIES. 



♦|j* The Collation is given with each Party to prevent the reproduction of any peculiarity 
of the Original tVork being mijlaken for a defe£f. 



King John — pages i to 22. 

Richard the Second — pages 23 to 45 — (in fome copies page 37 is mifprinted 39). 

Heniy the Fourth, Part I. — pages 46 to 73 — (pages 47, 48, are omitted). 

Henry the Fourth, Part XL — pages 74 to 100, with a leaf containing the "Epilogve," 
and, on its reverie, "The Actors Names" — (pages 89, 90, are mifprinted 
91, 92). 

Henry the Fift — pages 69 to 95 — (as will be perceived, the pagination of this portion of 
the work, 69 to 100, has been repeated). 

Henry the Sixt, Part I. — pages 96 to 119. 

Henry the Sixt, Part II. — pages 120 to 146. 

Henrjr 



i 
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Henry the Sixt, Part III. — pages 147 to 172 — (pages 165, 166 are mifprinted 167, i( 

Richard the Third— pages 173 to 204. 

Henry the Eight — pages 205 to 232 — (page 216 is mifprinted 2i8). 

There are flight variations in the head-lines of Henry the Fourth, Part 1. page 57, aj 
Henry the Sixt, Part III. pages 153 to 172; thefe variations do not exift ir 
Second Edition. 

^«* Tha Gdllathn will be ewtpUtid in Part III. 



As copies of the Original are known to vary, any fuch variations or peculiarities, not n< 
above, being communicated will greatly oblige ; alfo any infornuition that may tend to r 
thoroughly complete the collation of the whole work. 

It will be obferved that this Reprint has a diftindl pagination, — alfo a diftindl fet of figna 
in fours ; both, to facilitate reference, will be continuous throughout the volume. It may 
well to remark — to prevent the chance of proo6 of care being taken rather to indicate the 
of that eilential — that, wherever type may be ieen out of gear, in any way deleave or irrc 
all fuch ''typographical phenomena," as Mr. Lettibm has aptly termed thoie charad^erifti 
the precious old book, have been reproduced in accordance with the prefcribed plan ''in ii 
forth" — No departure from the Original, 





Thelifeanddeath of Kinglohn. 



ABus Primus , Scana ^rima. 




Enter King lobn, Queene Elinor, Pembroke^ EJfex^ and Sa- 
Btbury^ wtb the Chattylion of France, 

King John, 

Ow fay Cbatillkn^ what would France with ts ? 
Chat. Thus (after greeting )rpeaket the King 
of France, 
In my behauiour to the Maiefty , 
The borrowed Maiefty of England heere. 

Blea, A ftrange beginning : borrowed Maiefty i 

^./(M&ff. Silence ^good mother )heare the Embaffie. 

Chat* Philip of France^ in right and true behalfe 
Of thy deceafed brother, Gtffrnex fonne, 
Arthur Plantaginet^ lales moft uwfull claime 
To this faire Hand, and the Territories: 
To Ireland^ PoySfiert, jSniowe^ Torayne^Maine^ 
Deftring thee to lay afide the fword 
Which fwaies vfurpingly thefe feuerall titles, 
And put the fame into yong Artbun hand , 
Thy Nephew, and right royall Soueraigne. 

KJohn, What foUowes if we diiallow of this? 

Chat. The proud controle of fierce and bloudy warre, 
To inibrce thefe rights, fo forcibly with -held, 

K.Io. Heere haue we war for war,& bloud for bloud, 
Controleknent for controlement: fo anfwer France, 

Chat, Then take my Kings defiance firom my mouth. 
The fartheft limit of my Embaftie. 

K.John. Beare mine to him, and fo depart in peace, 
Be thou as lightning in the eies of France ^ 
For ere thou canft report, I will be there : 
The thunder of my Cannon fhall be heard. 
So hence :be thou the trumpet of our wrath. 
And fullen prefage of your owne decay : 
An honourable condu^ let him haue, 
Pembroke looke too't : farewell ChattilSon. 

Exit Clhtt. and Tern. 

Ele. What now my Tonne, haue I not euer (aid 
How that ambitious ConBance would not ceife 
Till (he had kindled France and all the world, 
Vpon the right and party of her fonne. 
This might haue beene preuented,and made whole 
With very eafie arguments of loue. 
Which now the mannage of two kingdomes muft 
With feareiiill bloudy iffue arbitrate. 

K. John. Our fhong pofTeflion, and our right for vs. 

ER. Your ftrong polTefsid much more then your right, 
Or elfe it muft go wrong with you and me , 
So much my confcience whifpers in your eare, 



Which none but heauen, and you, and I, ihall heare. 
Enter a Sheriffe. 

EJfex. My Liege, here is the ftrangeft controuerfie 
Come from the Country to be iudg*d by you 
That ere I heard : fhall I produce the men ? 

K. John. Let them approach : 
Our Abbies and our Priories fhall pay 
This expeditious charge : what men are you ? 
Enter Robert Faukonbridge^and fbiRp. 

Philip. Your ^thfiiU fubiedl,! a gentleman. 
Borne in Northamptonfi>irej and eldeft fonne 
As I fuppofe, to Robert Faulconbridge ^ 
A Souldier by the Honor-giuing-hand 
Of C^rdebon^ Knighted in the field. 

K.Iohn. What art thou ? 

Robert, The Ton and heire to that fame Faukonbridge. 

K.John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heyre ? 
You came not of one mother then it feemea. 

Philip. Moft certain of one mother, mighty King, 
That is well knowne,and as I thinke one father : 
But for the cerraine knowledge of that truth, 
I put you o*re to heauen, and to my mother $ 
Of that I doubt, as all mens children may. 

Eli. Out on thee rude man, y doft fhame thy mother. 
And wound her honor with this diffidence.^ 

Phil. I Madame ? No, I haue no leafon for it. 
That is mv brothers plea, and none of mine. 
The which if he can proue, a pops me out. 
At leaft fi*om faire fiue hundred pound a yeere : 
Heauen guard niy mothers honor, and my Land. 

K.John. A good blunt fellow} why being yonger born 
Doth he lay claime to thine inheritance ? 

fhil. I know not why, except to get the land : 
But once he flanderd me with baftardy s 
But where I be as true begot or no. 
That flill I lay ypon my mothers head. 
But that I am as well begot my Liege 
(Faire fall the bones that tooke the paines for me) 
Compare our faces, and be ludge your felfe 
If old Sir I(obert did beget vs both, 
. And were our father, and this fonne like hjm : 

old fir 7(obert Father, on my knee 

1 giue heauen thankes 1 was not like to thee. 
K.John.Why what a mad-cap hath heauen lent ts here? 
Elen. He hath a tri<;ke of Cordelions face. 

The accent of his tongue afTedleth him : 
Doe you not read fome tokens of my fonne 
In the large compofition of this man ? 

K.M, 
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K.hhn. Mine eye hath well examined bis parts, 
And findes them perfedl Richard : firra fpeake, 
What doth moue you to claime your brothers land. 

Philip. Becaufe be hath a half-face like my father i 
With halfe that face would he haue all my land , 
A halfe-fac'd groat, fiue hundred pound a yeere? 

Roh. My gracious Liege, when that my father Uu*d, 
Your brother did imploy my father much. 

Phil, Well fir, by this you cannot gee my land, 
llour tale muft be how he employed my mother. 

Roh, And once difpatcb^d him in an EmbaiTie 
To Gennanvj there with the Emperor 
To treat of high afiaires touching that time : 
Th^aduantage of his abfence tooke the King, 
And in the meane time foioum'd at my fathers ; 
Where how he did preuaile,! ihame to fpeake : 
But truth is truth, large lengths of feas and fhores 
Betweene my father, and my mother lay. 
As I haue heard my father fpeake himfelfe 
When this fame lufty gentleman was got : 
Vpon his death.bed he by will bequeathed 
His lands to me, and tooke it on his death 
That this my mothers fonne was none of his; 
And if be were, be came into the world 
Full fourteene weekes before the courfe of time : 
Then good my Liedge let me haue what is mine. 
My fathers land, as was my fathers will. 

K.Iohn, Sirra,your brother is Legittimate, 
Your f[ithers ynft did after wedlocke beare him : 
And if (he did play falfe, the fault was hers , 
Which fiult lyes on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wiues : tell roe, how if my brother 
Who as you fay, tooke paines to get this fonne , 
Had of your hlhtr claimed this fonne for his, 
Infooth,good friend, your hthtr might haue kept 
This Calfe, bred from his Cow from all the world : 
Infooth he might: then if he were my brothers. 
My brother might not claime him, nor your father 
Being none of his, refufe him : this concludes. 
My mothers fonne did get your fathers heyre. 
Your fathers heyre muft haue your fathers land. 

Rob. Shal then my fathers Will be of no force, 
To difpofifefle (hat childe which is not his. 

Phil. Of no more force to difpofTefTe me fir , 
Then was his will to^et me, as I think. 

EH. Whether hadft thou rather be a Faulconbrid^e ^ 
And like thy brother to enioy thy land : 
Or the reputed fonne of Cordelion, 
Lord of thy prefence,and no land befide. 

Baft. Madam,and if my brother had my fhape 
And I had his, fir Roberts his like him , 
And if my legs were two fuch riding rods, 
My armesyfuch eele-skins ftuft, my hct fo thin, 
That in mine eare I durft not fticke a rofe. 
Left men fhould fay,looke where three farthings goes, 
And to bis ihape were heyre to all this land. 
Would I might neuer ftirre from off this place , 
I would giue it euery foot to haue this face : 
It would not be fir nobbe in any cafe. 

Elinor. I like thee well : wilt thou forfake thy fortune, 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me? 
I am a Sou1dier,and now bound to France, 

Baft, Brother, take you my land, He take my chance; 
Your face hath got fiue hundred pound a yeere. 
Yet fell your hzt for fiue pence and *tis deere : 
Madam, lie follow you vnto the death. 



BRnor. Nay, I would haue you go before me thither. 

'Baft. Our Country manners giue our betters way. 

K.Iohn. What is thy name? 

Baft, fhilip my Liege, fo is my name begun , 
Philh j^ood old Sir Roberts wiues eldeft fonne. 

K,Iohn, From henceforth beare his name 
Whofe forme thou beareft : 
Kneele thou downe Philips but rife more great, 
Arife Sir Richard^ and Plantagenet. 

Bafi. Brother by th*mothers fide, giue me your hand, 
My rather gaue me honor, yours gaue land : 
Now blefifed be the houre by night or day 
When I was got, Sir Robert was away. 

Ele, The very fpirit of Plantaginet : 
I am thy grandame Richard, call me fo. 

Baft. Madam by chance, but not by truth, what tho; 
Something about a little from the right. 
In at the window, or elfe ore the hatch : 
Who dares not ftirre by day,muft walke by night, 
And haue is haue, how euer men doe catch : 
Neere or farre off, well wonne is ftill well fhot, 
And I am I, how ere I was begot. 

K.Iohn. GoCyFaulconbridgejnovf haft thou thy defire, 
A landleffe Knight, makes thee a landed Squire : 
Come Madam, and come Richard, we muft fpeed 
For France f for Francty for it is more then need. 

'Baft. Brother adieu, good fortune come to thee, 
For thou waft got i'th way of honefty. 

Exeunt all but haftard. 

Baft. A foot of Honor better then I was. 
But many a many foot of Land the worfe. 
Well, now can I make any loane a Lady, 
Good den Sir Richard, Godamercy fellow. 
And if his name be Qeorgt, He call him Peter\ 
For new made honor doUi forget mens names : 
*Tis two refpe£liue, and too fociable 
For your conuerfion, now your traueller, 
Hee and his tooth-picke at my worfhips mefife, 
And when my knightly ftomacke is fuf)is*d. 
Why then I fucke my teeth, and catechize 
My picked man of Countries : my deare fir. 
Thus leaning on mine elbow I begin , 
I (hall befeech you ; that is queftion now. 
And then comes anfwer like an Abfey booke ! 
O fir, fayes anfwer, at your beft command , 
At your employment, at your feruice fir : 
No fir, faies queftion, i fweet fir at yours. 
And fo ere anfwer knowes what queftion would, 
Sauing in Dialogue of Complement, 
And talking of the Alpes and Appenines, 
The Perennean and the riuer Poe, 
It drawes towjird fupper in conclufion fo. 
But this is worihipfull fociety. 
And fits the mounting fpirit like my felfe ; 
For he is but a baibrd to the time 
That doth not fmoake of obferuation. 
And fo am I whether I fmacke or no t . 

And not alone in habit and deuice. 
Exterior forme, outward accoutrement ; | 

But from the inward motion to deliuer ^' 

Sweet, fweet, fweet poyfon for the ages tooth , \ 

Which though I will not prance to deceiue, | 

Yet to auoid deceit I meane to learne; | 

For it (ball ftrew the footfteps of my rifing : \ 

But who comes in fuch hafte in riding robes f \ 

Whil 

5^ 



) 



The life and death of^ngjohn. 



Oman poft is this? hath (he no husband 
11 take paines to blow a horne before her^ 
is my mother : how now good Lady, 
ings you heere to Court fo haftily^ 

tr«r Lady Faulconbrtdgt and lames Guraty, 

Where is that flaue thy brother ? where is he ? 
ds in chafe mine honour vp and downe. 

My brother i^c^^rr, old Sir Roberts fonne : 

the Gyant,that fame mighty man, 
Roberts fonne that you feeke fo ? 

Sir Roberts fonne,! thou vnreuerend boy, 
'ts fonne ? why fcom'ft thou at fir Robert ? 
r Roberts fonne, and fo art thou. 

lames Gournie^vnXx. thou giue vs leaue a while? 

Good leaue good Philip, 
Philips fparrow, lames, 
toyes abroad, anon He tell thee more. 
Exit lames, 

I was not old Sir Roberts fonne , 
rt might haue eat his part in me 
lod Friday, and nere broke his fa ft : 
rt could doe well,marrie to confefle 
;t me fir Robert could not doe it ; 
w his handy-worke, therefore good mother 
m am I beholding for thefe limmes ? 
rt neuer holpe to make this legge. 

Haft thou confpired with thy brother too, 
' thine owne gaine ihouldft defend mine honor ? 
leanes this fcome, thou moft vntoward knaue ? 

Knight, knight good mother, Bafilifco-like: 

am dub*d, I haue it on my fhoulder : 
her, I am not Sir Roberts fonne, 
ifclaim*d Sir Robert and my land, 
ition, name, and all is gone ; 
lod my mother, let me know my father, 
oper man I hope, who was it motherf 

Haft thou denied thy felfe a Faulcombridge ? 

As faithfully as I denie the deuill. 

KsMg Richard Corde/ion was thy father, 
and vehement fuit I was feduc*d 
e roome for him in my husbands bed : 
lay not my transgreflion to my charge , 
t the iffue of my deere offence 
was fo ftrongly vrg*d paft my defence. 

Now by this light were I to get againe, 

I would not wifh a better fother : 

mes doe beare their priuiledge on earth, 

doth yours : your foult,was not your fbllie, 

luft you lay your heart at his difpofe, 

d tribute to commanding loue, 

whoie furie and vnmatched force, 

lefTe Lion could not wage the fight, 

!pe his Princely heart from Richards hand : 

perforce robs Lions of their hearts , 
ily winne a womans: aye my mother, 
1 my heart I thanke thee for my fiither : 
les and dares but fay, thou didft not well 
! was got. He fend his foule to hell, 
ady I will ihew thee to my kinne, 
iy (hall fay, when Richard me begot, 
hadft fayd him nay, it had beene finne ; 
yt» it was, he lyes, 1 fay twas not. 

Exetat. 
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Enter before ^Angiers, Philip King of France, Lewis, ^asil- 
phen,AiBria, Cenftance, Arthur, 

Lemi. Before Angiers well met braue Aiftria, 
Arthur that great ibre-runner of thy bloud, 
Richard that rob*d the Lion of his heart. 
And fought the holy Warres in PaleAine, 
By this braue Duke came early to his graue: 
And for amends to his pofteritie , 
At our importance hether is he come. 
To fpread his colours boy, in thy behalfe. 
And to rebuke the vfurpation 
Of thy ynnaturall Vnde, Englifh John , 
Embrace him, loue him, giue him welcome hether. 

Arth. God (hall ibrgiue you Cordelions death 
The rather, that you giue his ofF-fpring life , 
Shadowing their right vnder your wings of warre: 
I giue you welcome with a powerlefle hand. 
But with a heart full of vnflained loue. 
Welcome before the gates ofAngiers Duke. 

Lewi. A noble boy, who would not doe thee right? 

Aufi, Vpon thy cheeke lay I this selous kiffe. 
As feale to this indenture of my loue: 
That to my home I will no more returne 
Till Angters,znd the right thou haft in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac*d fhore, 
Whoie foot fpurnes backe the Oceans roaring tides, 
And coopes firom other lands her Ilanders, 
Euen till that England hedgM in with the maine. 
That Water-walled Bulwarke,ftill fecure 
And confident from forreine purpoies, 
Euen till that vtmoft comer of the Weft 
Salute thee for her King, till then Aire boy 
Will I not thinke of home, but follow Armes. 

Confi, O take his mothers thanks, a widdows thank*. 
Till your ftrong hand fhall helpe to giue him fbength. 
To make a more requitall to your loue. 

Auft. The peace of heauen is theirs y lift their fwords 
In fuch a iuft and charitable warre. 

King, Well, then to worke our Cannon fhall be bent 
Againft the browes of this refifting towne , 
Call for our cheefefl men of difcipline , 
To cull the plots of beft aduantagea : 
Wee*ll lay before this towne our Royal bones. 
Wade to the market-place in French-maa bloud, 
But we will make it fubied to this boy. 

Ccn, Suy for an anfwer to your Embaflie, 
Left vnaduis'd you fbine your fwords with bloud. 
My Lord CbattiRom mav from England bring 
That right in peace which heere we vrge in warre , 
And then we (hall repent each drop of bloud , 
That hot rafh hafle fo indiredly fhedde. 
Enter ChattUion, 

King. A wonder Lady : lo ypon thy wi/h 
Our ISlefTenger Chattitton is arriu*d , 
What England faies, fay breefely gentle Lord, 
We coldly paufe for thee, Chatilion fpeake. 

Chat. Then turne your forces from this paltry fiege , 
And ftirre them vp againft a mightier taske t 
England impatient of your iuft demands. 
Hath put himfelfe in Armes, the aduerfe windes 

a 1 Whofe 
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Whofe leifure I haue ftaid, haue giuen him time 

To land his Legioni all at foone as I : 

His marches are expedient to this towne, 

His forces ilrong, his Souldiers confident : 

With him along is come the Mother Queene, 

An Ace ftirring him to bloud and ftri/i: , 

With her her Neece, the Lady Blanch of SpMtu , 

With them a Baftard of the Kings deceaft, 

And all th'vnfetled humors of the Land, 

Ra(h,inconfiderate, fiery voluntaries, 

With Ladies faces, and fierce Dragons fpleenes, 

Haue fold their fortunes at their natiue homes , 

Bearing their birth-rights proudly on their backs, 

To make a hazard of new fortunes heere : 

In briefe, a brauer cboyfe of dauntlefle fpirits 

Then now the Englijb bottomes haue waft o're, 

Did neuer fiote vpon the fwelling tide , 

To doe offence and fcathe in Chriftendome : 

The interruption of their churliih drums 

Cuts off" more circumftance, they are at hand. 

Drum beats. 
To parlie or to fight, therefore prepare. 

Kin, How much vnlook'd for, is this expedition, 
Auft, By how much vnexpe£[ed, by fo much ^ 
We muft awake indeuor for defence. 
For courage mounteth with occafion. 
Let them be welcome then, we are preparM. 



Entir K, tf England^ Bafiard^ Qtuene^ ^lancb^ Pembroi^^ 
and others, 

K.John, Peace be to Francex If France in peace permit 
Our iuft and lineall entrance to our owne ; 
If not, bleede France^ and peace afcend to heauen. 
Whiles we Gods wrathfuU agent doe corred^ 
Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heauen. 

Fran, Peace be to England^ if that warre returne 
From France to Englandy there to liue in peace i 
England we loue, and for that Englands fake. 
With burden of our armor heere we fweat : 
This toyle of ours fiiould be a worke of thine $ 
But thou from louing England art fo farre, 
That thou haft vnder- wrought his lawfuU King, 
Cut ofiT the fequence of pofterity , 
Out-faced In^nt State, and done a rape 
Vpon the maiden vertue of the Crowne : 
Looke heere vpon thy brother Geffreyei face, 
Thefe eyes, thefe browes, were moulded out of his ; 
This little abftrad doth containe that large , 
Which died in Geffrciwui the hand of time, 
Shall draw this breere into as huge a volume: 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother borne. 
And this his fonne, England was Jeffreys right. 
And this is Geffreyex in the name of God : 
How comes it then that thou art caird a King, 
When liuing blood doth in thefe temples beat 
Which owe the crowne, that thou ore-maftereft ? 

Klohn, From whom haft thou this great commifilon 
To draw my anfwer from thy Articles? (France ^ 

Fra, Frd that fupemal ludge that fBn good thoughts 
In any beaft of ftrong authoritie. 
To looke into the blots and ftaines of right. 
That ludge hath made me guardian to this boy, 
Vnder whofe warrant I impeach thy wrong. 
And by whofe helpe I meane to chafttfe it. 



K, John, AUck thou doft vfurpe authoritie. 

Fran. Excufe it is to beat vfurping downe. 

Queen. Who is it thou doft call vfurper France} 
. Conft, Let me make anfwer : thy vfurping fonne. 

j(2Mrir.Outinfolent,thy baftard fliall be King, 
That thou maift be a Queen, and checke the world. 

Con. My bed was euer to thy fonne as true 
As thine was to thy husband, and this boy 
Liker in feature to his fiither Geffrejf 
Then thou and /0^if,in manners being as like. 
As raine to water, or deuill to his damme ; 
My boy a baftard f by my foule I thinke 
His father neuer was fo true begot. 
It cannot be, and if thou wert his mother. . ( ther 

Queen, Theres a good mother boy, that blots thy fa- 

Conft. There's a good grandame boy 
That would blot thee. 

jiuft. Peace. 

^aft. Heare the Cryer. 

jiuft. What the deuill art thou ? 

^Baft. One that wil play the deuill fir with you. 
And a may catch your hide and you alone: 
You are the Hare of whom the Prouerb goes 
Whofe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard ; 
He fmoake your skin-coat and I catch you right, 
Sirra looke too't,yfaich I will, yfaith. 

fBlan, O well did he become that Lyons robe. 
That did difrobe the Lion of that robe. 

Baft. It lies as fightly on the backe of him 
As great Alcides fiiooes vpon an AfTe: 
But Affe, He take that burthen from your backe. 
Or lay on that (hall make your fhoulders cracke. 

^fl. What cracker is this fame that deafes our eares 
With this abundance of fuperfiuous breath? 
King Levis y determine what we fhall doe fh^it. 

Lev, Women tc fooles, breake off your conference. 
King John^ this is the very fumme of all : 
England and Ireland^ jingien^ Toraine , Maine^ 
In right of Arthur doe I claime of thee : 
Wilt thou refigne them, and lay downe thy Armes? 

John. My life as foone : I doe defie thee France^ 
Arthur of Britaine, yeeld thee to my hand. 
And out of my deere loue lie giue thee more, 
Then ere the coward hand of France can win ; 
Submit thee boy. 

Queen, Come to thy grandame child. 

Conf. Doe childe,goe to yt grandame childe, 
Giue grandame kingdome, and it grandame will 
Giue yt a plum, a cherry, and a figge. 
There's a good grandame. 

Arthur. Good my mother peace, 
I would that I were low laid in my graue, 
I am not worth this coyle that's made for me» Tweepes*! 

Qu. Mo. His mother fiiames him fo, poore boy hee, 

Con. Now ihame vpon you where ihe does or no. 
His grandames wrongs, and not his mothers fhames , 

Drawes thofe heauen-mouing pearles frS bu poor eies,; 
Which heauen (hall take in nature of a fee: 
I, with thefe Chriftall beads heauen ihall be brib'd 
To doe him Iuftice,and reuenge on you. 

Qu. Thou monfbous flanderer of heauen and earth. 

Con, Thou monftrous Iniurer of heauen and earth. 
Call not me flanderer, thou and thine vfurpe 
The Dominations, Rojralttes, and rights 
Of this oppreffed boy ; this is thy eldeft fonnes fonne, 
Infbrtunate in nothing but in thee : 

Thy 

. H 

SC8 



/ 



The life and death of ^ng John. 



ines are vifited in this poore childe, 
inon of the Law is laide on him, 
>ut the fecond generation 
ed from thy finne-conceiuing wombe. 
. Bedlam haue done. 

I haue but this to fay, 
e is not onely plagued for her fin, 
»d hath made her tlnne and her, the plague 
! remoued iflue, plagued for her, 
ith her plague her finne : his iniury 
lurie the Bcidle to her finne, 
iiih*d in the perfon of this childe, 
1 for her, a plague vpon her. 

Thou vnaduifed fcold, I can produce 
I, that barres the title of thy fonne. 

I who doubts that, a Will : a wicked will, 
lans will, a cankred Grandams will. 

Peace Lady, paufe, or be more temperate, 
rfeemes this prcfence to cry ayme 
fe ill 'tuned repetitions : 
Trumpet fummon hither to the walles 
nen of Angiers, let vs heare them fpeake,*^ 
title they admit, Arthurs or hhnu 

Trttmpet founds. 
Enter a Gtiisen vpon the walles. 
Who is it that hath wamM vs to the walles ? 
*Ti8 France, for England. 
. England for it felfe : 
en of Angiers, and my louing fubiefb. 
You louing men of Angiers, Arthurs fubieds, 
umpet called you to this gentle parle. 
, For our aduantage, therefore heare vs firft : 
iagges of France that are aduanced heere 
the eye and profpe^t of your Tovme, 
ither march'd to your endamagement, 
tnons haue their bowels full of wrath, 
ady mounted are they to fpit forth 
ron indignadon 'gainft your walles : 
paration for a bloody fiedge 
erciles proceeding, by thefe French, 
t yours Citties eies, vour winking gates : 
It for our approch, thofe fieeping ^ncs, 
t a wafte doth girdle you about 
compulfion of thdr Ordinance, 
time from their fixed beds of lime 
n diihabited, and wide hauocke made 
ody power to rufh vppon your peace, 
the fight of vs your lawfiill King, 
ainefiilly with much expedient march 
rought a counter-checke before your gates, 
: vnfcratchM your Citties threatned cheekes : 
the French amazM vouchfafe a parle, 
>w infleed of bulletts wrapt in fire 
^e a fhaking feuer in your walles, 
loote but calme words, folded vp in fmoake, 
^e a faithlefife errour in your eares, 
trufl accordingly kinde Cittizens, 
t vs in. Your King, whofe labourM fpirits 
earied in this adion of fwift fpeede, 
harbourage within your Citie walles. 
te. When I haue (aide, make anfwer to vs both, 
this right hand, whofe prote^ion 
diuinely vow'd vpon the right 
it holds, ftands yong T/antagenetf 
:o the elder brother of this man. 



And King ore him, and all that he enioyes : 

For this downe-troden equity, we tread 

In warlike march, thefe greenes before your Towne, 

Being no further enemy to you 

Then the conftraint of hofpitable zcale, 

In the releefe of this oppreiTed childe, 

Religioufly prouokes. Be pleafed then 

To pay that dutie which you truly owe. 

To him that owes it, namely, this yong Prince, 

And then our Armes, like to a musled Beare, 

Saue in afpeft, hath all offence feal'd vp : 

Our Cannons malice vainly fhall be fpent 

Againft th'involuerable clouds of heauen. 

And with a blefifed and vn-vext retyre. 

With vnhack'd fwords, and Helmets all vnbruisM, 

We will beare home that lufVie blood againc. 

Which heere we came to fpout againft your Towne, 

And leaue your children, wiues, and you in peace. 

But if you fi)ndly paflTe our profl^er*3 offer, 

'Tis not the rounder of your old-fac*d walles. 

Can hide you from our meflengers of Warrc, 

Though all thefe Engllfk, and their difcipline 

Were harbour'd in their rude circumference : 

Then tell vs. Shall your Citie call vs Lord, 

In that behalfe which we haue challenged it? 

Or fhall we giue the fignall to our rage. 

And ftalke in blood to our poffeflion ? 

Gt, In breefi!, we are the King of Englands fubieds 
For him, and in his right, we hold this Towne. 

John. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 
Gt. That can we not : but he that proues the King 
To him will we proue loyall, till that time 
Haue we rammM vp our gates againft the world. 

lohn. Doth not the Crowne of England, prooue the 
Kingf 
And if not that, I bring you Witncfifes 
Twice fifteene thoufand hearts of Englands breed. 

Baft. Baftards and elfe. 

John. To verifie our title with their liues. 

Fran. As many and as well-borne bloods as thofe. 

^aft. Some Baftards too. 
Fran. Stand in his face to contradidi his claime. 

Gt. Till you compound whofe right is worthieft, 
We for the worthieft hold the right from both. 

lohn. Then God forgiue the finne of all thofe foules, 
That to their euerlafting refidence. 
Before the dew of euening fall, fhall fleete 
In dreadfull triall of our kingdomes King. 

Fran. Amen, Amen, mount Cbeualiers to Armes. 

^Jl. Saint George that fwindg*d the Dragon, 
And ere fince fit*s on*s horfebacke at mine HoftefTe dore 
Teach vs fome fence. Sirrah, were I at home 
At your den firrah, with your LionnefiTe, 
I ^ould fet an Oxe-head to your Lyons hide; 
And make a monfter of you. 

Aufi. Peace, no more. 

^Baft. O tremble; for you heare the Lyon rore. 

John. Vp higher to the plaine, where we*l fet forth 
In beft appointment all our Regiments. 

Bafi . Speed then to take aduantage of the field, 

Fra. It fhall be fo, and at the other hill 
Command the reft to (hind, God and our right. Exeunt 
Heere after excurfionsy Enter the Herald of France 
with Trumpets to the gates, 

F^ Her. You men of Angiers open wide your gates, 
And let yong Arthur Duke of Britaine in, 

Aa3 Who 
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Who by the hand of France, this day hath made 
Much worke fox teares in many an Englifh mother, 
Whofe Tonnes lye fcattered on the bleeding ground : 
Many a widdowes husband groueling lies, 
Coldly embracing the difcoloured earrh. 
And vidtorie with little lofle doth play 
Vpon the dancing banners of the French, 
Who are at hand triumphantly difplayed 
To enter Conquerors, and to proclaime 
Arthur of Briuine, Englands King, and yours. 
Enter Snglijh Herald vitb Trumfet. 
E,Har, Reioyce you men of Angien,nng your bels, 
King Icbfif your king and Englands, doth approach. 
Commander of this hot malicious day. 
Their Armours that marched hence fo filuer bright, 
Hither returne all gilt with Frenchmens blood : 
There ftucke no plume in any Englifh Creft, 
That is remoued by a ftaffi: of France : 
Our colours do returne m thofe fame hands 
That did difplay them when we firil march t ibrth : 
And like a ioUy troope of Huntfmen come 
Our luftie Englifli, all with purpled hands, 
Dide in the dying flaughter of their foes. 
Open your gates, and giue the Vigors way. 

Huher t.HcnldSf from off our towres we might behold 
From iiril to laft, the on-iet and retyre 
Of both yonr Armies, whofe equality 
By our beft eyes cannot be cennired : (blowes : 

Blood hath bought blood, and blowes haue anfwerd 
Strength matcht with ftrength, and power confronted 

power. 
Both are alike, and both alike we like : 
One muft proue greateft. While they wei gh fo euen. 
We hold our Towne for neither ; yet for both. 

Enter the tvto Kings vitb their povers^ 
at Jeuerali doores, 

John. France, haft thou yet more blood to caft away? 
Say, fhall the currant of our right rome on, 
Whofe paflage vext with thy impediment. 
Shall leaue his natiue channell, and ore-fwell 
with courfe difturbM euen thy confining fhores, 
VnlelTe thou let his filuer Water, keepe 
A peacefiill progrefle to the Ocean. 

Fra. England thou haft not fauM one drop of blood 
In this hot triall more then we of France, 
Rather loft more. And by this hand I fweare 
That fwayes the earth this Climate ouer-lookes. 
Before we will lay downe our iuft-borne Armes, 
Wee'l put thee downe,*gainft whom thefe Armes wee 
Or adde a royall number to the dead : (beare, 

Gracing the fcroule that tels of this warres lofle. 
With flaughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Baft. Ha Maiefty : how high thy glory towres. 
When the rich blood of kings is fet on fire : 
Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with fteele, ■ 
The fwords of fouldiers are his teeth, his phangs. 
And now he feafts, mouhng the flefh of men 
In vndeterminM diflerences of kings. 
Why ftand thefe royall fronts amazed thus : 
Cry hauocke kings, backe to the ftained field 
You equall Potents, fierie kindled fpirits. 
Then let confiifion of one part confirm 
The others peace : till then, blowes, blood, and death. 

lohn. Whofe party do the Townefmen yet admit, ? 



Fra. Speeke Citizens for England, whofe your king. 

Hub. The king of England, when we know the king. 

Fra, Know him in vs, that heere hold vp his right. 

lohn. In Vs, that are our owne great I>eputie, 
And beare poflfeflion of our Perfon heere. 
Lord of our prefence Angiers,and of you. 

Fra. A greater powre then We denies all this, 
And till it be vndoubted,we do locke 
Our former fcruple in our ftrong barr*d gates : 
Kings of our feare, yntill our feares refoluM 
Be by fome certaine king, purg'd and deposed. 

Baft. By heauen, thefe fcroyles of Anglers flout yc 
And ftand (ecurely on their battelroents, (^^% 

As in a Theater, whence they gape and point 
At your induftrious Scenes and a£b of death. 
Your Royall prefences be rulM by mee. 
Do like the Mutines of lerufalem. 
Be friends a-while, and both conioyntly bend 
Your iharpeft Deeds of malice on this Towne. 
By Eaft and Weft let France and England mount 
Their battering Canon charged to the mouthes. 
Till their foule>iearing clamours haue brauFd downe 
The fiintie ribbes of this contemptuous Citie, 
Tde play incefllantly vpon thefe lades, 
Euen till vn fenced delolation 
Leaue them as naked as the vulgar ayre : 
That done, difl*euer your vnited ftrengths, 
And part your mingled colours once againe, 
Tume face to face, and bloody point to point: 
Then in a moment Fortune fhall cull forth 
Out of one fide her happy Minion, 
To whom in fauour fhe fliall giue the day, 
And kiflfe him with a glorious vi£lory : 
How like you this wilde counfell mighty States, 
Smackes it not fomething of the policie. 

John. Now by the sky that hangs aboue our heads, 
I like it well. France, fhall we knit our powres. 
And lay this Anglers euen with the ground, 
Then after fight who fhall be king of it ? 

^aft. And if thou haft the mettle of a king. 
Being wrong*d as we are by this peeuifh Towne : 
Turne thou the mouth of thy Artillerie, 
As we will oun, againft thefe fawcie walles. 
And when that we haue dafhM them to the ground. 
Why then defie each other, and pell-mell. 
Make worke vpon our felues,for heauen or hell. 

Fra. Let it be fo : fay, where will you afTault ? 

lohn. We from the Weft will fend deftrudlion 
Into this Cities bofome. 

Auft. I from the North. 

Fran. Our Thunder from the South, 
Shall raine their drift of bullets on this Towne. 

^aft. O prudent difcipline ! From North to South : 
Auflria and France fhoot in each others mouth. 
He ftirre them to it : Come, away, away. 

Hub. Heare vs great kings, vouchfafe awhile to fby 
And I fhall (hew you peace, and faire-fac'd league : 
Win you this Citie without fh-oke, or wound, 
Refcue thofe breathing Hues to dye in beds. 
That heere come facrifices for the field. 
Perfeuer not, but heare me mighty kings. 

lohn. Speake on with fiiuour,we are bent to heare. 

Hub. That daughter there of Spaine,the Lady Blanch 
Is neere to England, looke vpon the yeeres 
Of Lewes the Dolphin, and that louely maid. 
If luftie loue fhould go in queft of beaude, 
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Where iliould he finde it fairer, then in ^Umch : 

If zealous loue fhould go in fearch of vertue, 

Where (hould he finde it purer then in Blanch? 

If loue ambitious, fought a match of birth, 

Whofe veines bound richer blood then Lady ^laHcbi 

Such as (he is, in beaude, vertue, birth. 

Is the yong Dolphin euery way com pleat, 

If not compleat of, fay he is not fhee. 

And ihe againe wants nothing, to name want. 

If want it be not, that (he is not hee : 

He is the halfe part of a bleffed man, 

Left to be finKhed by fuch as (hee, 

And (he a faire diuided excellence, 

Whofe fulneffe of perfe^on lyes in him. 

two fuch filticr currents when they ioyne 
Do glorifie the bankes that bound them in : 

And two fuch (hores, to two fuch (heames made one, 

Two fuch controlling bounds (hall you be, kings. 

To thefc two Princes, if you marrie them: 

This Vnion (hall do more then batterie can 

To our (aft clofed gates : for at this match. 

With fwifter fpleene then powder can enforce 

The mouth of paffage (hall we fling wide ope. 

And gtue you entrance : but without this match. 

The (ea enraged is not halfe fo deafe, 

Lyons more confident, Mountaines and rockes 

More free ttom motion, no not death himfelfe 

In mortall fiirie halfe fo peremptorie, 

As we to keepe this Citie. 

'Baft. Hceres a (hy. 
That (hakes the rotten carkafTe of old death 
Out of bis ragges. Here*s a large mouth indeede. 
That fpits forth death, and mountaines, rockes, and feas, 
Talkes as familiarly of roaring Lyons, 
As maids of thirteene do of puppi-dogges. 
What Cannoneere begot this luflie blood. 
He fpeakes plaine Cannon fire, and fmoake, and bounce, 
He giues the baftinado with his tongue : 
Our earcs are cudgelM, not a word of his 
But bufiets better then a fift of France : 
Zounds, I was neuer (o bethumpt with words. 
Since I firft calM my brothers father Dad. 

Old Qu. Son, lift to this coniun^on, make this match 
Gtue Mdtfi our Neece a dowrie large enough. 
For by this knot, thou (halt fo furely tye 
Thy now vnfur d afTurance to the Crowne, 
That yon greene boy (hall haue no Sunne to ripe 
The bloome that promifeth a mightie fruite. 

1 fee a yeelding in the lookes of France : 

Marke how they whifper, vrgc them while their foules 

Are capeable of this ambition, 

Leaft zeale now melted by the windie breath 

Of foft petitions, pitde and remorfe, 

Coole and congeale againe to what it was. 

Huh. Why anfwer not the double Maiefties, 
This friendly treatie of our threatned Towne. 

Fra. Speake England fir ft, that hath bin forward firft 
To fpeake vnto this Cittie : what fay you ? 

lobnM that the Dolphin there thy Princely fbnne, 
Can in this booke of beautie read, I loue : 
Her Dowrie (hall weigh equail with a Queene : 
for jfagiertf and faire Toraine Maine , Poy&ien^ 
And all that we vpon this fide the Sea, 
(Except this Cittie now by vs befiedg^d) 
finde liable to our Crowne and Dignitie, 
shall gild her bridall bed and make her rich 
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In titles, honors, and promotions, 

As (he in beautie, education, blood, 

Holdes hand with any Princeffe of the wrorld. 

Fra. What (ai*ft thou boy f looke in the Ladies face. 

Dol. I do my Lord, and in her eie I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, 
The (hadow of my felfe form'd in her eye. 
Which being but the (hadow of your fonne, 
Becomes a fonne and makes your fonne a (hadow: 
I do proteft I neuer lou'd my felfe 
Till now, infixed I beheld my felfe, 
Drawne in the fbttering table of her eie. 

fn)t/fers wtb Blanch. 

Baft. Drawne in the flattering table oi her eie, 
HangM in the frowning wrinkle of her brow, 
And quartered in her heart, hee doth efpie 
Himfelfe loues traytor, this is pittie now ; 
That hang*d, and drawne, and quartered there (hould be 
In fuch a loue, fo vile a Lout as he, 

Blan. My vnckles will in this refpedi is mine. 
If he fee ought in you that makes him like, 
That any thing he fee's which moues his liking, 
I can with eafe tranflate it to my will : 
Or if you will, to fpeake more properly, 
I will enforce it eaflie to my loue. 
Further I will not flatter you, my Lord, 
That all I fee in you is worthie loue. 
Then this, that nothing do I fee in you. 
Though churli(h thoughts themfelues (hould bee your 

ludge. 
That I can finde, (hould merit any hate. 

John. What faie thefe yong-ones.' What fay you my 
Neece ? 

Blan. That (he is bound in honor (till to do 
What you in wifedome (till voucbfafe to fay. 

lobn. Speake then Prince Dolphin, can you loue this 
Ladie } 

Dol. Nay aske me if I can refraine from loue. 
For I doe loue her moft vnfainedly. 

lobn. Then do I giue *UolqueJfen, Toraine ^ Maine ^ 
Pcy^iertyZnA jlniot^y thefe fiue Prouinces 
With her to thee, and this addition more, 
Full thirty thoufand Markes of Englifh coyne : 
Philliff of France, if thou be pleaPd withall. 
Command thy fbnne and daughtet to ioyne hands. 

Fra. It likes vs well young Princes : clo(e your hands 

Auft. And your lippes too, fori aip well afl'urM, 
That I did fo when I was firft a(rurM. 

Fra. Now Cittitens of Angires ope your gates. 
Let in that amitie which you haue made, 
For at Saint Maries Chappell prefently, 
The rights of marriage fliallbe folemnizM. 
Is not the Ladie Conftance in this trooped 
I know (he is not for this match made vp. 
Her prefence would haue interrupted much. 
Where is (he and her fbnne, tell me, who knowes ? 

Dol. She is fad and pafsionate at your highnes Tent. 

Fra* And by my faith, this league that we haue made 
Will giue her fadne(re very little cure ; 
Brother of England, how may we content 
This widdow Lady ? In her right we came, 
Which we God knowes, haue turn d another way, 
To our owne vantage. 

John. We will heale vp all. 
For weeU create yong Arthur Duke of Britaine 
And Earle of Richmond, and this rich ^re Towne 

We 



J 



8 



The life and death ofJ^ng lobn. 



We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Comfiamcty 

Some fpecdy Meilenger bid her repaire 

To oax fblemiiitjr : 1 truft we ihall , 

(If not fill vp the meafore oi her will) 

Yet in (bme meaiure iatisfie her lb. 

That we (hall ftop her exclamation. 

Go we as well at haft will (ofier ts. 

To this vnlook*d for un p repare d pompe. Exttmt. 

Bafi. Mad world, mad kings, mad compofition : 
John to ftop Arthurs Title in the whole. 
Hath willingly departed with a part, 
And France, whoie armour Conicience bockled on. 
Whom zeale and charitie brought to the field. 
As Gods owne fouldier, rounded in the eare. 
With that fame purpoie-changer, that flye diael. 
That Broker, that ftill breakes the pate of &ith. 
That dayly breake-vow, he that winnes of aU, 
Of kings, oi beggers, old men, yong men, maids. 
Who hauing no extemall thing to loofe. 
But the word Maid, cheats the poore Maide of that 
That fmooth-fac*d Gentleman, tickling commodide, 
Commoditie, the byas of the world, 
The world, who of it felfe is peyfed weU, 
Made to run euen, ypon eoen ground ; 
Till this aduantage, this vile drawing byas. 
This fway of motion, this commoditie, 
Makes it take bead from all indifferency. 
From all dire^on, parpofe, courfe, intents 
And thtt (ame byas, thu Commodide, 
This Bawd, this Broker, this all-changing-word, 
Clap*d on the outward eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawne him from his owne determined ayd, 
From a refoluM and honourable warre. 
To a moft baie and vile-concluded peace. 
And why rayle I on this Commoditie/ 
But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet : 
Not that I haue the power to clutch my hand. 
When his faire Angels would falute my palme. 
But for my hand, as vnattempted yet, 
Like a poore begger, raileth on the rich. 
Well, whiles I am a begger, I will raile. 
And fay there is no fin but to be rich: 
And being rich, my vertue then ihall be. 
To (ay there is no vice, but beggerie : 
Since Kings breake faith vpon commoditie, 
Gaine be my Lord, for I will worfhip thee. Exit. 



(iA6lus Secundus 



Enter Conftanee^ jirtbur^and SaHsbiuj. 

Con. Gone to be married? Gone to fweare a peace } 
Falfe blood to falfe blood ioyn*d. Gone to be freinds ? 
Shall Lewh haue BlauncbytnA ^launch thofe Prouinces? 
It u not (oy thou haft mifpoke, mifiieard, 
Be well aduiCd, tell ore thy tale againe. 
It cannot be, thou do*ft but fay *tis fo. 
I truft I may not truft thee, for thy word 
Is but the vaine breath of a common man : 
Beleeue me, I doe not beleeue thee man, 
I haue a Kings oath to the contrarie. 
Thou (halt be puni(h*d for thus fi-ighting me, 
For I am ficke, and capeable of feares, 



Oppreft with wrongs, and therefore full of nsareSy 
A widdow, husbandles, fubied to fisares, 
A woman naturally borne to feares; 
And though thou now coniefTe thou didft but left 
With my vext fpirits, I cannot take a Trace, 
But they will quake and tremble all this day. 
What doft thou meane by (baking of thy head / 
Why doft thou looke fo fadly on my fonne ? 
What meanes that hand vpon that breaft of thine ? 
Why holdes thine eie that lamentable rhewme. 
Like a proud riuer peering ore his bounds ? 
Be thefe (ad fignes confirmers of thy words ? 
Then fpeake againe, not all thy (onner tale. 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

Sal. As true as I beleeue you thinke them fiiUe, 
That giue you caufe to prone my (aying true. 

Cm. Oh if thou teach me to beleeue this (brrow. 
Teach thou this forrow, how to make me dye. 
And let beleefe, and life encounter (oj 
As doth the furie of two defperate men. 
Which in the very meeting fall, and dye. 
Lemts marry Blamncb^ O boy, then where art thou ? 
France friend with EmgUndy what becomes of me/ 
Fellow be gone : I cannot brooke thy fight. 
This newes hath made thee a moft vgly man. 

Sal. What other harme heue I good Lady done, 
But fpoke the harme, that b by others done ? 

Con. Which harme within it felfe (b heynoos is, 
As it makes harmefuU all that fpeake of it. 

^. I do befeech you Madam be content. 

^011. If thou that bidft me be content, wert grim 
Vgly, and (landrous to thy Mothen wombe. 
Full of vnpleafing blots, and fightleffe (bines, 
Lame, fbolifh, crooked, fwart, prodigious, 
PatchM with fbule Moles, and eye-offending markes, 
I would not care, I then would be content. 
For then I (hould not loue thee ; no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deferae a Crowne. 
But thou art fiiire, and at thy birth (deere boy) 
Nature and Fortune ioyn*d to make thee great 
Of Natures guifts, thou mayft with Lillies boaft. 
And with the halfis-blowne Rofe. But Fortune, oh. 
She is corrupted, chang*d, and wonne fi*om thee, 
Sh*adulterates hourely with thine Vnckle lobn^ 
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread downe faire refped of Soueraigntie, 
And made his Maieftie the bawd to theirs. 
France is a Bawd to Fortune, and king lobny 
That ftrumpet Fortune, that vfurping lobn : 
Tell me thou fisUow, is not France forfwome ? 
Euvenom him with words, or get thee gone. 
And leaue thofe woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to vnder-beare. 

Sal. Pardon me Madam, 
I may not goe without you to the kings. 

Con. Thou maift, thou (halt, I will not go imth thee, 
I will in(faiid my forrowes to bee proud. 
For greefe is proud, and makes his owner (hx>pe. 
To me and to the (bte of my great greefe. 
Let kings aftemble : for my greefe's fo great. 
That no fupporter but the huge firme earth 
Can hold it vp : here I and forrowes fit, 
Heere is my Throne, bid kings come bow to it 
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^us TertiuSjScana prima. 

ng lobn^ France^ dolphin ^ Blanch fSIianor^PbUif, 
§f Conftance. 

'Tis true (faire daughter) and this blefled day, 
France (hall be kept feftiuall : 
inize this day the glorious funne 

his courfe, and playes the Alchymift, 

with fplendor of his precious eye 

ger cloddy earth to glittering gold : 

ely courfe that brings this day about, 

ler fee it, but a holy day. 

A wicked day, and not a holy day. 

th this day deferu'd ? what hath it done, 

n golden letters (hould be fet 

be high tides in the Kalender i 

htr tume this day out of the weeke, 

of (hame, oppreflion, penury, 
nuft (land ftill, let wiues with childe 
t their burthens may not fall this day, 

their hopes prodigioufly be croft : 
this day ) let Sea-men feare no wracke, 
lines breake that are not this day made ; 

all things begun, come to ill end, 
h it felfe to hollow falfliood change. 
3y heauen Lady, you ihall haue no caufe 

the faire proceedings of this day : 

ot pawn*d to you my Maiefty ? 

You haue beguiPd me with a counterfeit 

ing Maiefty, which being touch'd and tride, 

aluelefle :you are ibrfwome, forfworne , 

le in Armes to fpill mine enemies bloud, 

in Armes, you ftrengthen it with youn. 
)ling vigor, and rough frowne of Warre 
1 amitie, and painted peace, 

oppreifion hath made vp this league : 
rme, you heauens, againft thefe periur*d Kings, 
w cries, be husband to me (heauens) 
:he bowresof this vngoJly day 
at the dales in Peace ; but ere Sun-fet, 
d difcord *twixt thefe periur*d Kings, 
e, Ob, heare me. 
Lady Conjiance^ peace. 

War, war, no peace, peace is to me a warre : 
esy O Auftria^ thou doft ftiame 
3udy fpoyle : thou flaue, thou wretch, y coward, 
tie valiant, great in villanie, 
er ftrong vpon the ftronger fide ; 
•rtunes Champion, that do*ft neuer fight 
n her humourous Ladifhip is by 
I thee fafety : thou art periur*d too, 
ih^ftyp greatnefle. What a foole art thou, 
ng foole, to brag, and ftamp,and fweare, 
^ partie : thou cold blooded flaue, 
u not fpoke like thunder on my fide ? 
rorne my Souldier, bidding me depend 
y ftarres, thy fortune, and thy ftrength, 
: thou now fall ouer to my foes ? 
rare a Lyons hide, doff it for (hame, 
ig a Calues skin on thofe recreant limbes. 
3 that a man (hould fpeake thofe words to me. 
\nd hang a Calues-skin on thofe recreant limbs 
rhoQ dar*ft not fay fo villaine for thy life. 



PbiLAnd hang a Calues-skin on tho(e recreant limb** 

Jobn.We like not this, thou doft forget thy fclic. 
Enter Pandulpb. 

Fra, Heere comes the holy Legat of the Pope. 

Fan, Haile you annointed deputies of heauen; 
To thee King lobn my holy errand is : 
I fandulpb, of ftire Millane Cardinall , 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate heere. 
Doe in hb name religioufly demand 
Why thou againft the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wilfully doft fpurne ; and force perforce 
Keepe Stephen Langton chofen Ar(hbi(hop 
Of Canterbury from that holy Sea : 
This in our forefaid holy Fathers name 
Pope Innocent, I doe demand of thee. 

lobn. What earthie name to interrogatories 
Can taft the free breath of a facred King ? 
Thou canft not (Cardinall) deuife a name 
So flight, vnworthy,and ridiculous 
To charge me to an anfwere, as the Pope : 
Tell him this tale, and firom the mouth of EnglanJ, 
Adde thus much more, that no Italian Prieft 
Shall tythe or toll in our dominions : 
But as we, vnder heauen, are fupreame head. 
So ynder him that great fupremacy 
Where we doe reigne, we will alone vphold 
Without th'afliftance of a moruU hand : 
So tell the Pope, all reuerence fet apart 
To him and his vfurp'd authoritie. 

Fra» Brother of England^ you blafpheme in this. 

lobn. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriftendom 
Are led fo groffclv by this medling Prieft, 
Dreading the cur(e that money may buy out. 
And by the merit of vilde gold, dro(re, duft, 
Purchafe corrupted pardon of a man. 
Who in that fale fels pardon from himfelfe : 
Though you, and al the reft fo gro(rely led , 
This iugling witchcraft with reuennuecheri(h. 
Yet I alone, alone doe me oppofe 
Againft the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 

Pand. Then by the hiwfiill power that I haue. 
Thou (halt ftand curft,and excommunicate. 
And bleflfed (hall he be that doth reuolt 
From his AUegeance to an heretique, 
And meritorious (hall that hand be call'd, 
Canonized and wor(hip*d as a Saint, 
That ukes away by any fecret courfe 
Thy hatefiill life. 

Con. O lawfiiU let it be 
That I haue roome with Rome to curfe a while, 
Good Father Cardinall, cry thou Amen 
To my keene curfesj for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curfe him right. 

Pan. There's Law and Warrant (Lady) for my curfe. 

Conf. And for mine too, when Law can do no right. 
Let it be lawful!, that Law barre no wrong: 
Law cannot giue my childe his kingdome heere ; 
For he that holds his Kingdome, holds the Law: 
Therefore fince Law it felfe is perfeft wrong. 
How can the Law forbid my tongue to curfe i 

Pand. Philip of France, on perill of a curfe , 
Let goe the hand of that Arch-hererique , 
And raife the power of France vpon his head, 
Vnle(re he doe fubmit himfelfe to Rome, 

£/ea.Look*ft thou pale France^do not let go thy hand. 

Con. Looke to that Deuill, left that France repent. 

And 
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And by difjoyning hands hell lofe a foule. 

Auft. King Pbil'tp^ liften to the Cardinall. 

Bafi, And hang a Caluei-skin on his recreant limbs. 

Auft. Well ruffian, I muft pocket vp thefe wrongs, 
Becaufe, 

^aft. Your breeches beft may carry them. 

John, Pbirtpf whzt faift thou to the Cardinall f 

Con. What (hould he fay, but as the Cardinall ? 

Dolpb. Bethinke you ^ther, for the difference 
Is purchafe of a heauy curfe from Rome , 
Or the light lofle of SnglandffoT a friend t 
Forgoe the eaficr. 

Bla. That s the curfe of Rome, 

Con. O Ler^u, (land fift, the deuill tempts thee heere 
In likenefle of a new vntrimmed Bride. 

^la. The Lady Con/tanee fpeaket not firom her faith , 
But from her need. 

Can. Oh, if thou grant ray need, 
Which onely Hues but by the death of faith, 
l^hat need, muft needs inferre this principle. 
That faith would liue againe by death of need : 
O then tread downe my need, and faith mounts yp, 
Kcepe my need vp,and faith is trodden downe. 

lobn. The king is moud, and anfwers not to this. 

Con. O be remouM from him, and anfwere well. 

jiufl. Doe fo king fbi/ip^ hang no more in doubt. 

Baft.Hzng nothing but a Calues skin moft fweet lout. 

Fra. I am perplext,and know not what to fay. 

Pan. What canft thou fay, but wil perplex thee more? 
If thou (bnd excommunicate, and curft? 

Fra. Good reuerend father, make my perfon yours. 
And tell me how you would beftow yourfelfef 
Thisroyall hand and mine are newly knit, 
And the coniun^on of our inward foules 
Married in league, coupled, and linked together 
With jdl religous Arength of facred vowes , 
The lateft breath that gaue the found of words 
Was deepe-fworne ftith, peace, amity, true loue 
Betweene our kingdomes and our royall felues, 
And euen before this truce, but new before. 
No longer then we well could wafh our hands , 
To clap this royall bargaine vp of peace, 
Heauen knowes they were befmear*d and ouer-ftaind 
With flaughters pencill ; where reuenge did paint 
The fearefiiU difference of incenfed kings : 
And (hall thefe hands fo lately purged ofbloud f 
So newly ioyn*d in loue ? fo ilrong in both, 
Vnyoke this feyfure, and this kinde regreete ? 
Play faft and loofe with faith ? fo ieft with heauen. 
Make fuch vnconftant children of onr felues 
As now againe to fnatch our palme from palme : 
Vn-fweare futh fworne, and on the marriage bed 
Of fmiling peace to march a bloody hoaft, 
And make a ryot on the gentle brow 
Of true fincerity ? O holy Sir 
My reuerend father, let it not be fo ; 
Out of your grace, deuife, ordaine, impofe 
Some gentle order, and then we fhall be bleft 
To doe your pleafure, and continue friends. 

Pan J. All forme is fbrmeleffe. Order orderleffb, 
Saue what is oppofite to Englands loue. 
Therefore to Armes, be Champion of our Church, 
Or let the Church our mother breathe her curfe, 
A mothers curfe, on her reuolting fonne : 
France^ thou maift hold a ferpent by the tongue, 
A cafed Lion by the mortal 1 paw. 



A fafting Tyger fafer by the tooth , 

Then keepe in peace that hand which thou doft hold. 

Fra . I may dif-ioyne my hand, but not my faith. 

Pond. So mak*ft thou faith an enemy to faith, 
And like a ciuill warre fetft oath to oath , 
Thy tongue againft thy tongue. O let thy vow 
Firft made to heauen, firft be to heauen performed, 
That is, to be the Champion of our Church, 
What fince thou fworft, is fworne againft thy felfe. 
And may not be performed by thy felfe. 
For that which thou haft fworne to doe amifle. 
Is not amiffe when it is truely done : 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 
The truth is then moft done not doing it: 
The better A6t of purpofes miftooke , 
Is to miftake again, though indire^. 
Yet indirection thereby growes direct. 
And fal(hood, falfliood cures, as fire cooles fire 
Within the fcorched yeines of one new burn*d: 
It is religion that doth make vowes kept. 
But thou haft fworne againft religion: 
By what thou fwear*ft againft the thing thou fwear*ft. 
And mak*ft an oath the furetie for thy truth , 
Againft an oath the truth, thou art vnfure 
To fweare, fweares onely not to be forfworne, 
Elfe what a mockerie fhould it be to fweare ? 
But thou doft fweare, onely to be forfworne. 
And moft forfworne, to keepe what thou doft fweare, 
Therefore thy later vowes, againft thy firft. 
Is in thy felfe rebellion to thy felfe : 
And better conqueft neuer canft thou make , 
Then arme thy conftant and thy nobler parts 
Againft thefe giddy loofe fuggeilions: 
Vpon which better part, our prayrs come in , 
If thou vouchfafe them. But if not, then know 
The perill of our curfes light on thee 
So heauy, as thou (halt not fhake them off 
But in defpaire, dye vnder their blacke weight. 

Auft. Rebel lion, flat rebellion. 

Baft. Wirt not be? 
Will not a Calues-skin ftop that mouth of thine ? 

Daul. Father, to Armes. 

Blaneb. Vpon thy wedding day f 
Againft the blood that thou haft married ? 
What,fhall our feaft be kept with flaughtered men? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlifh drums 
Clamon of hell, be meafures to our pomp ? 

husband heare me : aye, alacke, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ? euen for that name 
Which till this time my tongue did nere pronounce; 
Vpon my knee I beg, goe not to Armes 

Againft mine Vncle. 

Conft. O, vpon my knee made hard with kneeling, 

1 doe pray to thee, thou vertuous Davipbin, 
Alter not the doome fore-thought by heauen. 

^lan. Now (hall I fee thy loue, what modue may 
Be fht>nger with thee, then the name of wife ^ 

Con, That which vpholdeth him, that thee vpholds. 
His Honor, Oh thine Hondr, Levis thine Honor. 

Dolpb. I mufeyour Maiefty doth feeme fo cold. 
When fuch profound refpe^ doe pull you on ^ 

Pand. I will denounce a curfe vpon his head. 

Fra. Thou (halt not need. Englandyl will fall fnJ thet 

Conft, O faire returne of bani(h*d Maieftie. 

Siea. O fbule reuolt of French inconfbncy. 

Eng . France, y (halt rue this houre within this hoore 

"Bo/ 
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&j9.01d Tune the clocke fetter, y bald fexton Time: 
Ii it as he will? well then, Fraffcr ihall rue. 

9At. The Sun*8 orecaft with bloud : faire day adieu, 
Which is the fide that I muft goe wichall ? 
I am with both, each Army hath a hand. 
And in their rage, I hauing hold of both, 
Tbey wburle a-funder,and dilhiember mee. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou maift winne : 
Vnde, I needs muft pray that thou maift lofe : 
Father, I may not wi(h the fortune thine : 
Grandam, I will not wiih thy wiihes thriue : 
Who-euer wins,on that fide (hall I lo(e : 
AiTured loflfe, before the match be plaid. 

Ddfb. Lady,with me^with roe thy fortune lies* 

Bla, There where my fortune liues,there my life dies. 

Ithn, Coftn^ goe draw our puifance together, 
Tmciyl am burn*d vp with inflaming wrath, 
A rage, whofe heat hath this condition j 
That nothing can allay,nothing but blood. 
The blood and deereft valued bloud of Franct, 

Fra. Thy rage ihall burne thee vp»& thou flult turne 
To aihes, ere our blood ihall quench that fire : 
Looke to thy felfi:,thou art in ieopardie. 

Ia^.No more then he that threats. To Arms le'ts hie. 

Exeunt. 



Sccena Secunda. 

Allarums ySxeurJhnx : Enter Baftard with jtuftr'ta^i 
head, 

'Bdft. Now by my liii!,this day grows wondrous hot. 
Some ayery DeuiU houers in the skie. 
And pour's downe mifchiefe../^rMi head lye there, 

Enter lobnydrtbw^Huhert, 
While Philip breathes. 

hhn. Hubert f keepe this boy : Philip make vp, 
My Mother is aflfayled in our Tent, 
And tane I feare. 

'Bafi. My Lord I refcued her, 
Her Highnefle is in fafiety, feare you not : 
But on my Liege, for very little paines 
Will bring this labor to an happy end. Exit, 

Aknmt^ excurjhnty Retreat, Enter John^Eleanor^ Arthur 
Baftard, Hubert^ Lords. 

lehn. So ihall it be : your Grace ihall iby behinde 
So fbongly guarded : Cofen,looke not fad, 
ThyGrandame loues thee, and thy Vnkle will 
As deere be to thee, as thy father was. 

jlrtb. O this will make my mother die with griefi:. 

I^. Cofen away for England, hafte before. 
And ere our comming fee thou ihake the bags 
Of hoording Abbots, imprifoned angells 
Set at libercie : the fat ribs of peace 
Muft by the hungry now be fed vpon : 
Vfe our Commiffion in his vtmoft force. 

'Baft. Bell, Booke,& Candle, ihall not driue me back, 
When gold and filuer becks me to come on. 
I leaue your highneife : Grandame, I will pray 
(If euer I remember to be holy ) 
For your feire fafety : fo I kiflfe your hand. 

Ble. Farewell gentle Cofen. 



US 



John. Coz, farewell. 

Sle. Come hether little kinfman,harke,a worde. 

lohn.Comt hether Hubert. O my gentle Hubert^ 
We owe thee much : within this wall of fleih 
There is a foule counts thee her Creditor, 
And with aduantage meanes to pay thy loue : 
And my good friend, thy voluntary oath ^ 
Liues in this bofome, deerely cheriihed. 
Giue me thy hand, I had a thing to fay, 
But I will fit it with fome better tune. 
By heauen Hubert, I am almoft aihamM 
To fay what good rtCpe€t I haue of thee. 

Hub. I am much bounden to your Maiefty. 

John. Good friendythou haft no caufe to fay fo yet, 
But thou ihalt haue: and creepe time nere fo flow, 
Yet it fliall come, for me to doe thee good. 
I had a thing to fay, but let it goe : 
The Sunne is in the heauen, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleafures of the world. 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawdes 
To giue me audience : If the mid-night bell 
Did with his yron tongue,and brazen mouth 
Sound on into the drowzie race of night : 
If this fame were a Church-yard where we ibnd , 
And thou poiTeflfed with a thoufand wrongs : 
Or if that furly fpirit melancholy 
Had bak*d thy bloud,and made it heauy,thicke, 
Which elfe runnes tickling vp and downe the veines, 
Making that idiot laughter keepe mens eyes , 
And ftraine their cheekes to idle merriment, 
A paiiion hatefull to my purpofes : 
Or if that thou couldft iee me without eyes, 
Heare me without thine eares, and make reply 
Without a tongue, vfing conceit alone , 
Without eyes, eares, and harmefull found of words : 
Then, in defpight of brooded watchfull day, 
I would into thy bofome poure my thoughts : 
But (ah) 1 will not, yet I loue thee well , 
And by my troth I thinke thou lou'ft me well. 

Hub. So well, that what you bid me vndertake. 
Though that my death were adiund to my Ad, 
By heauen I would doe it. 

John. Doe not I know thou would ft? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : lie tell thee what my friend. 
He is a very ferpent in my way. 
And wherefoere this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lies before me : doft thou vnderifauid me ^ 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hub, And He keepe him fo, 
That he fliall not ofknd your Maiefty. 

John. Death. 

Hub. My Lord. 

John. A Graue. 

Hub. He fliall not Hue. 

John. Enough. 
I could be merry now, Hubert, I loue thee. 
Well, He not fay what I intend for thee : 
Remember : Madam, Fare you well. 
He fend thofe powers o>e to your Maiefty. 

Ele. My blefling goe with thee. 

John. For England Cofen, goe. 
Hubert fliall be your man, attend on you 
Withal true duetie : On toward Cairtce,hoi. 

Exeunt. 

Scena 
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Sccena Tertia. 



Enter France^ Dolphin^ Pandulfbe, Attendants. 

Fra. So by a roaring Tempcft on the flood, 
A whole Armado oFconuided faile 
Is fcattercd and dif-ioynM from fellowfliip. 

Pand, Courage and comfort,all (hall yet goe well. 

Fra. What can goe well,when we haue runne fo ill ? 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Anglers loft ? 
Arthur tane prifoner? diuers deere friends flaine? 
And bloudy England into England gone, 
Ore- bearing interruption fpight of France} 

fDol. What he hath won, that hath he fortified : 
So hot a fpeed, with fuch aduice difpos'd, 
Such temperate order in fo fierce a caufe. 
Doth want example : who hath read,or heard 
Of any kindred-adlion like to this ? 

Fra, Well could I beare that Englandhzd thb praife, 
So we could finde fome patterne of our fhame : 

Enter Qonftance. 
Looke who comes heere ? a graue vnto a foule. 
Holding th*eternall fpirit againft her will , 
In the vilde prifon of afHidled breath : 
I prethee Lady goe away with me. 

Con, Lo; now: now fee the iflue of your peace. 

Fra, Patience good Lady,comfort gentle Conftance. 

Con, No, I defie aU Counfell, all redrefife. 
But that which ends all counfell, true Redrefife : 
Death, death, O amiable, louely death , 
Thou odoriferous ftench ; found rottenncflc, 
Arife forth from the couch of lafting night , 
Thou hate and terror to profperitie, 
And I will kifife thy deteftable bones , 
And put my eye-balls in thy vaultic browes, 
And ring thefe fingen with thy houfljold wormcs , 
And ftop this gap of breath with fulfome duft , 
And be a Carrion Monfter like thy felfe j 
Come, grin on me, and I will thinke thou fmifft, 
And buffe thee as thy wife : Miferies Loue, 
O come to me. 

Fra. O fiiire afHidtion, peace. 

Con, No, no, I will not, hauing breath to cry s 

that my tongue were in the thunders mouth , 
Then with a paffion would I (hake the world , 
And rowze from fleepe that fell Anatomy 
Which cannot heare a Ladirs feeble voyce. 
Which fcornes a moderne Inuocation. 

Band. Lady, you vtter madne(re,and not forrow. 
Con, Thou art holy to belye me fo, 

1 am not mad : this haire I teare is mine , 
My name is Conftance^ I was Geffreyes wife, 
Yong ^Arthur is my fonne, and he is loft : 

I am not mad, I would to heauen I were. 

For then *ris like I fhould forget my felfis : 

O, if I could, whatgriefe fhould I forget.^ 

Preach fome Philofophy to make me mad. 

And thou (halt be CanonizM (Cardinal 1.) 

For, being not mad, but fenfible of greefe, • 

My reafonable part produces reafon 

How I may be deliuer'd of thefe woes. 

And teaches mec to kill or hang my felfe : 

If I were mad, I fhould forget my fonne, 



Or madly thinke a babe of clowts were he; 
I am not mad : too well, too well I feele 
The different plague of each calamitie. 

Fra. Binde vp thofe trefiTes : O what loue I note 
In the faire multitude of thofe her haires \ 
Where but by chance a filuer drop hath falne, 
Euen to that drop ten thoufand wiery fiends 
Doe glew themfelues in fociable griefe, 
Like true, infeparable, faithixiU loues, 
Sticking together in calamitie. 

Con, To Englandy if you will . 

Fra. Binde vp your haires. 

Con. Yes that I will : and wherefore will I do it f 
I tore them from their bonds, and cride aloud , 
O, that thefe hands could fo redeeme my fonne, 
As they haue giuen thefe hayres their liberde : 
But now I enuie at their libertie , 
And will againe commit them to their bonds, 
Becaufe my poore childe is a prifoner. 
And Father Cardinall, I haue heard you fay 
That we ihall fee and know our friends in heauen : 
if that be true, I ihall fee my boy againe ; 
For fince the birth of Catne^ the firft male-childe 
To him that did but yefterday fufpire , 
There was not fuch a gracious creature borne : 
But now ynW Canker-forrow eat my bud , 
And chafe the nariue beauty from his cheeke. 
And he will looke as hollow as a Ghoft , 
As dim and meager as an Agues fitte. 
And fo hee^ll dye : and rifing fo againe, 
When I (hall meet him in the Court of heauen 
I {hall not know him ; therefore neuer, neuer 
Muft I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pond, You hold too heynous a refpeft of greefe. 

Confi. He talkes to me, that neuer had a fonne. 

Fra. You are as fond of greefe, as of your childe. 

Con. Greefe fils the roome vp of my abfent childe : 
Lies in his bed,walkes vp and downe with me, 
Put ton his pretty lookes, repeats his words, 
Rerrembets me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuffes out his vacant garments with his forme ; 
Then, haue I reafon to be fond of griefe/ 
Fareyouwell : had you fuch a lofife as I , 
I could giue better comfort then you doe. 
I will not keepe this forme vpon my head , 
When there is fuch difordcr in my witte : 
O Lord, my boy, my Arthur ^ my ftire fonne, 
My life, my ioy, my food, my all the world : 
My widow.comfort,andmy forrowes cure. Exit. 

Fra. I feare fome out-rage, and He follow her. Exit, 

Dol. There's nothing in this world can make me ioy, 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale , 
Vexing the dull eare of a drowfie man ; 
And bitter fiiame hath fpoyPd the fweet words tafte, 
That it yeelds nought but fhame and bitternefle. 

Pand, Before the curing of a ftrong difeafe , 
Euen in the inftant of repaire and health, 
The fit is ftrongeft : Euils that take leaue 
On their departure,moft of all (hew euill: 
What haue you loft by lofing of this day? 

Dol, All daies of glory, ioy, and happineiTe. 

Pan. If you had won it, certainely you had. 
No, no : when Fortune meanes to men moft good, 
Shee lookes vpon them with a threatning eye: 
*Tit ftrange to thinke how much King John hath loft 
In this which he accounts fo clearely wonne : 

_-^ 
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>t you grieu'd that Arthur is hit prifoner i 

As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 
. Your minde u all as youthfull as your blood. 
leare me fpealce with a propheticlce fpirit : 
en the breath of what 1 meane to fpealce, 
•low each duft, each draw, each little rub 
'the path which ihall diredly lead 
K>te to Englands Throne. And therefore marke : 
ath feizM Anbury and it cannot be, 
irhiles warmelife playes in that infants veines, 
lif-placM-Zo^ir ihould entertaine an houre, 
linute, nay one quiet breath of reft. 
>ter fnatchM with an vnruly hand, 
>e as boyfteroudy maintained as gain'd. 
e that ftands vpon a flipp^ry place, 
i nice of no vilde hold to ftay him vp: 
^obtt may ftand, then Arthur needs muft fall, 
it, for it cannot be but fo. 

But what ihall I gaine by yong Arthurs fall ? 
. You,in the right of Lady blanch your wife, 
len make all the claime that Arthur did. 

And loofe it, life and zW^m Arthur did. 
. How green you are, and freHi in this old world? 
yes you plots : the times confpire with you, 

that fteepes his fafetie in true blood, 
inde but bloodie fafety, and vntrue. 
i6t fo euilly borne fliall coole the hearts 
his people, and freeze vp their zeale, 
tone fo fmall aduantage (hall ftep forth 
:cke bis reigne, but they will cherifh it. 
turall exhalation in the skie, 
•pe of Nature, no diftemperM day, 
nroon winde, no cuftomed euent, 
ey will plucke away his naturall caufe, 
all them Meteors, prodigies, and fignes, 
dues, prefages, and tongues of heauen, 
f denouncing vengeance vpon hbn. 

May be he will not touch yong Arthurs life, 
>ld himfelfe fafe in his prifonment. 
. O Sir, when he fhali heare of your approach, 

yong Arthur be not gone alreadie. 
It that newes he dies : and then the hearts 
his people (hall reuolt from him, 
ifTe the lippes o( vnacquainted change, 
icke ftrong matter of reuolt, and wrath 
' the bloody fingers ends of lobn. 
inkes I fee this hurley all on foot ; 
►, what better matter breeds for you, 
( haue nam'd. The Baftard Falconbridgt 

in England ranfacking the Church, 
ing Charity : If but a dozen French 
there in Armes, they would be as a Call 
ine ten thoufand Englifh to their fide ; 
a little fnow, tumbled about, 
becomes a Mountaine. O noble Dolphine, 
th me to the King, 'tis wonderfiill, 
may be Mrrought out of their difcontent, 
hat their foules are topfull of offence, 
igland go ; I will whet on the King. 
\ Strong reafons makes ftrange a£^ions:let vs go, 
(ay I, the King will not fay no. Exennt, 
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Enter Hubert and Executioners. 

Hub. Heate me thefe Irons hot, and looke thou ftand 
Within the Arras : when I ftrike my foot 
Vpon the bofome of the ground, rufh forth 
And binde the boy, which you (hall finde with me 
Faft to the chaire : be heedful! : hence, and watch. 

Sxec. I hope your warrant will beare out the deed. 

Hub. Vndeanly fcruples feare not you : looke too*t. 
Yong Lad come forth ; I haue to fay with you. 
Enter Arthur, 

Ar. Good morrow Hubert. 

Hub. Good morrow, little Prince. 

Ar. As little Prince, hauing fo great a Title 
To be more Prince, as may be : you are (ad. 

Hub. Indeed I haue beene merrier. 

Art. *Mercie on me : 
Me thinkes no body fhould be fad but I : 
Yet I remember, when I was in France, 
Yong Gentlemen would be as fad as night 
Onely for wantonnefle : by my Chriftendome, 
So I were out of prifon,and kept Sheepe 
I fhould be as merry as the day is long : 
And fo I would be heere, but that I doubt 
My Vnckle pradifes more harme to me : 
He is affraid of me, and I of him : 
Is it my fault, that I was Geffreyes fonne ? 
No in deede is't not : and I would to heauen 
I were your fonne, fo you would loue me, Hubert: 

Hub. If I talke to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercie, which lies dead: 
Therefore 1 will be fodaine, and difpatch. 

Ar. Are you ficke Hubert? you looke pale to day, 
Infooth I would you were a little ficke. 
That I might fit all nigbt,and watch with you. 
I warrant 1 loue you more then you do me. 

Hub. His words do take pofTeftion of my bofome. 
Reade heere yong Arthnr, How now fooliih rheume ? 
Turning difpitious torture out of doore ? 
I muft be breefe, leaft refolution drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanifh teares. 
Can you not reade it ? Is it not faire writ ? 

Ar. Too ftirely Hubert^ for fo foule efFe^, 
Muft you with hot Irons, burne out both mine eyes ? 

Hub. Yong Boy, I muft. 

Art. And will you ? 

Hub. And I will. 

Art. Haue you the heart? When your head did but 
ake, 
I knit my hand-kercher about your browes 
(The bed I had, a Princeffe wrought it me^ 
And I did neuer aske it you againe : 
And with my hand, at midnight held your head j 
And like the watchfiiU minutes, to the houre. 
Still and anon cheered vp the heauy time ; 
Saying, what lacke you? and where lies your greefe? 
Or what good loue may I performe for you f 
Many a poore mans fonne would haue lyen ftill, 
And nere haue fpoke a louing word to you: 
But you, at your ficke feruice had a Prince : 
Nay, you may thinke my loue was craftie loue. 
And call it cunning. Do, and if you will, 
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If heauen be pleasM that you muft vfe me ill, 
Why then you muft. Will you put out mine eyei ? 
Thefe eyes, that neuer did, nor neuer ihall 
So much as frowne on you. 

Hub. I haue fworne to do it : 
And with hot Irons muft I burne them out. 

jlr. Ah, none but in this Iron Age, would do it: 
The Iron of it felfe, though heate red hot. 
Approaching neere thefe eyes, would drinke my teares. 
And quench this fierie indignation, 
Euen in the matter of mine innocence : 
Nay, after that, confume away in ruft. 
But for containing fire to harme mine eye : 
Are you more ftubborne hard, then hammer*d Iron ? 
And if an Angell fliould haue come to me. 
And told me Hubert fhould put out mine eyes, 
I would not haue be]eeu*d him : no tongue but Huberts, 

Hub, Come forth : Do as I bid you do. 

Art. O (aue me Hubert jCzuc me : my eyes are out 
Euen with the fierce 1 ookes of thefe bloody men. 

Hub. Giue me the Iron I fay, and binde him heere. 

jirt, Alas, what neede you be fo boiftrous rough? 
I will not ftruggle, I will ftand ftone ftill : 
For heauen fake Hubert let me not be bound : 
Nay heare me i/ic^rf ,driue thefe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet as a Lambe. 
I will not fHrre, nor winch, nor fpeake a word. 
Nor looke vpon the Iron angerly : 
Thruft but thefe men away, and He forgiue you, 
What euer torment you do put me too. 

Hub. Go fbnd within : let me alone with him. 

Exec, I am beft pleas*d to be from fuch a deede* 

j^t. Alas, I then haue chid away my friend. 
He hath a f^rne looke, but a gentle heart: 
Let him come backe, that his compafiion may 
Giue life to yourt . 

Hub, Come (Boy) prepare your felfe. 

j^. U there no remedie i 

Hub, None, but to lofe your eyes. 

Art. O heauen: that there were but a moth in youn, 
A graine, a duft,a gnat, a vrandering haire. 
Any annoyance in that precious fenfe ; 
Then feeling what fmall things are boyfterous there, 
Your Tilde intent muft needs feeme horrible. 

Hub. U this your promife ? Go too, hold your toong. 

jlrt. Hubert, the vtterance of a brace of tongues, 
Muft needes want pleading for a paire of eyes : 
Let me not hold my tongue : let me not Hubert, 
Or Hubert, if you will cut out my tongue. 
So I may keepc mine eyes. O fpare mine eyes. 
Though to no vfe, but flill to looke on you. 
Loe, by my troth, the Inftrument is cold. 
And would not harme me. 

Hub. I can heate it. Boy. 

Art. No, in good footh : the fire is dead with griefe. 
Being create for comfort, to be vs*d 
In vndeferued extreames : See elfe your felfe, 
'There is no malice in this burning cole, 
The breath of heauen, hath blowne his fpirit out. 
And ftrew*d repentant afhes on his head. 

Hub. But with my breath I can reuiue it Boy. 

Art. And if you do, you will but make it blufh. 
And glow with fhame of your proceedings, Hubert: 
Nay, it perchance will fparkle in your eyes: 
And, like a dogge that is compelled to fight. 
Snatch at his Maffor that doth tarre him on. 



All things that you ihould vfe to do me wrong 
Deny their office : onely you do lacke 
That mercie, which fierce fire, and Iron extends. 
Creatures of note for mercy, lacking vfes. 

Hub. Well, fee to Ihie : I will not touch thine eye. 
For all the Treafure that thine Vnckle owes, 
Yet am I fworne, and I did purpofe. Boy, 
With this fame very Iron, to burne them out. 

Art, O now you looke like Hubert . All thb while 
You were difguis*d. 

Hub. Peace : no more. Adieu, 
Your Vnckle muft not know but you are dead. 
He fill thefe dogged Spies with falfe reports : 
And, pretty childe, fleepe doubtlefTe, and fecure. 
That Hubert for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not oflfend thee. 

Art. O heauen \ I thanke you Hubert. 

Hub. Silence, no more ; go clofely in with mee. 
Much danger do I vodergo for thee. Exant 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter John, PembroJ^, Salitbwj, and other LorJa, 

John, Heere once againe we fit : once againft crown'd 
And look*d vpon, I hope, with chearefiill eyes. 

Pettt.Thia once again (but that your Highnes pleasM) 
Was once fuperfioous : you were Crowned before. 
And that high Royalty was nere pluck*d oflf.* 
The faiths of men, nere ilained with reuolt : 
Fre(h expedadon troubled not the Land 
With any long*d-for-change, or better State. 

Sai. Therefore, to be pofTefs'd with double pompe, 
To guard a Title, that was rich before ; 
To glide refined Gold, to paint the Lilly ; 
To throw a perfume on the Violet, 
To fmooth the yce, or adde another hew 
Vnto the Raine-bow; or with Taper-light 
To feeke the beauteous eye of heauen to gamifh, 
Is waftefull,and ridiculous excefTe. 

Pern. But that your Royall pleafure muft be done, 
Thisadte, is as an ancient tale new told, 
And, in the laft repeating, troublefome. 
Being vrged at a time vnfeafonable. 

Sai. In this the Anticke, and well noted face 
Of plaine old forme, is much disfigured. 
And like a'^fhifted winde vnto a (aile. 
It makes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about. 
Startles, and frights confideration : 
Makes found opinion ficke, and truth fufpeded. 
For putting on fo new a fafhion*d robe. 

Pern. When Workemen (biue to do better then wd, 
They do confound their skill in couetouinefTe, 
And oftentimes excufing of a fault. 
Doth make the fault the worfe by th*excufe : 
As patches fet vpon a little breach, 
Difcredite more in hiding of the fault. 
Then did the fiiult before it was fo patch'd. 

Sal. To this efiedt, before you were new crown*d 
We breath*d our Councell : but it pleas*d your Highnes 
To ouer-beare it, and we are all well pleasM, 
Since all, and euery part of what we would 
Doth make a ftand, at what your Highnefife vnH, 
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Some reafons of this double Corronation 
poiTeft you with, and thin Ice them flrong. 
ore, more ftrong, then lefTer is my feare 
ndue you with : Meane dme, but aske 
'ou would haue reform *d. that is not well, 
ell fhall you perceiue, how willingly 
oth heare, and grant you your rcquefts. 

Then I, as one that am the tongue of thefe 
id the purpoles of all their hearts, 
>r my felfe, and them : but chiefe of all 
ifety : for the which, my felfe and them 
leir beft ftudies, heartily requeft 
anchifement of •Arthur^ whofe reftraint 
loue the murmuring lips of difcontent 
ike into this dangerous argument. 
: in reft you haue, in right you hold, 
len your feares, which (as they fay) attend 
ppet of wrong, fliould moue you to mew vp 
mder kinfman, and to choake his dayes 
arbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
;h aduantage of good exercife, 
le times enemies may not haue this 
X occafions : let it be our fuite, 
ou haue bid vs aske his libertie, 
for our goodsy we do no further aske, 
whereupon our weale on you depending, 
it your weale : he haue his liberty. 

Enter Ht$bert. 
, Let it be fo : I do commit his youth 
r dire^on : Hubert^ what newes with you ? 

This is the man {hould do the bloody deed : 
w*d his warrant to a friend of mine, 
lage of a wicked heynous fault 
n his eye : that clofe afpedi of his, 
w the mood of a much troubled breft, 
do fearefully belceue *tis done, 
Are fo fezx^A he had a charge to do . 
The colour of the King doth come, and go 
ne his purpofe and his confcience, 
[eralds *twizt two dreadfiill battailes fet : 
slon is fo ripe, it needs muft breake. 
. And when it breakes, 1 feare will iflue thence 
ule corruption of a fweet childes death. 
. We cannot hold morulities ftrong hand, 
^rds, although my will to giue, is liuing, 
ire which you demand is gone, and dead, 
i YS Arthur is deceasM to night. 
Indeed we fear*d his ficknefle was paft cure. 
. Indeed we heard how neere his death he was, 
the childe himfelfe felt he was (icke : 
iuft be anfwer'd either heere, or hence. 
Why do you bend fuch folemne browes on me? 
e you I beare the Sheeres of deftiny ? 
commandemcnt on the pulfe of life ? 
It is apparant foule-play, and*tJs ihame 
}reatnefl*e fliould fo groflely offer it; 
ue it in your game, and fo hrewcW. 
f. Stay yet (Lord Salisbury) He go with thee, 
nde th*inheritance of this poore childe, 
:\t kingdome of a forced graue. 
Jood which ow*d the bredth of all this He, 
foot of it doth hold; bad world the while : 
luft nbt be thus borne, this will breake out 
our forrowes,and ere long I doubt. Exeunt 

They burn in indignation : I repent : Enter Mtf, 
it no fure foundation fet on blood : 



No certaine life atchieu*d by others death : 
A fearefull eye thou haft. Where is that blood, 
That I haue feene inhabite in thofe cheekes^ 
So foule a skie, cleeres not without a ftorme, 
Poure downe thy weather : how goes all in France ? 

MeJ, From France to England, neuer fuch a powre 
For any forraigne preparation. 
Was leuied in the body of a land. 
The Copie of your fpeede is learned by them: 
For when you fhould be told they do prepare. 
The tydings comes, that they are all arriu*d. 

lob. Oh where hath our Intelligence bin drunke } 
Where hath it flept ? Where is my Mothen care ? 
That fuch an Army could be drawne in France, 
And {he not heare of it? 

e^r/*. My Liege, her eare 
Is ftopt with duft : the firft of Aprill di*de 
Your noble mother ; and as I heare, my Lord, 
The Lady Confiance in a frenzie di*de 
Three dayes before : but this fi*om Rumors tongue 
I idely heard : if true, or falfe I know not. 

hbn. With -hold thy fpeed, drcadfull Occafion : 

make a league with me, *till I haue pleas'd 
My difcontented Peeres. What? Mother dead ? 
How wildely then walkes my Eftate in France ? 
Vnder whofe condu£t came thofe powres of France, 
That thou for truth giu*ft out are landed heere ? 

Mtf Vnder the Dolphin. 

Enter 'Bafiard and Peter ofPomfret, 

lob. Thou haft made me giddy 
With thefe ill tydings : Now ? What fayes the world 
To your proceedings^ Do not feeke to ftuflTe 
My head with more ill newes : for it is full. 

'Baft. But if you be a-feard to heare the worft, 
Then let the worft vn- heard, ft 11 on your head. 

lobn. Beare with me Cofen, for I was amazM 
Vnder the tide j but now I breath againe 
Aloft the flood, and can giue audience 
To any tongue, fpeake it of what it will. 

'Baft. How I haue fped among the Clergy men, 
The fummes I hauecolle^ed fhall exprelTe : 
But as I trauailM hither through the land, 

1 finde the people ftrangely fantafied, 
PolTeft with rumors, full of idle dreames. 

Not knowing what they feare, but full of feare. 
And here's a Prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the ftrcets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heeles: 
To whom he fung in rude harfh founding rimes, 
That ere the next Afcenfion day at noone, 
Your Highnes fhould deliuer vp your Crowne. 

lobn. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didft thou fo ? 

Pet. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out fo. 

lobn, Hubert J away with him : imprifon him. 
And on that day at noone, whereon he fayes 
I fhall yeeld vp my Crowne, let him be hang*d. 
Deliuer him to fafety, and returne, 
For I muft vfe thee. O my gentle Cofen, ^ 
Hear*ft thou the newes abroad, who are arriu*d ? 

Baft, The French {my Lord) mens mouths are fill of it: 
Befides I met Lord Bigot ^ and Lord Salitburlt 
With eye* as red as new enkindled fire. 
And othenmore, going to feeke the graue 
Of Arthur ^ whom they fay is killM to night, on your 

lobn. Gentle kinfman, go (fuggeftion. 

And thruft thy felfe into their Companies, 
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I haue a way to winne their loues againe : 
Bring them before me. 

^Bafi, I will feeke them out. 

hhn. Nay, but make hade : the better foote before. 
O, let me haue no fubied enemies, 
When aduerfe Forrcynera affright my Townes 
With dreadflill pompe of ftout inuafion. 
Be Mercurieyfet feathers to thy heeles, 
And flye (like thought) from them, to me againe. 

Bafi^ The fpirit of the time fhall teach me fpeed.£jir/V 

hbn. Spoke like a fprightfull Noble Gentleman. 
Go after him : for he perhaps fliall neede 
Some Meffenger betwixt me, and the Peeres, 
And be thou hee. 

Mej, With all my heart, my Liege. 

lobn. My mother dead ? 

Enter Hubert. 

Hub. My Lord, they fay fiue Moones were feene to 
Foure 6xed, and the fift did whirle about (night: 

The other foure, in wondrous motion. 

lob. Fiue Moones ? 

Hub. Old men, and Beldames, in the ftreets 
Do prophefie vpon it dangeroufly : 
Yon^ Jlrtburs death is common in their mouths. 
And when they talke of him, they ihake their heads. 
And whifper one another in the eare. 
And he that fpeakes, doth gripe the hearers wrift, 
Whilft he that heares, makes fearefull action 
With wrinkled browes, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
I faw a Smith ftand with his hammer (thus) 
The whilft his Iron did on the Anuile coole. 
With open mouth fwallowing a Taylors newes, 
Who with his Sheeres, and Meafure in his hand^ 
Standing on flippers, which his nimble haile 
Had rifely thru ft vpon contrary feete. 
Told of a many thoufand warlike French, 
That were embatuiled, and rank*d in Kent. 
Another leane, vnwafli'd Artificer, 
Cuts off his tale, and talkes of Artburs death. 

/o.Why feek*ft thou to poffeffe me with thefe fearesf. 
Why vrgeft thou fo oft yong Artburs death ? 
Thy hand hath murdred him : I had a mighty caufe 
To vtafti him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him. 

/f.No had (my Lord?)why,did you not prouoke me? 

lobn. It is the curfe of Kings, to be attended 
By flaues, that take their humors for a warrant. 
To breake within the bloody houfe of life, 
And on the winking of Authoritie 
To vnderftand a Law ; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous Maiefty, when perchance it frownes 
More vpon humor, then aduis^d refped. 

Hub.Htcxt is your hand and Seale for what I did. 

hb. Oh, when the laft accompt twixt heauen ic earth 
Is to be made, then fliall this hand and Seale 
Witneffe againft vs to damnation. 
How oft the fight of meanes to do ill deeds, 
Make deeds ill done ? Had*ft not thou beene by, 
A fellow by the hand of Nature marked, 
Quoted, and fign'd to do a deede of fliame. 
This murther had not come into my minde. 
But taking note of thy abhorr'd AfpeCl, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villanie : 
Apt, liable to be employed in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Artburs death : 
And thou, to be endeered to a King, 
Made it no confcience to deftroy a Prince. 



Hub. My Lord. 

/oib.Had'ft thou but fliooke thy head, or made a paufe 
When I fpake darkely, what I purpofed: 
Or turnM an eye of doubt vpon my fitce j 
As bid me tell my tale in expreffe words : 
Deepe fliame had ftruck me dumbe,made me break off, 
And thofe thy feares, might haue wrought feares in me. 
But, thou didft vnderftand me by my fignes. 
And didft in fignes againe parley with finne. 
Yea, without ftop, didft let thy heart confent. 
And confequently, thy rude hand to a£te 
The deed, which both our tongues held vilde to name. 
Out of my fight, and neuer fee me more : 
My Nobles leaue me, and my State is braued, 
£uen at my gates, with rankes of forraigne powres; 
Nay, in the body of this fieflily Land, 
This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe 
Hoftilitie, and ciuill tumult reignes 
Betweene my confcience, and my Cofins death. 

Hub. Arme you againft your other enemies : 
He make a peace betweene your foule, and you. 
Yong Artbur is aliue : This hand of mine 
Isyet a maiden, and an innocent hand. 
Not painted with the Crimfon fpots of blood. 
Within this bofome, neuer entred yet 
The dreadfuU motion of a murderous thought, 
And you haue flanderM Nature in my forme, 
Which howfoeuer rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the couer of a fayrer minde. 
Then to be butcher of an innocent childe. 

lobn. Doth Artbur liue ? O haft thee to the Peeres, 
Throw this report on their incenfad rage. 
And make them tame to their obedience. 
Forgiue the Comment that my pafilon made 
Vpon thy feature, for my rage was blinde. 
And foule immaginarie eyes of blood 
Prefented thee more hideous then thou art. 
Oh, anfwer not ; but to my Cloffet bring 
The angry Lords, with all expedient haft, 
I coniure thee but flowly : run more faft. Exeunt. 



Sccena Tertia. 



Enter Artbur on tbe realleu 
Ar. The Wall is high, and yet will I leape downe. 
Good ground be pittifull, and hurt me not : 
There's few or none do know me, if they did, 
This Ship-boyes femblance hath difguis'd me quite. 
I am afiraide, and yet lie venture it. 
If I get downe, and do not breake my limbes. 
He finde a thoufand fliifb to get away ; 
As good to dye, and go ; as dye, and ftay. 
Oh me, my Vnckles fpirit is in thefe ftones, 
Heauen take my foule, and £ngland keep my bonet. Dmi 

Enter Fembro\e^ Salisbury y&^lgot. 

Sal, Lords, I will meet him at S. Edmond%bury^ 
It is our fafetie, and we muft embrace 
This gentle offer of the perillous time. 

Pern. Who brought that Letter from the Cardinall ? 

Sal. The Count Meloene^ a Noble Lord ofFrance, 
Whofe priuate with me of the Dolphines loue, 
Is much more generall, then thefe lines import. 



BH. 



I 



The life and death ofl^ng'John. 



17 



morrow morning let vs meete him then. 
• rather then fet forward, for •twill be 

dayci iourney (Lords) or ere we meete. 

Enter ^afiard, 
ice more to day well met, diftemper*d Lordi, 
; by me reque(b your prefence ftraight. 
le king hath difpofleft himfelfe of vs, 
lot lyne his thin-beftained cloake 

pure Honon ; nor attend the foote 

es the print of blood where ere it walkes. 

ind tell him fo : we know the worft. 

V^hat ere you thinke,good words I thinke 

ere beft. 

ir greefes, and not our manners reafbn now. 

tut there is little reafon in your greefe. 

>re 'twere reafon you bad manners now. 

r, fir, impatience hath his priuiledge. 

Pis true, to hurt his mafter, no mans elfc. 

tiis is the prifon : What is he lyes hcere ? 

Jeath,made proud with pure 8c princely beuty, 

1 had not a hole to hide this deede. 
urther, as hating what himfelfe hath done, 
it open to vrge on reuenge. 

r when he doom*d this Beautie to a graue, 
XK) precious Princely, for a graue. 
' Richard^ what thinke youf you haue beheld, 
•ou read, or heard, or could you thinke f 
I almoil thinke, although you fee, 
do fee ? Could thought, without this obiedl 
:h another ? This is the very top, 
ith, the Creft : or Creft vnto the Creft 
ers Armes: This is the bloodieft ihame, 
:ft Sauagcry, the vildeft ftroke 
wall-ey'd wrath, or (taring rage 
to the teares of foft remorfe. 
Lll murthers paft, do ftand excusM in this : 
fo fole, and fo vnmatcheable, 
a holinefle, a puritie, 
t vnbegotten finne of times; 
e a deadly blood-flied, but a left, 
by this heynous fpe^cle. 
t is a damned, and a bloody worke, 
:leffe a^ion of a heauy hand, 
be the worke of any hand, 
that it be the worke of any hand ? 
kinde of light, what would enfue: 
bamefoll worke of Huherts hand, 
ice, and the purpofe of the king : 
ofc obedience I forbid my foule, 
before this mine of fweete life, 
thing to his breathlefTe Excellence 
nfe of a Vow, a holy Vow: 
tafte the pleafures of the world, 
be info^ed with delight, 
eriant with £afe,and Idlenefle, 
le fet a glory to this hand, 
it the wor&ip of Reuenge. 
ff . Our foules religioufly confirme thy words. 

Enter Hubert, 
^rds, I am hot with hafte, in feeking you, 
>th Hue, the king hath fent for you. 
»h he is bold, and bluihes not at death, 
ou hatefoll villain,get thee gone. (the Law ? 
im no villainc, Sal. Muft I rob 

four fword is bright fir, put it vp againe. 
ot till I iheath it in a murtherers skin. 



Hub. Stand backe Lord Salsbury, ftand backe I fay 
By heauen, I thinke my fword's as fharpe as yours. 
I would not haue you ( Lord ) forget your felfe, 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Leaft I, by marking of your rage, forget 
your Worth, your Greatnefle, and Nobility. 

^ig. Out dunghill : dar*ft thou braue a Nobleman ? 

Hub. Not for my lifo : But yet I dare defond 
My innocent lifo againft an Emperor. 

Sal. Thou art a Murtherer. 

Hub. Do not proue me fo : 
Yet I am none. Whofe tongue fo ere fpeakes folfe. 
Not tniely fpeakes : who fpeakes not truly , Lies. 

Pern. Cut him to peeces. ' 

Baft. Keepe the peace, I (ay. 

Sal. Stand by, or I (hall gaul you Faulconbridge, 

'Baft. Thou wer*t better gaul the diuell Salsbury. 
If thou but frowne on me,or (tirre thy foote. 
Or teach thy haftie fpleene to do me (hame. 
He ftrike thee dead. Put vp thy fword betime. 
Or He fo maule you, and your to(ting-Iron, 
That you (hall thinke the diuell is come from hell. 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge f 
Second a Villaine, and a Murtherer? 

Hnb. Lord fBigot^ I am none. 

Big. Who kiird this Prince ? 

Hub» *Tis not an houre fince I left him well : 
I honour*d him, I lou*d him, and will weepe 
My date of life out, for his fweete lines loffe. 

Sal. Tnift notthofe cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villanie is not without fuch rheume. 
And he, long traded in it, makes it feeme 
Like Riuers of remorfe and innocencie. 
Away with me, all you whofe foules abhorrc 
Th*vncleanly fauours of a Slaughter-houfe, 
For I am (tifled with this fmell of finne. 

fBig. Away, toward fBurie, to the Dolphin there. 

P.There tel the king, he may inquire vs out.£x>.Lor^i. 

fBa.Hen*s a good world:knew you of this faire work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleflfe reach of mercie, 
(If thou didft this deed of death) art y damnM Hubert. 

Hub Do but heare me fir. 

Taft. Ha? He tell thee what. 
ThouVt damn'd as blacke, nay nothing is fo blacke, 
Thou art more deepe damn*d then Prince Lucifor : 
There is not yet fo vgly a fiend of hell 
As thou (halt be, if thou didft kill this childe. 

Hub. Vpon my foule. 

Baft. If thou didft but confent 
To this moft cruell ACt : do but difpaire. 
And if thou want'ft a Cord, the fmalleftthred 
That euer Spider twifted from her wombe 
Will feme to ftrangle thee : A ro(h will be a beame 
To hang thee on. Or wouldft thou drowne thy felfe. 
Put but a little water in a fpoone. 
And it (hall be as all the Ocean, 
Enough to ftifle fuch a vilhdne vp. 
I do fufpe^ thee very greeuoufly. 

Hub. If I in aa, confent, or finne of thought, 
Be guiltie of the ftealing that fweete breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want paines enough to torture me : 
I left him well. 

Baft. Go, beare him in thine armes: 
I am amaz*d me thinkes, and loofe mj way 
Among the thornes,and dangers of this world. 

b 3 How 
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How eafie doft thoa take all England yp , 

From forth this morcell of dead Royalde ? 

The life, the right, and truth of all this Realme 

Is fled to heauen : and England now is left 

To tug and fcamble,- and to part by th^teeth 

The vn-owed intereft of proud fwelling State : 

Now for the bare-pic kt bone of Maieily, 

Doth dogged warre briiUe his angry creft , 

And fnarleth in the gentle eyes of peace: 

Now Powers from home, and difcontents at home 

Meet in one line : and vaft confuiion waites 

As doth a Rauen on a ficke-falne beafl, 

The iminent decay of wrefted pompe. 

Now happy he, whofe cloak e and center can 

Hold out this tempeft. Beare away that childe, 

And follow me with fpeed : He to the King: 

A thoufand bufineiTes are briefe in hand , 

And heauen it felfe doth frowne vpon the Land. Exit, 



^Slus Quartusy Scana prima. 



Enter King John and Pandolpby attendants, 

KJebn, Thus haue I yeelded vp into your hand 
The Circle of my glory. 

Pan. Take againe 
From this my hand,as holding of the Pope 
Your Soueraigne greatneflfe and authoritie. 

lobn. Now keep your holy word, go meet the French^ 
And fi*om his holinefle vfe all your power 
To (lop their marches Yore we are enfiamM : 
Our difcontented Counties doe reuolt : 
Our people quarrell with obedience. 
Swearing Allegiance, and the loue of foule 
To fbanger-bloud, to forren Royalty ; 
This inundation of miftempred humor , 
Refts by you onely to be qualified. 
Then paule not : for the prefent time's fo ficke , 
That prefent medcine mud be minified , 
Or ouerthrow incureable enfues. 

Pand. It was my breath that blew this Tempefl vp, 
Vpon your fbibborne vfage of the Pope: 
But fince you are a gentle conuertite. 
My tongue ihall hufli againe this fh>rme of warre, 
And make faire weather in your bluftring land : 
On this Afcention day, remember well, 
Vpon your oath of feruice to the Pope , 
Goe I to make the French lay downe their Armes. SxU, 

lobn. Is this Afcenfion day^ did not the Prophet 
Say, that before Afcenfion day at noone. 
My Crowne I fhould giue off? euen fo I haue : 
I did fuppofe it fhould be on conftraint, 
But(heau'n be thanked) it b but voluntary. 
Enter ^Bafiard. 

Bafi. All Kent hath yeelded : nothing there holds out 
But Douer CafUe : London hath receiuM 
Like a kinde Hoft, the Dolphin and his powers. 
Your Nobles will not heare you, but are gone 
To offer feruice to your enemy : 
And wilde amazement hurries vp and downe 
The little number of your doubtfiill friends. 

lobn. Would not my Lords returne to me againe 
Af^r they heard yong tArtbur was aliue f 



BaB* They found him dead, and caft into the ftreets, 
An empty Casket, where the lewell of life 
By fome damned hand was rob*d,and tane away. 

lobn. That villaine Hubert told me he did liue. 

Baft, So on my foule he did, for ought he knew: 
But wherefore doe you droope f why looke you fad f 
Be great in z€tj as you haue beene in thought : 
Let not the world fee feare and fad dUbufl 
Goueme the motion of a kinglye eye : 
Be ftirringas the time, be fire with fire, 
Threaten the thrcatner,and out-fiice the brow 
Of bragging horror : So ihall inferior eyes 
That borrow their behauiours fi*om the great , 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntleffe fpirit of refolution. 
Away, and glifler like the god of warre 
When he intendeth to become the field : 
Shew boldnefTe and afpiring confidence: 
What, fhall they feeke the Lion in his denne. 
And fiight him there ? and make him tremble theref 
Oh let it not be faid : forrage,and runne 
To meet difpleafure farther from the dores , 
And grapple with him ere he come fo nye. 

lohi. The Legat of the Pope hath beene with mee, 
And I haue made a happy peace with him , 
And he hath promisM to difmifle the Powers 
Led by the Dolphin. 

Baft. Oh inglorious league : 
Shall we vpon the footing of our lahd, 
Send fayre-play-order8,and make comprimife, 
Infinuation, parley, and bafe truce 
To Armes Inuafiue f Shall a beardleiTe boy, 
A cockred-filken wanton braue our fields. 
And flefh his fpirit in a warre-like foyle, 
Mocking the ayre with colours idlely fpred. 
And finde no checke ? Let vs my Liege to Armes : 
Perchance the Cardinall cannot make your peace ; 
Or if he doe, let it at leaft be faid 
They faw we had a purpofe of defence. 

lobn, Haue thou the ordering of this prefent time. 

Baft. Away then with good courage : yet I know 
Our Partie may well meet a prowder foe. Exennt, 



Sccena Secunda. 



Enter (in Armes) Dolplnn^ SaUtbury ^ ^Meloont^ Pern- 
broke y Bigot y Souldiers, 

Dol. My Lord AfirZ/pone, let* this be coppied out, 
And keepe it fafe for our remembrance : 
Returne the prefident to thefe Lords againe, 
That hauing our faire order written dovme , 
Both they and we, penifing ore thefe notes 
May know wherefore we tooke the Sacrament, 
And keepe our faithes firme and inuiolable. 

Sal, Vpon our fides it neuer ihall be broken. 
And Noble Dolphin, albeit we fweare 
A voluntary seale, and an vn-urg*d Faith 
To your proceedings : yet beleeue me Prince, 
I am not glad that fuch a fore of Time 
Should feeke a plafter by contemnM reuolt. 
And heale the inueterate Canker of one wound , 
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Jung many : Oh it grieues my foule , 
[ muil draw this mettle from my fide 
a widdow-maker : oh, and there 
e honourable refcue, and defence 
9ut vpon the name of Salitbury, 
ich it the infe^on of the time » 
for the health and Ph vficke of our right, 
innot deale but with the very hand 
me Iniuftice,and confufed wrong : 
s*t not pitty, (oh my grieued friends ) 
we, the Tonnes and children of this Ifle, 
x>me to fee fo fad an houre as this , 
dn we flep afbr a fhanger, march 
her gentle bofom, and fill vp 
Inemies rankes ? I muft withdraw, and weepe 
the fpot of this inforced caufe, 
ace the Gentry of a Land remote , 
bllow macquainted colours heere : 
heere ? O Nation that thou couldft remoue, 
Nefttaus Armes who clippeth thee about, 
d beare thee firom the knowledge of thy felfe, 
:ripple thee vnto a Pagan fliore, 
e thefe two Chriftian Armies might combine 
iloud of malice, in a vaine of league, 
lot to fpend it fo vn-neighbourly. 
pb. A noble temper doft thou fliew in this, 
;reat aflfedHons wnfUing in thy bofome 
make an earth-quake of Nobility : 
rhat a noble combat haft fought 
en cofflpulfion,and a braue refped : 
e wipe off this honourable dewe , 
filuerly doth progrefle on thy cheekes : 
BUt hath melted at a Ladies teares , 
an ordinary Inundation ; 
lis efilifion of fuch manly drops , 
ho%rre, blowne vp by tempeft of the foule, 
it mine eyes, and makes me more amaz*d 
had I feene the vaultie top of heauen 
d quite ore wirh burning Meteors, 
p thy brow (renowned SaHhurie) 
vith a great heart heaue away this f^orme: 
lend thefe waters to thofe baby-eyes 
neuer faw the giant-world enragM , 
let with Fortune, other then at feafts , 
rarm of blood, of mirth, of goflipping : 
,come ; for thou fhalt thruft thy hand as deepe 
he purfe of rich profperity 
wir himfelfe : fo (Nobles) fhall you all, 
knit your finewes to the fhength of mine. 

Enter Pandulpbo, 
ruen there, methinkes an Angell fpake, 
f where the holy Legate comes apace, 
le Ts warrant from the hand of heauen, 
»n our adions fet the name of right 
holy breath. 

td, Haile noble Prince of France i 
est is thisi: King lobn hath reconciled 
ilfe to Ronuy his fpirit is come in , 
(b fh>od out againfl the holy Church, 
reat Metropolis and Sea of Rome : 
fore thy threatnlng Colours now winde vp , 
aroe the fauage fpirit of vrilde warre, 
like a Lion foftered vp at hand, 
r lie gently at the foot of peace, 
e no further harmefiiU then in fhewe. 
• Your Grace ihall pardon me, I will not backe : 



I am too high-borne to be proportied 

To be a fecondary at coif troll. 

Or vfefull feruing-man, and Infbument 

To any Soueraigne State throughout the world. 

Your breath firft kindled the dead coale of warres, 

Betweene this chafUzM kingdome and my felfe, 

And brought in matter that fhould feed this fire ; 

And now *tis farre too huge to be blowne out 

With that fame weake winde, which enkindled it: 

You taught me how to know the face of right. 

Acquainted me with intereft to this Land , 

Yea, thruft this enterprise into my heart , 

And come ye now to tell me lobn hath made 

His peace with Rome i what is that peace to me^ 

I (by the honour of my marriage bed ) 

After yong Artbury claime this Land for mine , 

And now it is halfe conquered, muft I backe, 

Becaufe that lobn hath made his peace with I^ome f 

Am I Romes flaue? What penny hath Rome borne ? 

What men prouided ? What munition fent 

To vnder-prop this A^on ? Is^t not I 

That vnder-goe this charge? Who elfe but I , 

And fuch as to my claime are liable. 

Sweat in this bufinefre.and maintaine this warref 

Haue I not heard thefe Iflanders fhout out 

Vine le Roy, as I haue bankM their Townes? 

Haue I not heere the beft Cards for the game 

To winne this eafie match, plaid for a Crowne ? 

And fhall I now giue ore the yeelded Set ? 

No, no, on my foule it neuer fhall be faid. 

PanJ, You looke but on the out-fide of this worke. 

DoL Out-fide or in-fide, I will not returne 
Till my attempt fo much be glorified , 
As to my ample hope was promifed , 
Before I drew this gallant head of warre , 
And cuU'd thefe fiery fpirits from the world 
To out-looke Conqueft,and to winne renowne 
£uen in the iawes of danger, and of death : 
What lufly Trumpet thus doth fummon vs^ 
Snter ^aftard. 

'Baft. According to the faire-play of the world. 
Let me haue audience : I am lent to fpeake : 
My holy Lord of Millane, from the King 
I come to learne how you haue dealt for him : 
And, as you anfwer, I doe know the fcope 
And warrant limited vnto my tongue. 

Fond. The Dolphin is too wilfiill oppofite 
And will not temporize with my intreaties : 
He flatly faies, heell not lay downe his Armes. 

'Bap, By all the bloud that euer fury breath*d. 
The youth faies well. Now heare our Englifii King , 
For thus his Royaltie doth fpeake in me : 
He is prepared, and reafbn to he fhould , 
This apifh and vnmannerly approach , 
This harnefs*d Maske, and vnaduifed Reuell, 
This vn-heard fawcinefTe and boyifh Troopes, 
The King doth fmile at, and is well prepar*d 
To whip this dwarfifh warre, this Pigmy Armes 
From out the circle of his Territories. 
That hand which had the ftrength, euen at your dore, 
To cudgell you, and make you take the hatch , 
To diue like Buckets in concealed Welles, 
To crowch in litter of your ftable plankes. 
To lye like pawnes, locked vp in chefh and truncks. 
To hug with fwine, to feeke fweet fafety out 
In vaults and prifons, and to thrill and fluke, 

£uen 
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Eoen at the crying of your Nations crawf 
Thinking this voyce an armed Engliflmfan. 
Shall that vi^rioos hand be feebled heere. 
That in your Cbambert gaue yoo chafticement ? 
No : know the gallant Monarch is in Armes, 
And like an Eagle, o*re his ayerie towres. 
To fowfle annoyance that comes neere his Neft \ 
And yoo degenerate, you ingrate Reuolts, 
yoo bloody Nero's, ripping vp the wombe 
Of your deere Mo«her-£ngland: bluih for {hame: 
For your owne Ladies, and pale-vifag*d Maides, 
Like AxunonSf come tripping after dnimmes : 
Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change. 
Their Needles to Lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

^o/. There end thy braue, and turn thy ^e in peace. 
We grant thou canft out-fcold vs : Far thee well, 
We hold our time too precious to be fpent 
With fuch a brabler. 

Pan, Giue me leaue to fpeake. 

Baft. No, I will fpeake. 

DoL We vrill attend to neyther t 
Strike vp the dnimmes, and let the tongue of warre 
Pleade for our intereft, and our being heere. 

Baft. Indeede your drums being beaten, wil cry out ; 
And fo dull you, being beaten : Do but ftart 
An eccho with the clamor of thy drumme. 
And euen at hand, a drumme is readie bracM, 
That dull reuerberate all, as lowd as thine. 
Sound but another, and another {hall 
(As lowd as thine) rattle the Welkins eare. 
And mocke the deepe mouth'd Thunder : for at hand 
(Not trufting to this halting Legate heere. 
Whom he hath vs*d rather for Iport, then neede) 
Is warlike lobn : and in his fore-head fits 
A bare-rib'd death, whofe office is this day 
To feaft vpon whole thoufands of the French. 

DoL Strike vp our drummes, to finde this danger out. 

Baft. And thou ikalt finde it ^Dolphin) do not doubt 

Exeunt. 



Scana Tertia. 



Alaruwu. Enter lobu and Hubert, 

John. How goes the day with vs? oh tell me Hubert. 

Hub. Badly I feare ; how fares your Maiefly ? 

lobn. This Feauer that hath troubled me fo long. 
Lyes heauie on me ; oh, my heart is ficke. 
Bnter a tMeJfenger. 

Mtf, My Lord : your valiant kinfman Falconbridge^ 
Defires your Maieftie to leaue the field. 
And fend him word by me, which way you go. 

lobn. Tell him toward Swlnfied^ to the Abbey there. 

^Mef. Be of good comfort: for rhe great fupply 
That was expend by the Dolphin heere, 
Are wrackM three nights ago on Goodmn fands. 
This newes was brought to Ricbard but euen now, 
The French fight coldly, and retyre themfelues. 

lobn. Aye me,thb tyrant Feauer burnes mee vp, 
And will not let me welcome this good newes. 
Set on toward Sminfted: to my Litter ftraight, 
WeaknefTe poiTefTeth me, and I am faint. Exeunt. 



ScenaQuarta. 



Enter SaUtburj^ 9embrot(e^ and ^igot. 

Sal. I did not thinke the King fo ftor*d with friends. 

Pern. Vp once againe : put fpirit in the French, 
If they mifcarry : we mifcarry too. 

Sal. That misbegotten diuell Falconbridge^ 
In fpight of fpight, alone vpholds the day. 

Pem, They fay King lobn fore fick, hath left the field, 
Enter Meloem mounded. 

Mel. Lead me to the Reuolts of England heere. 

Sal. When we were happie, we had other names. 

Pem. It is the Count Mdome. 

Sal, Wounded to death. 

Mel. Fly Noble Englifh, you are bought and fold, 
Vnthred the rude eye of Rebellion, 
And welcome home againe difcarded faith, 
Seeke out King lobuy and ^U before hb feete ; 
For if the French be Lords of this loud day. 
He meanes to recom pence the paines you take. 
By cutting off your heads: Thus hath he fworne. 
And I with him, and many moe with mee, 
Vpon the Alur at S. Sdmondsbury^ 
Euen on that Altar, where we fwore to you 
Deere Amity, and euerlafting loue. 

Sal, May this be pofiible ? May this be true ? 

Mel. Haue I not hideous death within my view. 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which bleeds away, euen as a forme of waxe 
Refolueth from his figure *gainft the fire ? 
What in the world fhould make me now deceiue. 
Since I muft loofe the vfe of all deceitei 
Why ihould I then be falfe, fince it is true 
That I muft dye heere, and liue hence, by Truth ? 
I fay againe, if Lemit do win the day. 
He is forfworne, if ere thofe eyes of yours 
Behold another day breake in the Eaft : 
But euen this night, whofe blacke contagious breath 
Already fmoakes about the burning Creft 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sunne, 
Euen this ill night, your breathing fhall expire, 
Paying the fine of rated Treachery, 
Euen with a treacherous fine of all your liues: 
IfLemtf by your afsiftance vnn the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert^ with your King ; 
The loue of him, and thisrefpedt befides 
(For that my Grand fire was an Englifhman) 
Awakes my Confcience to confefiTe all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you beare me hence 
From forth the noife and rumour of the Field; 
Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace : and part this bodie and my foule 
With contemplation, and deuout defires. 

Sal. We do beleeue thee, and befhrew my foule, 
But I do loue the fauour, and the forme 
Of this moft fiiire occafion, by the which 
We will vntread the ileps of damned flight. 
And like a bated and retired Flood, 
Leauing our ranknefle and irregular courfe, 
Stoope lowe within thofe bounds we haue OTe-look*d, 
And calmely run on in obedience 
Euen to our Ocean, to Our great King lobn. 
My arme fhall giue thee helpe to beare thee hence, 
For 
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For I do fee the cruell pangs of death 

Right in thine eye. Away, my friends, new flight, 

And happie newnefle, chat intends old right. Exeunt 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter fDolpbin^ an J bit Traine. 
Dol. The San of heauen(me thought) was loth to fet; 
But ftajd,and made the Wefterne Welkin bluih, 
When Engliih meafure backward their owne ground 
In faint Retire : Oh brauely came we ofF, 
When with a volley of our needleiTe fhot. 
After fuch bloody toile, we bid good night. 
And woonM our tott*ring colours clearly vp, 
Laft in the field, and almoft Lords of it. 
Enter a Mejfenger, 
Mtf, Where is my Prince, the Dolphin f 
Dol, Heerc : what newes / 

Mtf, The Count Mtloone is flaine: The Englifli Lords 
By his perfwafion, are againe ^Ine ofF, 
Ajad your fupply, which you haue wifhM To long. 
Are cafl away, and funke on Goedv^in fands. 

ZW. Ah fowle, fhrew*d newes. Befhrew thy very 
I did not thinke to be fo (ad to night (hart : 

As this hath made me. Who was he that faid 
King lobn did flie an houre or two before 
The flumbling night did part our wearie powresf 
Mef» Who euer fpoke it, it is true my Lord. 
Do/« Well : keepe good quarter, & good care to night, 
The day fhall not be vp fo loone as I, 
To try the faire adoenture of to morrow. Bxeunt 



Scena Sexta. 



Enter BaBard and Hubert ^Jeuer ally. 

Huh. Whofe toere i Speake hoa, fpeake quickely, or 
I ihoote. 

^Bafl. A Friend. What art thou ? 

Hub. Ofthe part of England. 

^ft. Whether doefl thou go ? 

Hub. What's that to thee } 
Why may not I demand of thine affaires. 
As well as thou of mine ? 

'Baft. Hubert^ I thinke . 
Hub. Thou haft a perfed thought : 
I will vpon all hazards well beleeue 
Thou art my friend, that know*ft my tongue Co well : 
Who art thou ? 

Baft. Who thou wilt : and if thou pleafe 
Thou maift be-friend me fb much, as to thinke 
I come one way of the Plantagenets . 

Hub. Vnkinde remembrance : thou, 8c endles night, 
Haue done me fhame : Braue Soldier, pardon me. 
That any accent breaking firom thy tongue. 
Should Icape the true acquaintance of mine eare. 

Baft. Come, come : fans complement. What newes 
abroad? 

Hub. Why heere walke I, in the black brow of night 
To finde you out. 



Baft. Brcefe then : and what*s the nejves? 

Hub. O my fweet fir, newes fitting to the night, 
Blacke, fearefuU, comfortlefTe, and horrible. 

^Baft. Shew me the very wound of this ill newes, 
I am no woman, He not Iwound at it. 

Hub, The King I feare is poyfonM by a Monke, 
I left him almoft fpeechlefTe, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this euill, that you might 
The better arme you to the fodaine time. 
Then if you had at leifure knowne of this. 

'Baft. How did he take it f Who did tafte to him ? 

Hub. A Monke I tell you, a refolued villaine 
Whofe Bowels fodainly burft out : The King 
Yet fpeakes, and peraduenture may recouer. 

Baft. Who didft thou leaue to tend his Maiefty ? 

Hub. Why know you not^ The Lords are all come 
backe. 
And brought Prince Henry in their companie, 
At whofe requeft the king hath pardonM them. 
And they are all about his Maieftie. 

'Baft. With'hold thine indignation, mighty heauen. 
And tempt vs not to beare aboue our power. 
He tell thee Hubert^ halfe my power this night 
Pa&ing thefe Flats, are taken by the Tide, 
Theft Lincolne-Wafhes haue deuoured them. 
My felfe, well mounted, hardly haue efcapM. 
Away before : Conduct me to the king, 
I doubt he will be dead, or ere I come. Exeunt 



Scena Septima. 



Enter Prince Henry ^ Saluburie , and Bigot. 

Hen. It is too late, the life of all his blood 
Is touched, corruptibly : and his pure braine 
(Which Tome fuppofe the foules fraile dwelling houfe) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes. 
Fore-tell the ending of mortality. 
Enter Pembrol^. 

Pern. His HighnefTe yet doth fpeak, ic holds beleefe, 
That being brought into the open ayre, 
It would allay the burning qualitie 
Of that fell poifbn which aflayleth him. 

Hen. Let him be brought into the Orchard heere : 
Doth he ftill rage i 

Pem» He is more patient 
Then when you left him ; euen now he fung. 

Hen. Oh vanity of ficknefTe: fierce extreames 
In their continuance, will not feele themfelues. 
Death hauing praidc vpon the outward parts 
Leaues them inuifible, and his feige is now 
Againft the winde,the which he prickes and wounds 
With many legions of ftrange fantafies. 
Which in their throng, and prefTe to that laft hold, 
Counfound themfelues. *Tis ftrange y death fhold fing: 
I am the Symet to this pale faint Swan, 
Who chaunts a dolefull hymne to his owne death, 
And from the organ-pipe of ftailety fings 
His fbule and body to their lafting reft. 

Sal. Be of good comfort (Prince) for you are borne 
To fet a forme vpon that indigeft 
Which he hath left fo fhapeleffe, and fo rude. 
John brought in. 

lobn. I marrie, now my loule hath elbow roome, 
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It would not out at wind owes, nor at dooreS} 
There is fo hot a "dimmer in my bofome, 
That all my bowels crumble vp to duft : 
I am a fcribled forme drawne with a pen 
Vpon a Parchment, and againft this fire 
Do I ihrinke vp. 

Htn. How feres your Maiefty ? 

lob. PoyfonM, ill fare : dead, forfooke, call off. 
And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thruft his ycie fingers in my maw \ 
Nor let my kingdomes Riuers take their courfe 
Through my burn*d bofome : nor intreat the North 
To make his bleake windes kifl*e my parched lips. 
And comfort me with cold. I do not aslce you much, 
I begge cold comfort : and you are fo flraight 
And fo ingratefuU, you deny me that. 

Hen, Oh that there were fome vertue in my teares. 
That might releeue you. 

lobm. The fait in them is hot. 
Within me is a hell, and there the poyfon 
Is, as a fiend, confinM to tyrannise, 
On vnrepreeuable condemned blood. 
Enter ^afiard. 

Baft. Oh, I am fcalded with my violent motion 
And fpleene of fpcede, to fee your Maiefty. 

lobn. Oh Cozen, thou art come to fet mine eye : 
The tackle of my heart, is crackM and burnt, 
And all the ihrowds wherewith my life ihould faile, 
Are turned to one thred, one little haire t 
My heart hath one poore firing to (lay it by. 
Which holds but till thy newes be vttered. 
And then all this thou feeft, is but a clod, 
And module of confounded royalty. 

'Baft. The Dolphin is preparing hither-ward, 
Where heauen he knowes how we fhall anfwer him. 
For in a night the bed part of my powre, 
As I vpon aduantage did remoue. 
Were in the fVa/bes all vnwarily, 
Deuoured by the vnexpedled flood. 

Sal. You breath thefe dead newes in as dead an eare 
My Liege, my Lord : but now a King, now thus. 

Hen. Euen fo muft I run on, and euen fo ftop . 
What furety of the world, what hope, what ftay. 
When this was now a King, and now is clay ? 

'Baft. Art thou gone (o ? I do but (by behinde, 
To do the office for thee, of reuenge, 
And then my foule ihall waite on thee to heauen, 



As it on earth hath bene thy feruant ftill. 
Now, now you Starres, that moue in your right fpheres, 
Where be your powres? Shew now your mended £uths, 
And inftantly returne with me againe. 
To puih deftru^on,and perpetuall ihame 
Out of the weake doore of our fainting Land: 
Straight let vs feeke, or ftraight we ihall be fought, 
The Dolphine rages at our verie heeles. 

Sal. It feemes you know not then fb much as we. 
The Cardinall Panduipb is within at reft. 
Who halfe an houre hncecame from the Dolphin, 
And brings fi-om him fuch offen of our peace. 
As we with honor and refped may take. 
With purpofe prefently to leaue this warre« 

^Baft. He will the rather do it, when he fees 
Our lelues well finew*d to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, *ti8 in a manner done already, 
For many carriages hee hath difpatch'd 
To the fea fide, and put his caufe and quarrell 
To the difpofing of the Cardinall, 
With whom your felfe, my felfe, and other Lords, 
If you thinke meete, this afternoone Mrill yozSt 
To confummate this bufineffe happily. 

Baft. Let it be fo, and you my noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may beft be fpar*d. 
Shall waite vpon your Fathers Funerall. 

Hen. At Woriler muft his bodie be interr*d, 
For fo he wiird it. 

Baft. Thither fhall it then. 
And happily may your fweet felfe pot on 
The lineall fbte, and glorie of the Land, 
To whom with all fubmifsion on my knee, 
I do bequeath my faithfull feruices 
And true fubie€tion euerlaftingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of our loue wee make 
To reft without a fpot for euermore. 

Hen. I haue a kinde foule, that would giue thankes, 
And knowes not how to do it, but with teares. 

'Baft. Oh let vs pay the time : but needfull woe. 
Since it hath beene before hand with our greefes. 
This England neuer did, nor neuer fhall 
Lye at the proud foote of a Conqueror, 
But when it firft did heipe to wound it felfe. 
Now, thefe her Princes are come home againe. 
Come the three corners of the world in Armrs, 
And we fhall fhocke them : Naught fhall make vs roe. 
If England to it felfe, do reft but true. Sxeiait. 
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ASlus^rimuSy Scana ^rima. 



Emter Kimg Ricbardy lobn of Gaunt ^ with other NobUi 
and jitteudants. 

King Ricbard, 

L Ld loim of Qaunt^ time-honoured Lancafler, 
Haft thou according to thy oath and band 
Brought hither Henry Herlbrd thy bold (on : 
Heere to make good *boiftrous late appeale, 

tiich then our leyfure would not let ts heare, 

ainft the Duke of Nor/bike, Thomai Mowbray ? 

Gannt, I haue my Liege. 

King. Tell me moreouer, haft thou founded him, 

be appeale the Duke on ancient malice, 

worthily ai a good fubie£i fliould 

t fome knowne ground of treacherie in him. 

Gaunt, As neere as I could fift him on that argument, 

I fome apparant danger (tent in him, 

mM at your Highnefle, no inueterate malice. 

Kin. Then call them to our prefence ^e to face, 

id frowning brow to brow, our (elues will heare 

Taccufer, and the accuied, fi*eely fpeake ; 

gh flomack d are they both, and full of ire, 

rage, deafe as the feaj haftie as fire. 

Enter ^nllingbrool^e and Mcmbray^ 
Tnl, Many yeares of happy dayes befiill 
f gracious Soueraigne, my moft louing Liege. 
Mam. Each day ftill better others happinefle, 
itill the heauens enuying earths good hap, 
ide an immortall title to your Crowne. 
King. We thanke you both, yet one but flatters vs, 

well appeareth by the caufe you come, 
imely, to appeale each other of high treafon. 
ofin of Hereford, what doft thou obie^ 
pinft the Duke of Norfolke, Tbomat Mtmbray ? 
Bml, Firft, heauen be the record to my fpeech, 
the deuotion of a fubieds ioue, 
ndering the precious fafetie of my Prince, 
id firee firom other misbegotten hate, 
me I appealant to rhis Princely prefence. 
iw thmat Aicwbraj do I turne to thee, 
id marke my greeting well : for what I fpeake, 
f body ihall make good vpon this earth, 

my diuine foule anfwer it in heauen. 
lou art% Traitor, and a Mifcreant; 
lo good to be fo, and too bad to liue, 
ice the more faire and chrifUU is the skie. 
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The vglier ieeme the cloudes that in it flye s 

Once more, the more to aggrauate the note, 

With a foule Traiton name fhifte I thy throte. 

And wiih (fo pleafe my Soueraigne ) ere I moue. 

What my tong fpeaks,my right drawn fword may proue 

Mim. Let not my cold words heere accufe my zeale: 
*Tis not the triall of a Womans warre. 
The hitter clamour of two eager tongues. 
Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine t 
The blood u hot that muft be coolM for this. 
Yet can I not of fuch tame patience boaft. 
As to be huiht, and nought at all to (ay. 
Firft the faire reuerence of your HighnefTe curbes mee. 
From giuing reines and fpurres to my free fpeech. 
Which elfe would poft, vntill it had returned 
Thefe tearmes of treafon, doubly downe his throat. 
Setting afide his high bloods royalty. 
And let him be no Kinfman to my Liege, 
I do defie him, and I fpit at him. 
Call him a flanderous Coward, and a Villaine : 
Which to maintaine, I would allow him oddes, 
And meete him, were I dde to runne afoote, 
Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 
Or any other ground inhabitable, 
Where euer Engliihman durft fet his fbote. 
Meane time> let this defend my loyaltie. 
By all my Dopes moft falfely doth he lie. 

9«/.Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my gage^ 
Difclaiming heere the kindred of a ICing, 
And lay afide my high bloods Royalty, 
Which feare, not reuerence makes thee to except. 
If guilty dread hath left thee (b much ftrength. 
As to take vp mine Honors pawne, then ftoope. 
By that, and all the rites of Knight-hood elfe. 
Will I make good againft thee arme to arme. 
What I haue fpoken, or thou canft deuife. 

Mow. I take it vp, and by that fword I fweare, 
Which gently laid my Knight-hood on my ihoulder. 
He ahfwer thee in any faire degree. 
Or Chiualrous defigne of knightly triall : 
And when I mount, aliue mav I not light. 
If I be Traitor, or vniuftly fight. 

AT/ir^.What doth our Cofin lay to Mnwbraiet charge f 
It muft be great that can inherite vs. 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

9«/.Looke what I faid,my life ihall prooe it true. 
That Mowbray hath receiu*d eight thoufand Nobles, 
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In name of lendings for your HighneiTe Soldiers, 

The which he hath detainM for lewd employments. 

Like a ^Ife Traitor, and iniurious Villaine. 

Befides I fay, and will in battaile proue. 

Or heere, or elfewhere to the fiirtheft Verge 

That euer was furuey*d by Englifli eye, 

That all the Treafons for thefc eighteene yeeres 

Complotted, and contriued in this Land, 

Fetch *d from fdfe ^Mowbray their firft head and fpring. 

Further I fay, and further will roaintaine 

Vpon his bad life, to make all this good. 

That he did plot the Duke of Glouften death, 

Suggeft his foone beleeuing aduerfaries. 

And confequently, like a Traitor Coward, 

Sluc*d out his innocent foule through fbeames of blood : 

Which blood, like facrificing Abels cries, 

(Euen from the toonglefle cauernes of the earth) 

To me for iuftice, and rough chafticement : 

And by the glorious worth of my difcent. 

This arme fhall do it, or this life be fpent. 

King, How high a pitch his refolution foares : 
Thomas of Norfolke, what dyefl thou to this ? 

Aitw. Oh let my Soueraigne turne away hit face. 
And bid hit eares a little while be deafe, 
Till I haue told this (lander of his blood. 
How God, and good men, hate fo foule a lyar. 

King, Mcwbray, impartiall are our eyes and eares. 
Were he my brother, nay our kingdomes heyre, 
As he b but my fathers brothers fonne ; 
Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow. 
Such neighbour-neereneiTe to our facred blood. 
Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partialize 
The vn-ftooping firmenelTe of my vpright foule. 
He is our {uhit& (Mowbray) {o art thou, 
Free fpeech,and feareleffe, I to thee allow. 

Att,w. Then fBul/ingbroeJ^^ as low as to thy heart, 
Through the falfe paifage of thy throat; thou lyeft: 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Callice, 
Disburil I to his HighneiTe fouldien ; 
The other part referu*d I by conient. 
For that my Soueraigne Liege was in my debt, 
Vpon renuinder of a deere Accompt, 
Since lait I went to France to fetch his Queene : 
Now fwallow downe that Lye. For Gloufters death, 
I flew him not; but (to mine owne difgrace) 
Neglected my fwome duty in that cafe : 
For you my noble Lord of LancafUr^ 
The honourable Father to my io^j 
Once I did lay an ambufh for your life, 
A trefpaiTe that doth vex my greeued foule : 
But ere I lafl receiuM the Sacrament, 
I did confefle it, and exadly beggM 
Your Graces pardon, and I hope I had it. 
This is my fault : as for the reft appealM, ' 
It ifTues from the rancour of a Villaine, 
A recreant, and moft degenerate Traitor, 
Which in my felfe I boldly will defend. 
And interchangeably hurle downe my gage 
Vpon this ouer-vreening Traitors foote. 
To proue my felfe a loyall Gentleman, 
Euen in the beft blood chambered in his bofome. 
In haft whereof, moft heartily I pray 
Your Highneffe to affigne our Triall day. 

King, Wrath-kindled Gentlemen be rul*d by me : 
Let's purge this choller without letting blood: 
Thb we prefcribc, though no Phyfition, 



Deepe malice makes too deepe incifion. 

Forget, forgiue, conclude, and be agreed. 

Our Dolors fay. This is no time to bleed. 

Good Vnckle, let this end where it begun, 

Wee*l calme the Duke of Norfolke ; you, your ion. 

Gaunt, To be a make-peace ihall become my age. 
Throw downe ( my (bnne ) the Duke of Norfbllces gage. 

King, And Norfolke, throw downe his. 

Gaunt, When Harrie when? Obedience bids. 
Obedience bids I ihould not bid ageo. 

King. Norfolke, throw downe, we bidde \ there is 
no boote. 

Mon.My (elfe I throw( dread Soueraigne )at thy foot 
My life thou (halt command, but not my fhame. 
The one my dude owes, but my faire name 
Defpight of death, that liues vpon my graue 
To darke diihonours vfe, thou ihalt not haue. 
I am difgracM, impeached, and baf^ePd heere, 
PiercM to the foule vrith (landers venom *d fpeare ; 
The which no balme can cure, but his heart blood 
Which breath*d this poyfon. 

King, Rage muft be withftood : 
Giue me his gage : Lyons make Leopards tame. 

Afb.Yea, but not change his fpots:take but my fliaoe, 
And I refigne my gage. My deere, deere Lord, 
The pureft treafure mortall times afford 
Is fpotlefle reputation : that away. 
Men are but gilded loame, or painted clay. 
A lewell in a ten times barrM vp Cheft, 
Is a bold fpirit, in a loyall breft. 
Mine Honor is my life ; both grow in one : 
Take Honor from me, and my life is done. 
Then ( deere my Liege) mine Honor let me trie, 
In that I Hue ; and for that will I die. 

King, Coofin, throw downe your gage, 
Do you begin. 

^ul. Oh heauen defend my foule from fuch foule fin. 
Shall I feeme Creft-^ne in my fathers fight. 
Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my hight 
Before this out-dar'd dafbrd ? Ere my toong. 
Shall wound mine honor with fuch ^eble wrong; 
Or found fo bafe a parle : my teeth (hall teare 
The flauifh motiue of recanting feare. 
And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace. 
Where (hame doth harbour, euen in ^^owbrMts face. 

Exit Ganat. 

King, We were not borne to fue, but to commaod, 
Which fince we cannot do to make you firiends. 
Be readie, (as your liues (hall anfwer it) 
At Couentree, vpon S. Lamberts day : 
There (hall your fwords and Lances arbitrate 
The fwelling diflfisrence of your fetled hate : 
Since we cannot attone you, you (hall (ee 
luftice defigne the Vigors Chiualrie. 
Lord Mar(hall, command our Officers at Armes, 
Be readie to dire^ thefe home Alarmes. Exaait. 



Scana Secunda. 



Enter Qaunt ^and^utcbejfe ofGhaeefter, 
Gaunt, Alas, the part I had m Oloufters blood. 
Doth more folicite me then your exclaimes. 
To ftirre againft the Butchers of hu life. 




The life and death of^chardthefecond. 



25 



corrediion lyeth in thofe hands 
aade the fault that we cannot corre^^ 
)ur quarrcll to the will of heauen, 
len they fee the houres ripe on earth, 
;ne hot vengeance on offenders heads. ^ 

Findes brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurre ? 
le in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 
feuen u>nnes( whereof thy fel/e art one) 
feuen violles of his Sacred blood, 
t faire branches fpringing from one roote : 
thofe feuen are dride by natures courfe, 
thofe branches by the deftinies cut : 
Ntfi, my deere Lord, my life, my Gloufter, 
11 full of Edtpards Sacred blood, 
riihing branch of his moil Royall roote 
'd, and all the precious liquor fpiltj 
downe, and his fummer leafes all vaded 
rs hand, and Murders bloody Axe. 
v/! His blood was thine, that bed, that wombe, 
:ttle, that felfe-mould that fa/hionM thee, 
m a man : and though thou liu*flr, and breath'ft, 
:hou ilaine in him : thou doft confent 
large meafure to thy Fathers death, 
hou feeft thy wretched brother dye, 
s the modell of thy Fathers life, 
ot patience {^Gaum) it is difpaire, 
ng thus thy brother to be (laughter^, 
ew'ft the naked pathway to thy life, 
g fternc rourther how to butcher thee : 
lich in roeane men we intitle patience 
old cowardice in noble breils : 
all I fay, to fafegard thine owne life, 
: way is to venge my Gloufters death. 
.Heauens is the quarrell : for heauens fubftitute 
uty annointed in his fight, 
lis'd his death, the which if wrongfiilly 
len rcuenge : for I may neuer lift 
y arme againft his Miniiler. 
Where then (alas may I)complaint my felfe^ 
To heauen,the widdowes Champion to defence 
Why then I will: farewell old Gaunt. 
•*ft to Couentrie, there to behold 
ine Hcrford, and fell Mowbray fight : 
r husbands wrongs on Herfords fpeare, 
may enter butcher Mowbrayes breft : 
ifortune miflc the firft carreere, 
^brayes finnes fo heauy in his bofome, 
cy may breake his foaming Courfen backe, 
ow the Rider headlong in the' Lifts, 
fe recreant to my Cofine Her ford: 
1 old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife 
:r companion Greefi:, muft end her life. 
Sifter farewell : I muft to Couentree, 
b good ftay with thee, as go with mee. 
Yet one wotd more : Greefe boundeth where it 
b the emptie hollownes,but weight : (falls, 

ly leaue, before I haue begun, 
ow ends not, when it feemeth done. 
id me to my brother Edmund Torl^. 
s is all : nay, yet depart not fo, 
this be all, do not fo quickly go, 
smember more. Bid him. Oh, whatf 
1 good fpeed at Plafhie vifit mee. 
and what ihall good old Yorke there fee 
)ty lodgings, and vnfurniih'd walles, 
)erd Offices, vntroden ftones } 



And what heare there for welcome, but my grones? 

Therefore commend me, let him not come there. 

To feekc out forrow, that dwels euery where : 

Defolate, defolate will I hence, and dye. 

The laft leaue of thee, takes my weeping eye. Exeunt 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter eMarJhall, and Aumerle. 

Mar. My L. Aumerle, is Harry Herford arm'd. 

Aum. Yea, at all points, and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolke, fprightfully and bold, 
Stayes but the fummons of the Appealants Trumpet. 

Au. Why then the Champions, are prcpar*d,and ftay 
For nothing but hit Maiefties approach. Fhurifl>. 

Enter King, Gaunt, Bufby, Bagot, Greene, & 
others : Then eMovbray in Ar- 
mor, and Harrold, 

Rich, Marfhall, demand of yonder Champion 
The caufe uf his arriuall heere in Armes, 
Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To fweare him in the iuftice of his caufe. 

Mar. In Gods name, and the Kings, fay who y art. 
And why thou com*ft thus knightly clad in Armes? 
Againft what man thou com'ft,and what's thy quarrell, 
Speake truly on thy knighthood, and thine oath, 
As fo defend thee heauen, and thy valour. 

cMo'». My name is Tbo. Afew^r^iy, Duke of Norfolk, 
Who hither comes engaged by my oath 
(Which heauen defend a knight fhould violate) 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth. 
To God, my King, and his fucceeding iffue, 
Againft the Duke of Herford, that appeales me : 
And by the grace of God, and this mine ^rme. 
To prouc him (in defending of my felfe) 
A Traitor to my God, my King, and me. 
And at I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Tucl^et, Enter Hereford, and Harold. 

Rich. Marfhall : Aske yonder Knight in Armes, 
Both who he is, and why he commeth hither. 
Thus placed in habiliments of warre : 
And formerly according to our Law 
Depofe him in the iuftice of his caufe. 

Mar, What is thy name? and wherfore comft y hither 
Before King Richard in his Royall Lifts? 
Againft whom com*ft thou? and what's thy quarrell? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee heauen. 

^ui. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Derbie, 
Am I : who ready heere do ftand in Armes, 
To prouc by heauens grace, and my bodies valour. 
In Lifts, on Thomas Movbray Duke of Norfolke, 
That he*s a Traitor foule, and dangerous. 
To God of heauen, King Richard, and to me. 
And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar, On paine of death, no perfon be fo bold, 
Or daring hardie as to touch the Liftes, 
Except the Marfhall, and fuch Ofificers 
Appointed to dired thefe faire defignes. 

^ul. Lord Marfhall, let me kiffe my Soueraigns hand. 
And bow my knee before his Maieftie: 
For Movfbrcy and my felfe are like two men. 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, 

c Then 
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Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue 
And louing firwell of our feuerall friends. 

Mar.'XYic Appcalant in all duty greets your Highnes, 
And craues to kiiTe your hand, and take his leaue. 

^cb. We will defcend, and fold him in our armes. 
CoHn of Herfbrd, as thy caufe is iuil, 
So be thy fortune in this Royall fight : 
Farewell, my blood, which if to day thou fliead, 
Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

'Bull, Oh let no noble eye prophane a teare 
For me, if I be gorM with c^ovtbrayet fpeare : 
As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 
My louing Lord, I take my leaue of you, 
Of you (my Noble Cofin) hoxd •AMunerU\ 
Not ficke, although I haue to do with death, 
But luftie, yong, and cheerely drawing breath. 
Loe, as at EnglKh Feafts, fo I regreete 
The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fweet. 
Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, 
Whofe youthfiill (pirit in me regenerate, 
Doth with a two-fold rigor lift mee vp 
To reach at victory aboue my head, 
Adde proofe vnto mine Armour with thy prayres, 
And with thy blefsings fteele my Lances point, 
That it may enter Movbrayes waxen Coate, 
And furniih new the name of lobn a Gaunt^ 
Euen in the lufty hauiour of his fonne. 

Gaim/.Heauen in thy good caufe make thee profp'rous 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution, 
And let thy blowes doubly redoubted. 
Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 
Of thy amaz*d pernicious enemy. 
Ronze vp thy youthfiill blood, be valiant, and liue. 

^ul. Mine innocence, and S.George to thriue. 

Mciv. How euer heauen or fortune caft my lot. 
There liuet, or dies, true to Kings Richards Throne, 
A loyall, iuil, and vpright Gentleman : 
Neuer did Captiue with a freer heart, 
Caft off his chaines of bondage, and embrace 
His golden vncontrouPd cnfranchifement. 
More then my dancing foule doth celebrate 
This Feaft of Battel], with mine Aduerfarie. 
Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres, 
Take from my mouth, the wifli of happy yeares. 
As gentle, and as iocond,as to left, 
Go I to fight : Truth, hath a quiet breft. 

Rich. Farewell, my Lord, fecurely I efpy 
Vertuc with Valour, couched in thine eye : 
Order the triall Marshall, and begin. 

c^ar. Harrle of Herford^ Lancafier^ and Derby ^ 
Receiue thy Launce, and heauen defisnd thy right. 

^ul. Strong as a towre in hope, I cry Amen. 

Mar. Go bcare this Lance to Thomas D. of Norfolke. 

j.Har. Harry of Her ford, Lancafier^ and Derbie^ 
Stands heere for God, his Soueraigne, and himfelfe. 
On paine to be found falfe, and recreant. 
To proue the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mtmbray^ 
A Traitor to his God, his King, and him. 
And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

i.Har. Here ftandeth Tho-.Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 
On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 
Both to .defend himfelfe, and to approue 
Henry of Herfordy Lancafiery and Derbyj 
To God, his Soueraigne, and to him difloyall: 
Couragioufly,and with a free defire 



Attending but the fignall to begin. A charge founded 

Mar. Sound Trumpets, and fet forward Combatants: 
Stay, the King hath throwne his Warder downc. 

Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets & their Spcarcs, 
And both returne backe to their Chaires againe : 
Withdraw with vs, and let the Trumpets found, 
While we returne thefe Dukes what we decree. 

Along Flourijb. 
Draw neere and lift 

What with our Councell we haue done. 
For that our kingdomes earth fhould not be foyld 
With that deere blood which it hath foftered. 
And for our eyes do hate the dire afpe£l 
O/ciuill wounds plowgh*d vp with neighbors fwords, 
Which fo rouz'd vp with boyftrous vntun'd dnimmes. 
With harfli refounding Trumpets dreadfull bray, 
And grating fhocke of wrathfull yron Armes, 
Might fi-om our quiet Confines fright faire peace. 
And make vs wade euen in our kindreds blood : 
Therefore, we banifli you our Territories. 
You Cofin Herford, vpon paine of death. 
Till twice fiue Summers haue enrich*d our fields, 
Shall not regreet our faire dominions. 
But treade the ftranger pathes of banifhment. 

Bui. Your will be done: This muft my comfort be. 
That Sun that warmes you heere, fhall fliineon me: 
And thofc his golden beames to you heere lent, 
Shall point on me, and gild my banifhment. 

Rich. Norfolke: for thee remaines a heauier dombe. 
Which I with fome vnwillingnefTe pronounce. 
The flye flow houres fhall not determinate 
The datelefTe limit of thy deere exile : 
The hopelefTe word, of Neuer to returne, 
Breath I againft thee, vpon paine of life. 

Movt. A heauy fentence, my moft Soueraigne Liege, 
And all vnlook*d for from your HighnefTe mouth : 
A deerer merit, not fo decpe a maime. 
As to be caft forth in the common ayre 
Haue I deferued at your HighnefTe hands. 
The Language I haue learn'd thefe forty yeares 
(My natiue Englifh ) now I muft forgo, 
And now my tongues vfe is to me no more, 
Then an vnftringed Vyall, or a Harpe, 
Or like a cunning Inftrument cas*d vp. 
Or being open, put into his hands 
That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 
Within my mouth you haue engaoPd my tongue, 
Doubly percullift with my teeth and lippes. 
And dull, vnfeeling, barren ignorance. 
Is made my Gaoler to attend on me : 
I am too old to fawne vpon a Nurfe, 
Too farre in yeeres to be a pupill now : 
What is thy fentence then, but fpcechlcfTe death. 
Which robs my tongue from breathing natiue breath ? 

I^ich^ It boots thee not to be compafsionate. 
After our fentence, plaining comes too late. 

cMcTp. Then thus I turne me from my countries light 
To dwell in folemne fhades of endlefTe night. 

Ric, Returne againe, and take an oath with thee. 
Lay on our Royall fword, your banifht hands ; 
Sweare by the duty that you owe to heauen 
(Our part therein we banifli with your felues) 
To keepe the Oath that we adminifter : 
You ueuer fhall Tfo helpe you Truth, and Heauen) 
Embrace each others loue in banifhment, 
Nor euer looke vpon each othen face, 



The life and death of^chardtbefecond. 



27 



write, rcgrectc, or reconcile 

ing tempeft of your home-bred hate, 

by aduifed purpofe meete, 

ontriue, or complot any ill, 

s, our State, our Sublets, or our Land. 

fweare. 

And I, to keepe all this, 
orfolke, fo fare, as to mine enemie, 
De f had the King permitted vs) 
ir foules had wandred in the ayre, 
his fraile fepulchre of our fleih, 
ur flefli is baniihM from this Land. 
:hy Treafons, ere thou flyc this Realme, 
a haft ^rre to go, beare not along 
;ing burthen of a guilty foule. 

No 'Bullinghro^e : If euer I were Traitor, 

be blotted from the booke of Life, 
*m heauen bani{h'd,as from hence : 

thou art, heauen, thou, and I do know, 
00 foone (I feare) the King ihall rue. 
(my Liege) now no way can I ftray, 
:e to England, all the worlds my way. Sxiu 

Vncle, euen in the glafTes of thine eyes 
greeued heart : thy fad zCpcGt, 
n the number of his bani(h*d yeares 
bure away : Six frozen Winters fpent, 
wrieh welcome home, from banishment i 
low long a time lyes in one little word: 
ging Winters, and foure wanton fprings 
word, fuch is the breath of Kings. 

I thanke my Liege, that in regard of me 
:ns foure yeares of my fonnes exile : 

vantage ihall I reape thereby. 
be fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 
ige their Moones, and bring their times about, 
dride Lampe, and time-be wafted light 
extindl with age, and endleftfe night : 
of Taper, will be burnt, and done, 
dfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 
Why Vncle, thou haft many yecrcs to liue. 

But not a minute (King) that thou canft giue; 
my dayes thou canft with fudden forow, 
:ke nights from me, but not lend a morrQw : 
ift helpe time to furrow me with age, 
no wrinkle in his pilgrimage: 
d is currant with him, for my death, 
, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath, 
rhy fonne is banifli*d vpon good aduice, 

thy tongue a party-verdidt gaue, 
3ur luftice feem'ft thou then to lowre ? 
Things fweet to taft, proue in digeftion fbwre : 
d me as a ludge, but 1 had rather 
Id haue bid me argue like a Father. 
»ok'd when fome of you ihould fay, 
> ftridt to make mine owne away: 
gaue leaue to my vnwilling tong, 
my will, to do my felfc this wrong. 

Cofine farewell : and Vncle bid him fo : 
3 we banifh him, and he fliall go. Exit. 

Fhurijh, 
lofine farewell : what prefence muft not know 
Sere you do remaine, let paper fliow. 

My Lord, no leaue take I, for I will ride 
as land will let me, by your ftde. 
.Oh to what purpofe doft thou hord thy words, 
>u teturnft no greeting to thy firiends P 



9»//. I haue too few to take my leaue of you, 
When the tongues office ihould be prodigall, 
To breath th*abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gau. Thy greefc is but thy abfence for a time. 

Bull, loy abfent, greefe is prefent for that time. 

Gau. What is iixe Winters, they are quickely gone ? 

Bui. To men in loy, but greefe makes one houre ten. 

gau. Call it a trauell that thou tak^ft for pleafure. 

^ul. My heart will iigh, when I mifcall it fo, 
Which iindes it an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Gau. The fullen paiTage of thy weary fteppes 
Efteeme a foyle, wherein thou art to fet 
The precious lewell of thy home returne. 

^ul. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the froftie Caucafus ? 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 
by bare imagination of a Feaft? 
Or Wallow naked in December fnow 
by thinking on fantaiticke fummert heate? 
Oh no, the appreheniion of the good 
Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 
Fell forrowet tooth, doth euer ranckle more 
Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore. 

G/»r.Come,come (my fon) He bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth, and caufe, I would not ftay. 

BulJThtn Englands ground firewell: fweet foil adieu. 
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which beares me yet : 
Where ere I wander, boaft of this I can. 
Though baniih*d, yet a true-borne Engliihman. 



Sccena Quarta. 



Enter King, Aumerlt, Greene f and Bagct, 

Rich. We did obferue. Cofine Anmerle, 
How far brought you high Herford on his way? 

*Aum. I brought high Herford (if you call him fo) 
but to the next high way, and there I left him. 

Rich. And fay, what ftore of parting tears were ihed^ 

Aum, Faith none for me : except the Northeaft wind 
Which then grew bitterly againft our 5ice, 
Awak*d the ileepie rhewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting vnlh a teare. 

AirA.What faid our Cofin when you parted with him? 

^tf.Farewell: and for my hart difdained y my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit opprefsion of fuch greefe. 
That word feem*d buried in my forrowes graue. 
Marry,wouId the word Farwell,haue lengthen*d houres, 
And added yeeres to his ihort baniihment, 
He ihould haue had a volume of Far wels, 
but fince it would not, he had none of me. 

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but *tis doubt. 
When time ihall call him home from baniihment, 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends. 
Our felfe, and ^ujby : heere ^agot and Greene 
Obferu*d his Courtihip to the common people : 
How he did feeme to diue into their hearts. 
With humble, and familiat courtefie. 
What reuerence he did throw away on ilaues; 
Wooing poore Craftef-men, with the craft of foules, 
And patient vnder-bearing of his Fortune, 
As *twere to baniih their affeAs with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

C2 A 



28 



The life and death of ^chard the fecond. 



A brace of Dray-mcn bid God fpccd him well, 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

With thankes my Countrimen, my louing friends, 

As were our England in reuerflon his, 

And he our fubiefts next degree in hope. 

Gr, Well,he is gdne,& with him go thefe thoughts: 
Now for the Rebels, which ftand out in Ireland, 
Expedient manage muft be made my Liege 
Ere further leyfure, yeeld them further meanes 
For their aduantage, and your Highnefle lode. 

Rk. We will our felfe in perfon to this warre. 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 
And liberall LargefTe, are growne fomewhat light. 
We are inforc*d to farme our royall Realme, 
The Reuennew whereof fhall furnifh vs 
For our affjyres in hand : if that come fhort 
Our Subflitutes at home fhall haue Blanke>charters : 
Whereto, when they fhall know what men are rich. 
They fhall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold, 
And fend them after to fupply our wants: 
For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter Bujby^ 
'Bujbyy what newcs } 

9ir. Old lohn of Gaunt is verie ficke my Lord, 
Sodainly uken, and hath fent pofl hafle 
To entreat your Maiefly to vifit him. 

7^/f . Where lyes he f 

Bu. AtElyhoufe. 

Ric, Now put it (heauen) in his Phyfitians minde. 
To helpe him to his graue immediately : 
The lining of his coffers fhall make Coates 
To decke our fouldiers for thefe Irifh warres. 
Come Gentlemen, let's all go vifit him : 
Fray heauen we may make hafl, and come too late. Exit, 



(tASlus Secundus. Scena ^rima. 



Enter Gauntyfickf mtb Torl(e» 

Gau. Will the King come, that I may breath my lafl 
In wholfome counfell to his vnflaid youth ? 

Tor. Vex not your felfe, nor flriue not with your brelh, 
For all in vainc comes counfell to his eare. 

Gau. Oh but (they fay) the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deepe harmony; 
Where words are fcarfe, they are feldomc fpcnt in vaine. 
For they breath truth, that breath their words in paine. 
He that no more mufl fay, is lifien*d more. 
Then they whom youth and eafe haue taught to giofe, 
More are mens ends mark^, then their liues before. 
The fetting Sun, and Muficke is the clofe 
As the laft tafle of fwcctes, is fweetefl lafl, 
Writ in remembrance, more then things long pafl ; 
Though Richard my liues counfell would not heare. 
My deaths fad tale, may yet vndcafe his eare. 

Tor, No, it is flopt with other flattVmg founds 
As praifes of his flate : then there are found 
Lafciuious Meetcrs, to whofe venom found 
The open eare of youth doth alwayes liflen. 
Report of fafhions in proud Italy, 
Whofe manners fVill our tardic apifh Nation 
Limpes after in bafe imitation. 



Where doth the world thrufl forth a vanity. 

So it be new, there's no refpeft how vile. 

That is not quickly buz'd into his eares i 

That all too late comes counfell to be heard. 

Where will doth mutiny with wits regard: 

Diredt not him, whofe way himfelfe will choofe, 

Tis breath thou lackfl, and that breath wilt thou loofe. 

Gaunt. Me thinkes I am a Prophet new infpir*d. 
And thus expiring, do foretell of him, 
His rafh fierce blase of Ryot cannot lafl, 
For violent fires foone burne out themfelues. 
Small fhowres lafl long, but fodaine flormes are fhort. 
He tyres betimes, that fpurs too fafl betimes; 
With eager feeding, food doth choake the feeder: 
Light vanity, infatiate cormorant, 
Confuroing meanes foone preyes vpon it felfe. 
This royall Throne of Kings, this fceptred Iflc, 
This earth of Maiefly, this feate of Mars, 
This other Eden, demy paradife. 
This Fortreffe built by Nature for her felfe, 
Againfl infe6lion,and the hand of warre : 
This happy breed of men, this little world. 
This precious flone, fet in the filucr fea, 
Which femes it in the office of a wall. 
Or as a Moate defenfiue to a houfe, 
Againfl the enuy of lefTe happier Lands, 
This bleffed plot, this earth, this Realme, this England, 
This Nurfe, this teeming wombc of Royall Kings, 
Fear*d by their breed, and famous for their birth. 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home. 
For Chriflian feruice, and true Chiuairie, 
As is the fepulcher in flubborne Jury 
Of the Worlds ranfomc, bleffed cMaries Sonne. 
This Land of fuch deere foules, this deere-decre Land, 
Deere for her reputation through the world, 
Is now Leas'd out (I dye pronouncing it^ 
Like to a Tenement or pelting Farme. 
England bound in with the triumphant fea, 
Whofe rocky fhore beates backe the enuious fiedge 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with fhame. 
With Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds. 
That England, that was wont to conquer others. 
Hath made a fhamefull conquefl of it felfe. 
Ah! would the fcandall vanifh with my life. 
How happy then were my enfuing death ? 

Enter King, Queene,tAumerIe,BuJhyyGreenef 
Bagotf RoSf andffii/ougbly. 

Tor. The King is come, deale mildly with his yoath, 
For young hot Colts, being rag'd, do rage the more. 

^, How ^res our noble Vncle Lancafter ? 

ly. What comfort man? How ifl with aged Gaunt ? 

Ga. Oh how that name befits my compofition : 
Old Gaufit indeed, and gaunt in being old : 
Within me greefc hath kept a tedious fafl. 
And who abflaynes from meate, that is not gaunt? 
For fleeping England long time haue I watcht. 
Watching breeds leanneffe, leanneffe is all gaunt. 
The pleafure that fome Fathers feede vpon. 
Is my flridl fafl, I meane my Childrens lookes. 
And therein fafling, hafl thou made me gaunt: 
Gaunt am I for the graue, gaunt as a graue, 
Whofe hollow wombe inherits naught but bones. 

Ric, Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names? 

Qau. No, mifery makes fport to mocke it felfe : 
Since thou dofl feeke to kill my name in mec, 
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ce my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

Should dying men flatter thofe that Hue ? 
!. No, no, men liuing flatter thofe that dye. 
9. Thou now a dying, fayft thou flatter'ft me. 
r. Oh no, thou dye(l, though I the ficker be. 
h, I am in health, I breath, I fee thee ilU 
V. Now he that made me, knowes I fee thee ill : 
ny fel/e to fee, and in thee, feeing ill, 
ieath-bed is no leflTer then the Land, 
ein thou lyeil in reputation ficke, 
hoo too care-lefle patient as thou art, , 
iit*ft thy* anointed body to the cure 
3fe Phyfltians, that flrft wounded thee, 
ufand flatterers flt within thy Crowne, 
e compafle is no bigger then thy head, 
'et incaged in fo fmall a Verge, 
raftc is no whit Icflcr then thy Land : 
td thy Grand Are with a Prophets eye, 
how his fonnes fonne, fhould deftroy his fonnes, 
forth thy reach he would haue laid thy fliame, 
ing thee before thou wert pofTeil, 
b art pofleft now to depofe thy fclfe. 
(Coflne) were thou Regent of the^ world, 
e a ihame to let his Land by leafe : 
M thy world enioying but this Land, 
lot more then ihame, to fliame it fo? 
ord of England art thou, and not King: 
late of Law, is bondflaue to the law, 



b. And thou, a lunaticke leane-witted fbole, 
ntng on an Agues priuiledge, 

with thy frozen admonition 

pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 
fury, from hb natiue refidence ? 
by my Seatcs right Royall Maieftie, 

thou not Brother to great Edr^ards fonne, 
tongue that runs fo roundly in thy head, 
d run thy head from thy vnreucrent flioulders. 
». Oh fpare me not, my brothers Edveardi fonne, 
lat I was his Father Edrvards fonne : 
blood already (like the Pellican) 

hail tapt out, and drunkenly carowsM. 
rother Glouceiler, plaine well meaning foule 
tm faire befall in heauen 'mongft happy foules) 
>e a preiident, and witnefTe good, 
thou refpedi'ft not fpilling Edvrards blood : 

with the prefent fickneife that I haue, 
:hy vnkindnen*e be like crooked age, 
op at once a too-long wither*d flowre. 
n thy ihame, but dye not ihame with thee, 
; words heereafber, thy tormentors bee. 
;y me to my bed, then to my graue, 
they to Hue, that loue and honor haue. Exit 

b. And let them dye, that age and fullens haue, 
Dth hail thou, and both become the graue. 
\ I do befeech your Maieilie impute his words 
ayward iicklineile, and age in him : 
ues you on my life, and holds you deere 
trry Duke of Htrford^ were he heerc. 
b. Right, you fay true : as Herfords loue, fo his; 
eirs, fo mine : and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland^ 

r. My Liege, olde Gaunt commends him to your 
lie. 



Ricb. What faycs he f 

Nor. Nay nothing, all is faid : 
His tongfte is now a ilringleife inihument. 
Words, life, and all, old Lancailer hath fpent. 

Tor. Be Yorke the next, that muil be bankrupt fo. 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

Ricb. The ripeil fruit firil fals, and fo doth he, 
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muil be : 
So much for that. Now for our Iriih warres. 
We muil fupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which liue like venom, where no venom elfe 
But onely they, haue priuiledge to liue. 
And for thefe great affayres do aske fome charge 
Towards our afsiilance, we do feize to vs 
The plate, coine, reuennewes, and moueables. 
Whereof our Vncle Gaunt did ibnd pofTeil. 

Tor. How long ihall I be patient? Oh how long 
Shall tender dutie make me fuifer wrong ? 
Not Gloufters death, nor Herfordi baniihment. 
Nor Gauntes rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs, 
Nor the preuention of poore BuUingbreol^y 
About his marriage, nor my owne difgrace 
Haue euer made me fowre my patient cheeke, 
Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraignes fice : 
I am the lail of noble Edwards fonnes. 
Of whom thy Father Prince of Wales was firil. 
In warre was neuer Lyon rag*d more fierce : 
In peace, was neuer gentle Lambe more milde, 
Then was that yong and Princely Gentleman, 
His hzt thou hail, for euen fo look*d he 
AccompliihM with the number of thy howers: 
But when he frowned, it was againil the French, 
And not againil his friends: his noble hand 
Did win what he did fpend : and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won: 
His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood. 
But bloody with the enemies of his kinne: 
Oh Richard^ Torl^ is too farre gone with greefe. 
Or elfe he neuer would compare betweene. 

Ricb. Why Vncle, 
Whac*a the matter ? 

Tor. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, if not 
I pleas*d not to be pardoned, am content with all : 
Seeke you to feize, and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of baniihM Herford ^ 
Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Harford liue ? 
Was not Gaunt iuil? and is not Harry true ? 
Did' not the one defense to haue an heyre ? 
Is not his heyre a well-deferuing fonne ? 
Take Herfords rights away, and take fi'om time 
His Charters, and his cuilomarie rights: 
Let not to morrow then infue tt> day. 
Be not thy felfe. For how art thou a King 
But by faire fequence and fuccefsion ? 
Now afore God, God forbid I fay true. 
If you do wrongfully feize Herfords right. 
Call in his Letters Patents that he hath 
By his Atrurneyes generally to fue 
His Liuerie, and denie his oflTerM homage. 
You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head. 
You loofe a thouiand well-difpofed hearts. 
And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke. 

Ric, Thinke what you will : we fcife into our hands. 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. 

Tor. He not be by the while : My Liege farewell, 
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What will enfue heercof, chere^s none can tell. 

But by bad courfet may be vnderftood, 

That their euents can neuer fall out good. * Exit, 

Rich. Go ^yjbie to the Earle of JViltJhlre ftreight. 
Bid him repaire to v$ to Sly houfe, 
To fee this buflnefTe : to morrow next 
We will for Ireland^ and 'tis time, I trow : 
And we create in abfence of our felfe 
Our Vncle Yorke, Lord Gouernor of England : 
For he is iuft, and alwayes lou*d vs well. 
Come on our Queene, to morrow muft we part, 
Be merry, for our time of (lay is fhort. Flourijb, 

cManet North. fVtilougbbyy & ^off. 

Nor. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancafter is dead. 

Rojf. And liuing too, for now his fonne is Duke* 

Wil. Barely in title, not in reuennew. 

Nor. Richly in both, if iuflice had her right. 

RoJf.My heart is great : but it muft break with filence, 
£r't be disburthenM with a liberall tongue. 

JVbr.Nay fpeake thy mind : tc let him ne'r fpeak more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to do thee harme. 

r/ATcnds that thouMft fpeake to th'Du. of Hereford, 
If it be fo, out with it boldly man, 
Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him. 

RoJf. No good at all that I can do for him, 
Vnlcire you call it good to pitie him. 
Bereft and gelded of his patrimonie. 

Nor. Now afore heauen, 'tis fhame fuch wrongs arc 
borne. 
In him a royall Prince, and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining Land; 
The King is not himfelfe, but bafely led 
By Flatterers, and what they will informe 
Meerely in hate 'gainft any of vs all. 
That will the King feuerely profecute 
'Gainft vs, our Hues, our children, and our heires. 

RoJ. The Commons hath he pil'd with greeuous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath he finde 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 

fy]l. And daily new exadions are dcuis'd. 
As blankes, beneuolcnces, and I wot not what : 
But what o'Gods name doth become of this ? 

Nor. Wars hath not wafted it, for war'd he hath not. 
But bafely yeelded vpon comprimize, 
That which his Anceftorsatchieu'd with blowes: 
More hath he fpent in peace, then they in warres. 

Rof. The Earle of Wiltfhire hath the realme in Farme. 

Wil. The Kings growne bankrupt like a broken man. 

Nor. Reproach and diflblution hangeth ouer him. 

Rof. He hath not monie for thefe Irifti warres : 
(His burthenous taxations notwithftanding) 
But by the robbing of the banifti*d Duke. 

Nor. His noble Kinfman, moft degenerate King: 
But Lords, we heare this fearefull tempeft fing. 
Yet feeke no ftielter to auoid the ftorme: 
We fee the winde fit fore vpon our failes, 
And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perifh. 

Rof. We fee the very wracke that we muft fufFer, 
And vnauoyded is the danger now 
For fuffering fo the caufes of our wracke. 

Nor. Not fo : euen through the hollow eyes of death, 
I fpie life peering : but I dare not fay 
How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 

Xfil. Nay let vs fliare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours 

Rof. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 
We three, are but thy hXft^ and fpeaking fo. 



Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

Nor. Then thus : I haue from Port U Blan 
A Bay in ^nV^mf^ receiu'd intelligence, 
That Harry Duke of Her ford, I^ainald Lord Cobbam^ 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter^ 
His brother Archbifliop, late of Canterbury^ 
Sir Thomas Erpingbam^Six lohn Raifffhn, 
Sir lohn Norberie, Sir Robert fVaterton, & Francis Qkeint, 
All thefe well furnifh'd by the Duke ofBritaine, 
With eight tall fhips, three thoufand men of warre 
Are making hither with all due expedience, 
And ftiortlymeane to touf.h our Northerne ftiore: 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ftay 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland. 
If then we ftiall ftiake off our ftauifh yoake, 
Impe out our drooping Countries broken wing, 
Redeeme from broaking pawne the blemifti'd Crowne, 
Wipe off the duft that hides our Scepters gilt, 
And make high Maieftie looke like it felfe, 
Away with me in pofte to Rauem^urgh, 
But if you faint, as fearing to do io. 
Stay, and be fecret, and my felfe will go. 

Rof To horfe, to horfe, vrge doubts to them y feare. 

Wtl. Hold out my horfe, and I will firft be there. 

Exeunt, 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Queene, Bufhy, and ^Bagot. 

Bufb. Madam, your Maiefty is too much fad. 
You promis'd when you parted with the King, 
To lay afide felfc-harming heauineffe. 
And entertaine a cheerefull difpofition. 

Qu. To pleafe the King, I did : to pleafe my felfe 
I cannot do it : yet I know no caufe 
Why I fhould welcome fuch a gueft as greefe, 
Saue bidding farewell to fo fweet a gueft 
As my fweet Richard; yet againe me thinkes, 
Some vnborne forrow, ripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me, and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles, at fomething it greeucs, 
More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bujb. Each fubftance of a greefe hath twenty ihadowi 
Which ftiewes like greefe it felfe, but is not fo : 
For forrowes eye, glazed with blinding teares, 
Diuides one thing intire, to many obie^s. 
Like perfpe^liues, which rightly gaz'd vpon 
Shew nothing but confufion, ey'd awry, 
Diftinguifti forme : fo your fweet Maieftie 
Looking awry vpon your Lords departure, 
Finde fhapes of greefe, more then himfelfe to waile, 
Which look'd on as it is, is naught bur ihadowea 
Of what it is not : then thrice-gracious Queene, 
More then your Lords departure weep not, roore's not 
Or if it be, 'tis with falfe forrowes eie, (fecne; 

Which for things true, weepe things imaginary. 

Qu. It may be fo : but yet my inward foule 
Perfwades me it is otherwife : how ere it be, 
I cannot but be fad : fo heauy fad. 
As though on thinking on no thought I thinke. 
Makes me with heauy nothing faint and ftirinke. 

Bufh, *Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady.) 
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Tis nothing leflc : conceit is ftill deriu'd 
»me fore-ftther greefe, mine is not fo, 
hing hath begot my fomething greefe, 
ething, hath the nothing that I greeue, 
reuerfion that I do poiTeffe, 

at it is, that is not yet knowne, what ^ 

t name, *tis namelelTe woe I wot. 

Enter Greene, 
, Heauen faue your Maiefty, and wel met Gentle- 
the King is not yet fliipt for Ireland. (men: 

Why hop'ft thou fo? Tis better hope he is : 
deflgnes craue haft, his haft good hope, 
therefore doft thou hope he is not ftiipt ? 
That he our hope, might haue retyrM his power, 
lien into difpaire an enemies hope, 
rongly hath fet footing in this Land. 
ni{h*d^ui/inghroci^ repeales himfelfe, 
th vp-lifted Armea is fafe arriu*d 
enjf^itrg. 
Now God in heauen forbid. 

Madam *tis too true : and that is worfe, 
Northumberland, his yong fonne Henrie Terete^ 
>rd8 of Rojfey Beaumond^ and fFi/Ungbhyf 

U their powrefull friends are fled to him. 
.Why haue you not proclaimed Northumberland 
e reft of the reuolted feflion, Traitors? 

We haue : whereupon the Earle of Worcefter 
roke his ftaffe, refignM his Stewardftiip, 

the houihold feruants Hed with him to 'Bu/IinirooH 
So Qreene^ thou art the midwife of my woe, 
ullinbrooke my forrowes difmall heyre : 
ath my foule brought forth her prodegie, 
a gasping new deliuered mother, 
roe to woe, forrow to forrow ioyn*d. 
'. Difpaire not Madam. 
Who (hall hinder me ? 
lifpaire, and be at enmitie 
ouzening hope ; he is a Flatterer, < 

fite, a keeper backe of death, 
ently would difTolue the bands of life, 

hMt hopes linger in extremity. 
Enter TorJ^ 

Heere comes the Duke of Yorke. 

With fignes of warre about his aged necke, 

1 of carefuU bufinefTe are his lookes : 

for heauens fake fpeake comfortable words : 
Comfort*s in heauen, and we are on the earth, 

nothing liues but crolTes, care and greefe : 
lusband he is gone to faue farre off, 

others come to make him loofe at home : 
im I left to vnder-prop his Land, 
veake with age, cannot fupport my felfe : 
3mes the ficke houre that his furfet made, 
lall he try his firiends that flattered him. 
Enter aferuant. 

My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came. 

He was : why fo : go all which way it will : 
obles they are fled, the Commons they are cold, 
ill I fcare reuolt on Herfords fide. 
;et thee to Plafhie to my fifter Glofler, 
r fend me prefently a thoufand pound, 
:ake my Ring. 
My Lord, 1 had forgot 

your Lordihip, to day I came by, and calPd there, 
hall greeue you to report the reft. 

What is't knaue ? 



Ser. An houre before I came, the DutchefTe di*de. 

Tor. Heau*n for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Come rufffing on this wofuU Land at once ? 
I know not what to do : I would to heauen 
(So my vntruth had not prouok'd him to it) 
The King had cut off my head with my brothers. 
What, are there poftes difpatcht for Ireland ? 
How fhall we do for money for thefe warrcs ? 
Come fifter (Cozen I would fay) pray pardon me. 
Go fellow, get thee home, poouide fome Carts, 
And bring away the Armour that is there. 
Gentlemen, will you mufter men ? 
If I know how, or which way }o order thefe afKiires 
Thus diforderly thruft into my hands, 
Neuer beleeue me. Both are my kinfmen, 
Th'one is my Soueraigne, whom both my oath 
And dutie bids defend : th*other againe 
Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong*d. 
Whom confcience, and my kindred bids to right : 
Well, fomewhat we muft do : Come Cozen, 
He difpofe of you. Gentlemen, go mufter vp your men, 
And meet me prefently at Bark ley Caftle: 
I ihould to Plafhy too : but time will not permit. 
All is vneuen, and euery thing is left at fix and feuen. Exit 

^ujb. The winde fits faire for newes to go to Ireland, 
But none returnes : For vs to leuy power 
Proportionable to th^enemy, is all impoisible. 

Qr. Befides our neeaenefTc to the King in loue. 
Is neere the hate of thofe loue not the King . 

^a And that's the wauering Commons, for their loue 
Lies in their purfes, and who fo empties them. 
By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate. 

^ujb. Wherein the king ftands generally condemned 

^ag. If iudgement lye in them, then fo do we, 
Becaufe we haue beene euer neere the King. 

Gr. Well: I will for refuge ftraight to Briftoll Caftle, 
The Earle of Wiltfliire is alreadie there. 

^ujb. Thither will I with you, for little office 
Will the hateful! Commons performe for vs. 
Except like Curres, to teare vs all in pccccs ; 
Will you go along with vs? 

Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Maieftie : 
Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine. 
We three here part, that neu*r ihall meete againe. 

Tu. That's as Yorke thriues to beate back BuIHnhro^e 

Gr. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndertakes 
Is numbring fands,and drinking Oceans drie. 
Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will flye. 

Bujb. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and euer. 
Well, we may meete againe. 

^ag» 1 feare me neuer. Exit. 



Scana Tertia. 



Enter the Dui(e of Hereford^ and Northum- 
berland. 

'Bui. How farrc is it my Lord to Berkley now ? 
Nor, Beleeue me noble Lord, 
I am a ftranger heere in Gloufterfhire, 
Thefe high wilde hilles, and rough vneeuen waies, 
Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearifome: 
And yet our fiure difcourfe hath beene as fugar, 

Mak in 
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Making the hard way fweet and delegable : 

But I bethinke me, what a wearie way 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cottihold will be found, • 

In RoJJeznd WilUugbiy fWSLUUng your companie, 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 

The tedioufnefletand procelTe of my trauell : 

But theirs is fweetned with the hope to haue 

The prefcnt benefit that I poflTcffe j 

And hope to icy, is little lefTe in ioy, 

Then hope enioy'd i By this, the wearie Lords 

Shall make their way feeme ihort,as mine hath done. 

By fight of what I haue, your Noble Companie. 

^uil. Of much leHe value is my Companie, 
Then your good words : but who comes here ^ 
Sfiter H. Terete. 

North, It is my Sonne, young Harry Perc'te, 
Sent from my Brother Worcefter : Whence foeuer. 
Harrjf how fares your Vnckle ? 

Percie, I had thought, my Lord, to haue learnM his 
health of you. 

North. Why, is he not with the Queene? 

Terete. No, my good Lord, he hath torfook the Court, 
Broken hisSuffe of Office,and difpcrft 
The Houfehold of the King. 

North. What was his reafon ? 
He was not fo refolu'dywhen we laft fpake together, 

Percie, Becaufe your Lordfliip was proclaimed Traitor. 
But hee, my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 
To offer feruice to the Duke of Hereford, 
And fent me ouer by Barkely, to difcouer 
What power the Duke of Yorke had leuicd there, 
Then with direction to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 

North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy. ) 

Percie. No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne*re I did remember : to my knowledge, 
I neuer in my life did looke on him. 

North. Then learne to know him now : this is the 
Duke. 

Percie. My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice. 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 
Which elder dayes ihall ripen, and confirme 
To more approued feruice, and defert* 

Bui/. I thanke thee gentle Percie, and be fure 
I count my felfe in nothing elfe fo happy. 
As in a Soule remem bring my good Friends : 
And as my Fortune ripens with thy Loue, 
It fhall be ft) 11 thy true Loues recompence. 
My Heart this Couenant makes, my Hand thus feales it. 

North. How farre is it to Barkely ? and what ftirre 
Keepes good old Torl^ there, with his Men of Warre ? 

Percie. There ftands the Caftle,by yond tuft of Trees, 
Mann*d with three hundred men, as 1 haue heard, 
And in it are the Lords ofTorl^e, Barkely, and Seymor, 
None elfe of Name, and noble eAimate. 
Enter Rojfe and JViUoughby. 

North. Here come the Lords of RoJfe and Villoughhy, 
Bloody with fpurring,fierie red with hafle. 

Buii. Welcome my Lords, I wot your loue purfues 
A banifht Traycor ; all my Treafurie 
Is yet but vnfelt thanlces, which more enrich'd. 
Shall be your loue, and labours recompence. 

RoJ\ Your prcfence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord. 

Wi/Io, And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it. 

^uIL Euermore thankes,th*£xchequer of the poore. 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeeres. 
Stands for my Bountie : but who comes here f 



Enter ^arJ^ely. 

North. It is my Lord of Barkely, as I ghelTe. 

^arl^. My Lord of Hereford, my Meflage is to you. 

^ull. My Lord, my Anfwere is to Lancafier, 
And I am come to feeke that Name in England, 
And I muft findc that Title in your Tongue, 
Before I make reply to aught you fay. 

Bar\, Miftake me not, my Lord,*tis not my meaning 
To raze one Title of your Honor out. 
To you, my Lord, I come (what Lord you will) 
From the moft glorious of this Land, 
The Duke of Yorke, to know what pricks you on 
To uke aduantage of the abfent time, 
And fright our Natiue Peace with felfc-borne Armes. 
Enter Yori^e. 

Bull. I fhall not need tranfport my words by you. 
Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My Noble Vnckle. 

Torl^. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whofe dutie is deceiuablc,and falfe. 

^ull. My gracious Vnckle. 

Torl^. Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Vnckle me, 
I am no Traytors Vnckle ; and that word Grace, 
In an vngracious mouth, is but prophane. 
Why haue thefe banifh'd,and forbidden Legges, 
Dar*d once to touch a Dufl of Englands Ground i 
But more then why, why haue they dar'd to march 
So many miles vpon her peacefull Bofome, 
Frighting her pale-fac*d Villages with Warre, 
And oflentation of defpifed Armes? 
Com'fl thou becaufe th'anoynted King is hence? 
Why foolifh Boy, the King is left behind. 
And in my loyall Bofome lyes his power. 
Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth. 
As when braue Gaunt^xhy Father, and my felfe 
Refcued the Blacf^ Pri»«, that yong cMan of men. 
From forth the Rankes of many thoufand French : 
Oh then, how quickly fhould this Arme of mine. 
Now Prifoner to the Paliie, chaflife thee. 
And minifter correction to thy Fault. 

^uU. My gracious Vnckle, let me know my Fault, 
On what Condition flands it,and wherein? 

Torl{^. Euen in Condition of the word degree. 
In grolTe Rebellion, and detefted Treafon: 
Thou art a banifh'd man, and here art come 
Before th*expiration of thy time. 
In brauing Atmes againft thy Soueraigne. 

Bull. As I was baniih'd,! was baniih*d Hereford, 
But as I come, I come for Lancajier. 
And Noble Vnckle, I befeech your Grace 
Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye: 
You are my Father, for me thinkes in you 
I fee old Qaunt aliue. Oh then my Father, 
Will you permit,that I fhall Aand condemnM 
A wandring Vagabond ; my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my armes perforce, and giuen away 
To vpfhrtVnthrifts^ Wherefore was I borne ^ 
If that my Coufin King, be King of England, 
It mufl be graunted, I am Duke of Lancafler. 
You haue a Sonne, j^i/mrr/r, my Noble Kinfman, 
Had you firfl died, and he beene thus trod downe. 
He fhould haue found his Vnckle Gaunt a Father, 
To rowze his Wrongs, and chafe them to the bay. 
I am denyde to fue my Liuerie here. 
And yet my Letters Patents giue me leaue : 
My Fathers goods are all diflraynd,and fold, 
And thefe,and all,are all amiffe imployd. 
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uld you haue me doe ? I am a Subie^, 
lengc Law: Attorneyes are denyM me j 
eforc perfonally 1 lay my claime 
ihericanceof free Difccnt. 
The Noble Duke hath been too much abus'd. 
t ftands your Grace vpon,to doe him right. 
Bafe men by his endowments are made great. 
My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 
id feeling of my Cofens Wrongs, 
ur*d all 1 could to doe him right : 
is kind, to come in brauing Armes, 
rne Caruer, and cut out his way, 
ot Right with Wrongs, it may not be ; 
that doe abett him in this kind, 
Lebellion,and are Rebels all. 
The Noble Duke hath fworne his comming is 
is owne ; and for the right of that, 
jaue ftrongly fworne to giue him ayd, 
)im neu'r fee Ioy,that breakes that Oath, 
Well,wcll,I fee the iffue of thefe Armes, 
mend it, I muft needes confefle, 
ny power is wcake,and all ill left: 
ould,by him that gaue me life, 
ttach you all, and make you ftoope 
Soueraigne Mercy of the King. 
I cannot, be it knowne to you, 
laine as Neuter. So fare you well, 
ou pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 
e repofe you for this Night. 
\n offer Vnckle,that wee will accept: 
muft winne your Grace to goe with vs 
w Caftle, which they fay is held 
\BagbtyZx\^ their Complices, 
rpillers of the Commonwealth, 
haue fworne to weed, and plucke away, 
[t may be I will go with you: but yet lie pawfe, 
loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 
ids, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 
ift redre{re,are now with me paft care. Exeunt. 
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Enter Salisbury^ and a Captaine. 

\Ay Lord of Salisbury, we haue ftayd ten dayes, 

lly kept our Countreymen together, 

ive hearc no tidings from the King ; 

; we will difperfe our felues: farewell. 

ay yet another day, thou trullie Welchman, 

; repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

Tis thought the King is dead,Mre will not ftay; 

trees in our Countrey all are witherM, 

eors fright the fixed Starres of Heauen j 

•fiic*d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 

e-look*d Prophets whifper fearefull change ; 

1 looke fad, and Ruffians dance and leape, 

in feare,to loofe what theyenioy, 

r to enioy by Rage, and Warre : 

nes fore-run the death of Kings. 

our Countreymen are gone and fled, 

(TurM Richard their King it dead, Exit» 



Sal. Ah ^icbardy with eyes of heauie mind, 
I fee thy Glory, like a fliooting Starre, 
Fall to the bafe Earth, from the Firmament: 
Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft, 
Witnefllng Stormes to come. Woe, and Vnreft : 
Thy Friends are fled, to wait vpon thy Foes, 
And croflTely to thy good, all fortune goes. Exit. 



(t4£lusTertius. Scena^rima. 



Enter ^uUingbrool^, ^or^^*, Northumberland^ 

Rojfty Percicy IVillougbby^ with ^ujhie 

and Greene Trifoners. 

*iBuIl. Bring forth thefe men : 
^ujhie and Qreene, I will not vex your foules, 
(Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies) 
With too much vrging your pernitious Hues, 
For *twerc no Charitie : yet to wafli your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 
I will vnfold fome caufes of your deaths. 
You haue mis-led a Prince, a Royall King, 
A happie Gentleman in Blood, and Lineaments, 
By you vnhappied,and disfigured deane: 
You haue in manner with your finfull houret 
Made a Diuorce betwixt his Queene and him. 
Broke the poffeffion of a Royall Bed, 
And ftayn*d the beautie of a faire Queenes Cheekes, 
With teares drawn fro her eyes, with your foule wrongs. 
My fclfc a Prince, by fortune of my birth, 
Neere to the King in blood, and neere in loue. 
Till you did make him mif-interprete me, 
Haue ftoopt my neck vnder your iniuries, 
And figh'd my Englifti breach in forraine Clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banifliment ; 
While you haue fed vpon my Seignories, 
Dif-park*d my Parkes,and fell'd my Forreft Woods; 
From mine owne Windowes torne my Houfehold Coat, 
Raz*d out my Impreffe,leauing me no figne, 
Saue mens opinions, and my liuing blood. 
To flicw the World I am a Gentleman. 
This, and much more, much more then twice all this, 
Condemnes you to the death : fee them deliuered ouer 
To execution,and the hand of death. 

Bujhle. More welcome is the ftroake of death to me. 
Then ^ullingtrooke to England. 

Greene. My comfort is, that Heauen will take our foules. 
And plague Iniuftice with the paines of Hell. 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland,Cet them difpatcb*d : 
Vncklc,you fay the Queene is at your Houfe, 
For Heauens fake fairely let her be entreated, 
Tell her I fend to her my kind commends ; 
Take fpeciall care my Greetings be deliuer*d. 

Terl^. A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatch*d 
With Letters of your loue, to her at large. 

Bull. Thankes gentle Vnckle : come Lords away. 
To fight with Glendeure, and his Complices ; 
A while to worke,and after holliday. 

Exeunt. 
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Drums: Flourijbfand Qolours, . 
Enter R'ichardy Aumerle^ CarliU^ and Sou/diers. 

Rich. Barlcloughly Caftle call you this at hand ? 

Ai. Yea, my Lord : how brooks your Grace the ayrc, 
After your late to/Ting on the breaking Seas? 

Ricb. Needs mud I like it well : I weepe for ioy 
To ftand vpon my Kingdome once againe. 
Deere Earth, I doe falute thee with my hand, 
Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes hoofes : 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 
Playes fondly with her teares, and fmiles in meeting ; 
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee my Earth, 
And doe thee fauor with my Royall hands. 
Feed not thy Soueraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy Sweetes, comfurt his rauenous fence : 
But let thy Spiders, that fuck vp thy Venome, 
And heauie-gated Toades lye in their way, 
Doing annoyance to the trecherous feete. 
Which with vfurping fteps doe trample thee. 
Yeeld fttnging Nettles to mine Enemies; 
And when they from thy Bofome pluck a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking Adder, 
Whofe double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death vpon thy Soueraignes Enemies. 
Mock not my fenceleflfeConiuration, Lords; 
This Earth fliall haue a feeling, and thefe Stones 
Proue armed Souldiers, ere her Natiue King 
Shall falter vnder foule Rebellious Armes. 

Cur.Feare not my Lord, that Power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in fpight of all. 

uium. He meanes,my Lord, that we are too remiffe, 
Whileft ^«///>^^roo/^* through our fee uri tie, 
Growes ftrong and great, in fubdance and in friends. 

Ricb. Difcomfortable Cou(in,knowe(V thou not, 
That when the fearching Eye of Heauen is hid 
Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World, 
Then Theeues and Robbers raunge abroad vnfeene, 
In Murthers and in Out-rage bloody here : 
But when from vnder this Terreftriall Ball 
He fires the prowd tops of the Eafterne Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through eu*ry guiltie hole, 
Then Murthers, Treafons, and detefted finnes 
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backs) 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelues. 
So when this Thecfe, this TriytoT^ul/inghrooi^e, 
Who all this while hath reueird in the Night, 
Shall fee vs rifing in our Throne, the Ead, 
His Treafons will fit blufhing in his face. 
Not able to endure the fight of Day ; 
But felfe-affrigh ted, tremble at his finne. 
Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea 
Can wafli the Balme from an anoynted King; 
The breath of worldly men cannot depofe 
The Deputie ele^ed by the Lord : 
For euery man that BuIiingbrool(e hath preft. 
To lift fiirewd Steele againft our Golden Crowne, 
Heauen for his Ricbard hath in heauenly pay 



A glorious Angell: then if Angels fight, 

Weake men mu(l fall, for Heauen ftill guards the right. 

Enter Salisbury. 
Welcome my Lord, how farrc off lyes your Power ? 

Salitb. Nor neere, nor farther off, my ^acious Lord, 
Then this weake arme ; difcomfort guides my tongue. 
And bids me fpeake of nothing but defpaire: 
One day too late, I feare (my Noble Lord) 
Hath clouded all thy happie dayes on Earth : 
Oh call backe Yefterday,bid Time returne. 
And thou /halt haue twelue thoufand fighting men : 
To day, to day,vnhappie day too late 
Orethrowes thy loyes. Friends, Fortune, and thy State;^ 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 
Are gone to ^u//r/}^^rao/^«,difper{V,and fied. 

j^um. Comfort my Liege, why lookes your Grace i 
pale? 

%icb. But now the blood of twentie thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fied, 
And till fo much blood thither come againe, 
Haue I not reafon to looke pale,and dead ? 
All Soules that will be fafe, fiye from my fide. 
For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

%Aum. Comfort my Liege, remember who you are. 

Ricb. I had forgot my felfc. Am I not King ? 
Awake thou fluggard Maieffie,thou fieepeft: 
Is not the Kings Name fortie thoufand Names? 
Arme,arnie my Name : a punie fubie^ ftrikes 
At thy great glory. Looke not to the ground, 
Ye Fauorites of a King: are wee not high i 
High be our thoughts : I know my Vnckle Yori^ 
Hath Power enough to ferue our turne. 
But who comes here i Enter Scroope. 

Scroope. More health and happineffe betide my Liege, 
Then can my care-tun*d tongue deliuer him. 

Ricb. Mine eare is open,and my heart prepared : 
The word is worldly loire,thou canft vnfold: 
Say,Is my Kingdome loft?why 'twas my Care: 
And what loffc is it to be rid of Care ? 
Striues BuUtngbroo^e to be as Great as wee i 
Greater he fiiall not be : If hee ferue God, 
WeeM feniehim too, and be his Fellow fo. 
Reuolt our Subtests? That we cannot mend. 
They brealce their Faith to God, as well as vs: 
Cry Woe, Deftrudlion, Ruine, Loffe, Decay, 
The worft is Death, and Death will haue his day. 

Scroope. Glad am I, that your Highneffe is (o arm'd 
To bcare the tidings of Calamitie. 
Like an vnfeafonable ftormie day, 
Which make the Silucr Riuers drowne their Shores, 
As if the World were all diffolu'd to teares : 
So high,aboue his Limits, fwells the Rage 
Of Bu/Iingbroo^e^ couering your fearefull Land 
With hard bright Steele, and hearts harder then Steele: 
White Beares haue arm*d their thin and haireleffe Scalps 
Againft thy Maieftie,and Boyes with Womens Voyces, 
Striue to fpeake bigge, and clap their female ioints 
In ftiffe vnwieldie Armei : againft thy Crowne 
Thy very Beadf-men learne to bend their Bowes 
Of double fatall Eugh : againft thy State 
Yea Diftaffe- Women manage ruftie Bills : 
Againft thy Seat both young and old rebell, 
And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell. 

Ricb. Too well, too well thou tell'ft a Tale fo ill. 
Where is the Earle of Wiltfliire? where is ^agotf 
What is become ofBuJbie^ where is Qreene ? 

That 
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That they haue let the dangerous Enemie 
Meafure our Confines with fuch pcacefull ftcps? 
If we preuaile, their heads (hall pay for it. 
1 warrant they haue made peace with ^ullinghrool^. 
, Scrnopt. Peace haue they made with him indeede(my 
Lord.) 
I ^b. Oh Villainf, Vipen,damn*d without redemption, 
I Doggn,eafily woon to fawne on any man, 
Snakes in m*y heart blood warm'd, that fting my heart, 
Three ludafTes, each one thrice worfe then ludas^ 
Would they make peace? terrible Hell make warre 
Vpon their fpotted Soules for this Offence. 

Scrocfe. Sweet Loue(I fee) changing his propertie, 
Turnes to the fowreft,and mod deadly hate : 
Agajoe vncarfe their Soules ; their peace is made 
With Heads, and not with Hands: thofe whom you curfe 
Haue felt the word of Deaths deftroying hand. 
And lye fiiU low,grau*d in the hollow ground. 

Am. Is ^ujbie, Greene, and the Earle of Wildhire 
dead^ 
Scroofe. Yea,all of them at Briftow loft their heads. 
Aitm. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich. No matter where ; of comfort no man fpeake : 
Let's tallce of Graues,of Wormes,and Epitaphs, 
Make Duft our Paper, and with Raynie eyes 
Write Sorrow on the Bofome of the Earth. 
I^t'i chufe Executors, and talke of Wills : 
And yet not Co ; for what can we bequeath, 
Saue our depofed bodies to the ground ^ 
Our Lands,our Liues,and all are BuUiHghrooJ^et y 
And nothing can we call our owne,but Death, 
And that fmall Modcll of the barren Earth, 
Which ferues as Pafte,and Couer to our Bones: 
For Heauens fake let vs fit vpon the ground. 
And tell fad ftoriea of the death of Kings : 
How fome haue been depos*d, fome fiaine in warre, 
^me haunted by the Ghofts they haue deposM, 
Some poyfonM by their Wiues,fome fleeping kilFd, 
All murther*d. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall Temples of a King, 
Keepes Death his Court, and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his State, and grinning at hb Pompe, 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 
To Monarchize, be fear*d,and kill with lookes, 
lofiifing him with felfe and vaine conceit. 
As if this Fleih, which walls about our Life, 
Were Braife impregnable : and humor*d thus. 
Comes at the laft,and with a little Pinne 
Bores through his Caftle Walls,and farwell King. 
Couer your heads, and mock not fleih and blood 
With folemne Reuerence : throw away Refpefl, 
Tradition, Forme, and Ceremonious dutie. 
For you haue but miftooke me all this while: 
I Hue with Bread like you, feele Want, 
Tafte Griefe,need Friends: fubie^d thus, 
How can you (ay to me, I am a King } 
Car/.My Lord, wife men ne're waile their prefent woes, 
Bat prefently preuent the wayes to waile : 
To feare the Foe,fince feare oppreflfeth ftrength, 
Giues in your weakenefle, ftrength vnto your Foe; 
Feare, and be flaine,no worfe can come to fight. 
And fight and die, is death deftroying death. 
Where fearing, dying, payes death feruile breath. 

jhm. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him, 
And leame to make a Body of a Limbe. 

Ricb.Thoix chid*ft me welltproud ^ullingbrookf I come 
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To change Blowes with thee, for our day of Doome : 

This ague fit of feare is ouer-blowne. 

An eafie taske it is to winne our owne. 

Say &-roo^, where lyes our Vnckle with his Power? 

Speake fweetly man, although thy lookes be fowre. 

Scroope. Men iudge by the complexion of the Skie 
The ftate and inclination of the day; 
So may you by my dull and heauie Eye : 
My Tongue hath but a hcauicr Tale to fay : 
I play the Torturer, by fmall and fmall 
To lengthen out the worft,that muft be fpoken. 
Your Vnckle Tor\e is ioyn'd with BulHngbrooke, 
And all your Northerne Caftles yeelded vp. 
And all your Southerne Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his FadHon. 

^tcb. Thou haft faid enough. 
Beflirew thee Coufin, which didft lead me forth 
Of that fweet way I was in, to defpaire : 
What fay you now ? What comfort haue we now i 
By Heauen He hate him euerlaftingly. 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Goe to Flint Caftle, there He pine away, 
A King, Woes flaue,fliall Kingly Woe obey: 
That Power I haue,difchargefand let'em goe 
To care the Land, that hath fome hope to grow, 
For I haue none. Let no man fpeake again^ 
To alter this, for counfaile is but vaine. 

Aum. My Liege, one word. 

Rich. He does me double wrong. 
That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue. 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence away. 
From Rtchardi Night, to BuUlngbrcokes fiire Day. 

Exeunt, 
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EMUer v'lth Drum and Colours^^ullinghrool^f 
TorJ^ey Nor thumher land f Attendants. 

fBuii. So that by this intelligence we leame 
The Welchmen are difpert*d,and Salitbury 
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 
With fome few priuate friends, vpon thisCoaft. 

North. The newes is very faire and good, my Lord, 
Rjcbardf not hrre from hence, hath hid his head. 

Torl(. It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King Richard: alack the heauie day, 
When fuch a facred King (hould hide his head. 

North. Your Grace miftaket : onely to be briefe. 
Left I his Title out. 

Torl^. The time hath beenc. 
Would you haue beene fo briefe with him, he would 
Haue beene fo briefe with you, to (horten you. 
For taking fo the Head, your whole heads length. 

^ulL Miftake not (Vnckle) fiirther then you (hould. 

Tor\. Take m>t(good Coufin) farther then you (bould. 
Leaft you miftake the Heauens are ore your head. 

BulL I know it( Vnckle )and oppofe not my felfe 
Againft. their will. But who comes here ? 

Enter Tereie, 
Welcome f£tirry:what, will not this Caftle yeeld T 

Per. The Caftle royally is mann*d,my Lord, 
Againft thy entrance. 

fSu/i, Roy- 
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Bull. Royally^ Why,it containes no King? 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) 
It doth containe a King : King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 
And with bimythe Lord ^m;r/^,Lord SaUibury^ 
Sir Stephen Scroope, beiides a Clergie man 
Of holy reuerence; who,I cannot learne. 

North. Oh, belike it is the Bifliop of Carlile. 

^ull. Noble Lord, 
Goe to the rude Ril» of that ancient Caftle, 
Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruinM Eares, and thus deliuer : 
Henry Bullingbrool^e vpon his knees doth kiffe 
King Richards hand, and fends allegeance 
And true faith of heart to his Royall Perfon: hither come 
£uen at his feet, to lay my Armes and Power, 
Prouided,tbat my Banifhment repeals, 
And Lands reftor*d againe,be freely graunted : 
If not, He vfe th*aduantage of my Power, 
And lay the Summers duft with ihowers of blood, 
RaynM from the wounds of flaughter'd Engliflimen ; 
The which, how farre off from the mind of 'BuUingbrool^ 
It is, fuch Crimfon Tempeft (hould bedrench 
The frefh grcene Lap of fairc King Richards Land, 
My (looping dutie tenderly fhall ihew. 
Goe fignifie as much, while here we march 
Vpon the Graflfie Carpet of this Plaine: 
Let's march without the noyfe of threatning Drum, 
That from this Caftles tatter'd Battlements 
Our faire Appointments may be well perus'd. 
Me thinkes King Richard and my felfe ihould meet 
With no leffe terror then the Elements 
Of Fire and Water, when their thundring fmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudie Cheekes of Heauen: 
Be he the fire, He be the yeclding Water; 
The Rage be his, while on the Earth I raine 
My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 
March on, and marke King Richard how he lookes. 

Parle tpithoutf and anfwere within : then a Flourijb. 
Enter en the fValls , Richard^ Carlile^ Aumerle^ Scroop , 
Salisbury. 
See, fee. King Richard doth himfelfe appeare 
As doth the bluihing diicootsnted Sunne, 
From out the fierie Portlil^tllue Eaft, 
When he percciucs the enuioi|ijpkmdt are bent 
To dimme his g! rv,an J to jttjU^lc traa 
Of his bright, ' ' ' ^"Ulijlil 

Tork^. y20 '•Jiold his Eye 

(As biir 
Cootroi 
That 

Rk ^ flood 

Taw 
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Armies of Peftilence, and they ihall ftrike 
Your Children yet vnborne,and vnbegot. 
That lift your VafTall Hands againft my Head, 
And threat the Glory of my precious Crowne. 
Tell ^ullingbrool^e, for yond me thinkes he is. 
That euery ftride he makes vpon my Land, 
Is dangerous Treafon : He is come to ope 
The purple Teftament of bleeding Warre j 
But ere the Crowne he looket for,liue in peace. 
Ten thousand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnet 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face. 
Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
To Scarlet Indignation, and bedew 
Her Paftors Grafle with faithfull Englifh Blood. 

North. The King of Heauen forbid our Lord the Kiog 
Should fo with ciuill and vnciuill Armes 
Be rufh'd vpon : Thy thrice-noble Coufin, 
Harry ^ullingbrool^f doth humbly kiffe thy hand, 
And by the Honorable Tom be he fweares. 
That (lands vpon your Royall Grand(ires Bones, 
And by the Royalties of both your Bloods, 
(Currents that fpring from one mod gracious Head) 
And by the buried Hand of Warlike Gaunt ^ 
And by the Worth and Honor of himfelfe, 
Comprtfing all that may be fworne,or faid. 
His comming hither hath no further fcope. 
Then for his Lineall Royalties, and to begge 
Infranchifement immediate on his knees : 
Which on thy Royall partie graunted once. 
His glittering Armes he will commend tu*Ruft, 
His barbed Steedes to Stables, and his heart 
To faithfull feruice of your Maiedie ; 
This fweares he, as he is a Prince,is iuil. 
And as I am a Gentleman, I credit him. 

Rich. Northumberlandjfzy thus : The King retumes, 
His Noble Coufin is right welcome hither. 
And all the number of his faire demands 
Shall be accompIi(h*d without contradidion : 
With all the gracious vtterance thou had, 
Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 
We doe debafe our felfe(Coufin)doe we not. 
To looke fo poorely, and to fpeake fo faire ? 
Shall we call back Northumberland^ and fend 
Defiance to the Tray tor, and fo die? 

Aum. No, good my Lord, let's fight with gentle words, 
Till time lend friends,and friends their helpeful Swords. 

Rich. Oh God, oh God, that ere this tongue of mine, 
That layd the Sentence of dread Banifhment 
On yond prowd man,fhould take it offagaine 
With words of footh : Oh that I were as great 
As is my Griefe,or leffer then my Name, 
Or that I could forget what I haue beene, 
Or not remember what I mud be now: 
S weird thou prowd heart? He giue thee fcope to beat. 
Since Foes haue fcope to beat both thee and me. 

Aum. Northumberland comes backe from ^ulPag- 
brooi^e. 

Rich. What mud the King doe now^mud he fubmit^ 
The King (hall doe it : Mud he be deposed i 
The King (hall be contented: Mud be loofe 
The Name of King f o' Gods Name let it goe. 
He giue my lewels for a fett of Beades, 
My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 
My gay Apparrell,for an Almes-mans Gowne, 
My figur'd Goblets, for a Di(h of Wood, 
My Scepter, for a Palmen walking Sufie, 

My' 
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eds,for a payre of carued Saints, 

large Kingdome,for a lictlc Graue, 
little Graue,an obfcure Graue. 
r buryed in the Kings high-way, 
ly of common Trade, where Subiedts feet 
vrely trample on their Soueraignes Head : 
ay heart they tread now,whilcft I Hue j 
yed once, why not vpon my Head f 
, thou weep'ft ( my tender-hearted CouAn ) 
aake foule Weather with defpifed Teares : 
es,and they, (hall lodge the Summer Come, 
Ice a Dearth in this reuolting Land, 
we play the Wantons with our Woes, 
ice fortie prettie Match, with (hedding Teares? 
: to drop them ftill vpon one place, 
' haue fretted vs a payre of Graues, 
iie Earth : and therein lay'd, there lyes 
ifmen,digg'd their Graues with weeping Eyes? 
lot this in, doe well ? Well, well, I fee 
ut idly,and you mock at mee. 
ghtic Prince, my Lord Northumberland^ 
jfcs King BuUingbrcol^f Will his Maieftie 
hard leaue to Hue, till Richard die^ 
Ice a Legge,and ^uUlngbroo^e fayes I. 
. My Lord, in the bafe Court he doth attend 
:e with you, may it pleafe you to come downe. 
Downe,downe I come, like glift'ring Phaeton^ 
; the manage of vnnily lades, 
afe Court ? bafe Court, where Kings grow bafe, 
: at Tray tors Calls, and doe them Grace, 
•afe Court come down: down Court, down King, 
t-Owls flirike, where mouting Larks (hould (ing. 
What fayes his Maieftie ? 
. Sorrow,and gricfe of heart 
im fpeake fondly, like a frantick man: 
s come. 

Stand all apart, 
M faire dutie to bis Maieftie. 
lous Lord. 
Faire Couiin, 
afe your Princely Knee, 
t the bafe Earth prowd with kifting it. 
;r had, my Heart might feele your Loue, 
)r vnpleasM Eye fee your Courtefic. 
in,vp, your Heart is vp,l know, 
;h at leaft, although your Knee be low. 

My gracious Lord, I come but for mine 

Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and 

So farre be mine, my moft redoubted Lord, 
rue feruice fhall deferue your loue. 
Well you deferu'd : 
cU deferue to haue, 
ow the ftrong*ft, and fureft way to get. 
;iue me your Hand : nay,drie your Eyes, 
lew their Loue, but want their Remedies, 
am too young to be your Father, 
you are old enough to be my Heire. 
u will haue, He glue, and willing to, 
we muft,what force will haue vs doe. 
owards London : 
s it fo ? 

Yea, my good Lord. 
Then I muft not fay, no. 

Flourijh. Exeunt. 




Enter the Queene^and tvo Ladies. 

i^. What fport fliall we deuife here in this Garden, 
To driue away the heauie thought of Care ? 

La, Madame, wec'le play at Bowles. 

i^ff ."Twill make me thinke the World is full of Rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas. 
La. Madame, wee*le Dance. 
Slu, My Legges can keepc no meafure in Delight, 
When my poore Heart no meafure keepes in Griefe. 
Therefore no Dancing(Girle^ fomc other fport. 

La. Madame, wee'le tell Tales. 

Slu. Of Sorrow, or of Griefe ? 

La. Of eyther, Madame. 

Slu. Of neyther,Girlc. 
For if of loy, being altogether wanting. 
It doth remember me the more of Sorrow: 
Or if of Griefe, being altogether had. 
It addes more Sorrow to my want of loy : 
For what I haue, I need not to repeat; 
And what I want, it bootes not to complaine. 

La. Madame, He fing. 

^.*Tis well that thou haft caufe : 
But thou fliould'ft pleafe me better, would^ft thou weepe. 

La. I could weepe, Madame, would it doe you good. 

S^u. And I could ftng, would weeping doe me good, 
And neuer borrow any Teare of thee. 

Enter a Gardiner , and two Seruants. 
But ftay,here comes the Gardiners, 
Let*8 ftep into the ihadow of thefe Trees. 
My wretchednefte,vnto a Rowe of Pinnes, 
TheyMe talke of State: for euery one doth fo, 
Againft a Change; Woe is fore-runne with Woe. 

Gard. Goe binde thou vp yond dangling Apricocks, 
Which like vnruly Children, make their Syre 
Stoupe with oppreftion of their prodigall weight: 
Giue fome fupportance to the bending twigges. 
Goc thou, and like an Executioner 
Cut off the heads of too faft growing fprayes. 
That looke too loftie in our Common«wealth : 
All muft be euen^in our Gouernment. 
You thus imploy*d, I will goe root away 
The noyfomc Weedes,that without profit fucke 
The Soyles fertilitie from wholefome flowers. 

Ser. Why ftiould we,in the compaiTe of a Pale, 
Keepe Law and Forme,and due Proportion, 
Shewing as in a Modell our firme Eftate ? 
When our Sea-wailed Garden, the whole Land, 
Is full of Weedes,her faireft Flowers choakt vp. 
Her Fruit-trees all vnpruin'd,her Hedges ruin*d, 
Her Knots difordcr'd,and her wholefome Hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers. 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 
He that hath fufferM this diforderM Spring, 
Hath now himfelfe met with the Fall of Leafe. 
The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Leaues did fhelter, 
That feem'd,in eating him, to hold him vp. 
Are puird vp,Root and all, by BulUngbrool^e : 
I meane,the Earle of Wiltfliire,^«^iV,C?r«w. 

d Srr.What, 
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Ser. What are they dead ? 

GarJ. They are, 
And ^uU'wgbroof{e hath feizM the waftefuU King. 
Oh, what pitty is it, that he had not fo triniM 
And dreft his Land, as we this Garden, at time of ycarc, 
And ^yound the Barke, the skin of our Fruit-trees, 
Lead being ouer-proud with Sap and Blood, 
With too much riches it confound it felfe? 
Had he done fo, to great and growing men. 
They might haue liu'd to beare, and he to tafte 
Their fruites of dutie. Superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughes may liue: 
Had he done fo, himfclfe had borne the Crownc, 
Which wa(le and idle houres,hath quite thrown downe. 

Ser. What thinke you the King ihall be depoiM ? 

Gar. Depreft he is already, and deposM 
*Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night 
To a deere Friend of the Duke of Yorkes, 
That tell blacke tydings. 

j^.Oh I am preft to death through want of fpeaking: 
Thou old Adams likeneflTe, fct to drcflTc this Garden : 
How dares thy harfli rude tongue found this vnpleafing 
What £ue? what Serpent hath fuggefted thee, (newes 

To make a fecond fall of curfed manP 
Why do'ft thou lay. King ^chard is deposed, 
Dar*ft thou, thou little better thing then earth, 
Diuine his downfall P Say, where, when,and how 
Cam*(l thou by this ill-tydingsPSpeake thou wretch. 

Gard. Pardon me Madam. Little ioy haue I 
To breath thefe newes; yet what I fay, is true ; 
King Richard^ he is in the mighty hold 
Of BuUingbrool^ey their Fortunes both are weighed : 
In your Lords Scale, is nothing bur himfelfe. 
And fome few Vanities, that make him light: 
But in the Ballance of great BuUingbrool^f 
Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifh Peeres, 
And with that oddes he weighes King Richard downe. 
Poflc you to London, and you*l finde it fo, 
I fpeake no more, then euery one doth know. 

Slu. Nimble mifchance, that art fo light of foote. 
Doth not thy Embaifage belong to me ? 
And am I laft that knowes it? Oh thou think*ft 
To ferue me laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thy forrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe, 
To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 
What was I borne to this : that my fad looke. 
Should grace the Triumph of great DulUngbrool^e. 
Gardiner, for telling me this newes of woe, 
I would the Plants thou graft*ft, may neuer grow. Exit. 

Cr.Poore Queen, fo that thy State might be no worfe, 
I would my skill were fubied to thy curfc: 
Heere did fhe drop a teare, heere in this place 
lie fet a Banke of Rew, fowre Herbc ofGrace: 
Rue, eu*n for ruth, heere fhortly fhall be feene, 
In the remembrance of a Weeping Queene. Exit. 



ABusQuartus. Scaena^rima. 



Enter as to the Parliament ^ ^uUingbrool^e ^ j^umerle. Nor- 
tbumber/and, Tercie^ Fit^-fVater^ Surrey X^Hl^i Abbot 
of Vf^eftminfier, Herauld, Officers, and Bagot. 



^u/lingbroo{e. Call forth fBagot. 



Now ^agot, freely fpeake thy minde, 
What thou do'ft know of Noble Gloufters death : 
Who wrought it with the King, and who performed 
The bloody Office of his Timeleffe end. 

^ag. Then fet before my face, the Lord AumerJe. 

But, CoHnjftand fjrth,and looke vpon that man. 

Bag. My Lord Atmerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scornes to vnfay, what it hath once deliuer'd. 
In that dead time, when Gloufters death was plotted, 
I heard you fay, Is not my arme of length. 
That reacheth from the reftfull Englifh Court 
As farre as Callis, to my Vnkles head. 
Amongft much other talke, that very time, 
I heard you fay, that you had rather refufe 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 
Then Bu//ingbroo\es returne to England ; adding withall, 
How bleft this Land would be, in this your Cofins death. 

Aum. Prince8,and Noble Lords : 
What anfwer fhall I make to this bafe man ? 
Shall I fo much difhonor my faire Starres, 
On equall termes to giue him chafticement? 
Either I muft,or haue mine honor foyl'd 
With th*Attaindor of his fland'rous Lippet. 
There is my Gage, the manuall Seale of death 
That markes thee out for Hell. Thou lycft. 
And will maintaine what thou haft faid, is falfe. 
In thy heart blood, though being all too bafe 
To ftaine the temper of my Knightly fword. 

^uL ^agot forbeare, thou ihalt not take it vp. 

Aum, Excepting one, I would he were the beft 
In all this prefence, that hath mou*d me fo. 

Fit». If that thy valour ftand on fympathize: 
There is my Gage, Aumerle, in Gage to thine : 
By that fiire Sunne, that fhewes me where thou ftand'ft, 
I heard thee fay (and vauntingly thou fpak'ft it) 
That thou wer't caufe of Noble Gloufters death. 
If thou denieft it, twenty times thou lycft. 
And I will turne thy falihood to thy hart. 
Where it was forged with my Rapiers point. 

Aum. Thou dar'ft not (Coward) liue to fee the day. 

Fu%, Now by my Soule, I would it were this houre. 

Aum. Fitvwater thou art damnM to hell for this. 

Per. Aumerle, thou lye'ft : his Honor is as true 
In this Appeale, as thou art all vniuft : 
And that thou art fo, there I throw my Gage 
To proue it on thee, to th'extreameft point 
Of mortall breathing. Seize it, if thou dar*ft. 

Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off, 
And neuer brandifh more reuengefuU Steele, 
Ouer the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 

Surrey. My Lord Fitz-vater ; 
I do remember well, the very time 
•Aumer/Cf and you did talke. 

Fit». My Lord, 
'TIS very true : You were in prefence then. 
And you can witnefTe with me, this is true. 

Surrey. As falfe, by heauen, 
As Heauen it felfe is true. 

Fit%. Surrey, thou Lyeft. 

Surrey. Difhonourable Boy $ 
That Lye, fhall lie fo heauy on my Sword, 
That it fliall render Vengeance, and Reuenge, 
Till thou the Lye-giuer, and that Lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull. 
In proofe whereof, there is mine Honon pawne, 
Engage it to the Triall, if thou dar*ft« 
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How fondly do*ft thou fpurrc a forward Horfe? 
ate, or dnnlce,or breathe, or liue, 
;tc Surrey in a WildcrneflTe, 
pon him, whileft I fay he Lyes, 
and Lyes : there it my Bond of Faith, 
!c to my ftrong Corre^ion. 
d to thriue in this new World, * 

guiltie of my true Appeale. 
icard the bani(h'd Norfo/{e fay, 
Aumerle didft fend two of thy men, 
: the Noble Duke at Callit. 
ome honed Chriftian rru(l me with a Gage, 
'oify lyes : here doe I throw downe this, 
be repeaPd, to trie his Honor, 
rhefe differences Hiall all reft vnder Gage, 
% be rcpcal'd : rcpeaPd he ihall bej 
;h mine £nemie)reftorM againe 
Lands and Seignories: when hee's returned, 
nmerle we will enforce his Tryall. 
That honorable day fhall ne*re be feene. 
ne hath banifli*d Norfoll^e fought 
!hrift, in glorious Chriftian field 
the Enfigne of the Chriftian Croffe, 
ack Pagans, Turke8,and Saracens: 
I with workcs of Warre, retyr*d himfelfe 
nd there at Venice gaue 
to that pleafant Countries Earth, 
jre Soule vnto his Captaine Chrift, 
ofe Colours he had fought fo long, 
^hy Bifhop,is Norfolke dead ? 
It fure as 1 Hue, my Lord, 
nreet peace condu^ his fweet Soule 
fome of good old Abraham. 
calants,your differeces fhal all reft vnder gage, 
figne you to your dayet of Tryall. 

Enter Tor\e, 
Great Duke of Lancafter,! come to thee 
ne-pluckt ^cbard, who with willing Soule 
;e Heire,and his high Scepter yeelds 
TefTion of thy Royall Hand. 
I Throne, descending now from him, 
liue //Ififry,of that Name the Fourth. 
I Gods Name, He afcend the Rcgall Throne. 
[ary,Heauen forbid, 
his Royall Prefence may I fpeake, 
efeeming roe to fpeake the truth. 
*d,that any in this Noble Prefence 
jgh Noble, to be vpright ludge 
Richard : then true NoblcnefTe would 
n forbearance from fo foule a Wrong, 
ie6^ can giue Sentence on hb King f 
fits here, that is not Richards Subied ^ 
re not iudg*d,but they are by to heare, 
apparant guilt be feene in them : 
the figure of Gods Maieftie, 
ne. Steward, Deputie eledl, 
>Crown*d, planted many yeeres, . 
by fubie£t,and inferior breathe, 
mfelfe not prefent? Oh, forbid it, God, 
Chriftian Climate, Soules refin*de 
w fo heynous, black, obfcene a deed. 
> Subie6h,and a Sublet fpeakes, 
by Heauen,thu8 boldly for his King. 
»f Hereford here, whom you call King, 
Fraytor to prowd Herefordi King. 
I Crowne him, let me prophecie, 



The blood of Englifh fhall manure the ground, 

And future Ages groane for his foule A€t. 

Peace fhall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Warres 

Shall Kinnewith Kinne,and Kinde with Kinde confound. 

Diforder, Horror, Feare,and Mutinie 

Shall here inhabitr,and this Land be callM 

The field of Golgotha, and dead mens Sculls. 

Oh, if you reare this Houfe, againft this Houfe 

It will the wofuUeft Diuifion proue. 

That euer fell vpon this curfed Earth. 

Preuent it,re(ift it,and let it not be fo, 

Leaft Child, Childs Children cry againft you. Woe. 

North. Well haue you argu*d Sir: and for your paines, 
Of Capitall Treafon we arreft you here. 
My Lord of Weftminftcr,be it your charge. 
To kcepe him fafely,till his day of Tryall. 
May it pleafe you, Lords, to grant the Commons Suit? 

^ull. Fetch hither '^chard, that in common view 
He may furrender : fo we fhall proceede 
Without fufpition. 

Tori(e. I will be his Conduft. Exit. 

'Bu/i. Lords, you that here are vnder our Arreft, 
Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anfwcr : 
Little are we beholding to your Loue, 
And little look*d for at your helping Hands. 

Enter ^chard and Torl(e, 
Rich, Alack, why am I fent for to a King, 
Before I haue ftiooke off the Regall thoughts 
Wherewith I reign 'd ? I hardly yet haue learned 
To infinuate, flatter, bowe, and bend my Knee, 
Giue Sorrow leaue a while, to tuture me 
To this fubmifiion. Yet I well remember 
The fauors of thefc men : were they not mine ? 
Did they not fometime cry, All hayle to me? 
So ludas did to Chrift : but he in twelue. 
Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelue thou{and,none. 
God fauc the King: will no man fay, Amen? 
Am I both Prieft,and Clarke? well then. Amen. 
God faue the King, although I be not hcc : 
And yet Amen,if Heauen doe thinke him mee. 
To doe what feruice, am I fent for hither^ 

Tori(e. To doe that office of thine owne good will, 
Which tyred Maieftie did make thee offer : 
The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry ^uUingbrool^e . 

Rich.GiVie me the Crown. Here Coufin,feize y Crown : 
Here Coufin,on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 
That owes two Buckets, filling one another. 
The emptier euer dancing in the ayre, 
The other downe, vnfeene, and fiill of Water: 
That Bucket downe, and full of Teares am I, 
Drinking my Gricfc8,whirft you mount vp on high. 

Bull. I thought you had been willing to refigne. 

Rich. My Crowne I am, but flill my Griefes arc mine: 
You may my Glories and my State depofe. 
But not my Griefes; ftill am I King of thofe. 

Bull. PsbTt of your Cares you giue me with your Crowne. 

Rich. Your Cares fet vp,do not pluck my Cares downe. 
My Care, is lofTe of Care, by old Care done. 
Your Care, is gaine of Care, by new Care wonne : 
The Cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away. 
They *tend the Crowne, yet ftill with me they fhy: 
iull. Are you contented to refigne the Crowne ? 

d 2 Rich. I, 
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Rich. I, no J no, I: for I muft nothing bee: 
Therefore no, no, for I refigne to thee. 
Now,nriarke me how I will vndoe my felfe. 
I giue this heaule Weight from off my Head, 
And this vnwieldie Scepter from my Hand, 
The pride of Kingly fway from out my Heart. 
With mine owne Teares I waih away my Balme, 
With mine owne Hands I giue away my Crowne, 
With mine owne Tongue denie my Sacred State, 
With mine owne Breath releafc all dutious Oathes ; 
All Pompe and MaielVie I doe forfweare : 
My Manors, Rents, Reuenues, I forgoc; 
My Adh, Decrees, and Statutes I denie: 
God pardon all Oathes that are broke to mee, 
God keepe all Vowes vnbrokc are made to thee. 
Make me, that nothing haue,with nothing grieu^d, 
And thou with all pleas*d,that haft all atchieuM. 
Long may*ft thou liue in Richards Seat to (it. 
And foone lye Richard in an Earthie Pit. 
God fauc King jKp/zry, vn-King*d Richard dycSf 
And fend him many yeercs of Sunnc-fhine dayes. 
What more remaines? 

North, No more : but that you reade 
Thefe Accufadons, and thefe grieuous Crymes, 
Committed by your Perfon, and your followers, 
Againft the State,and Profit of this Land : 
That by confcffing them, the Soules of men 
May deeme, that you are worthily deposM. 

Rich, Muft I doe fo ^ and muft I rauell out 
My weau*d-vp follycs ? Gentle Northumbtrland, 
If thy Offences were vpon Record, 
Would it not fhame thee, in fo faire a troupe, 
To reade a Ledure of them ? If thou would*ft. 
There fliould'ft thou finde one heynous Article, 
Contayning the depofing of a King, 
And cracking the fh-ong Warrant of an Oath, 
Mark*d with a Blot,damn*d in the Booke of Heauen. 
Nav,all of you, that ftand and looke vpon me, 
Whirft that my wretchednefTc doth bait my felfc. 
Though fome of you, with PiIateyV/a{h your hands. 
Shewing an outward pittie : yet you Pilates 
Haue here deliuer'd me to my fowrc CrofTe, 
And Water cannot wafh away your fmne. 

North. My Lord difpatch, reade o*re thefe Articles. 

Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Teares,! cannot fee: 
And yet fait- Water blindes them not fo much, 
But they can fee a fort of Traytors here. 
Nay, if I turne mine Eyes vpon my felfe, 
I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft : 
For I haue giuen here my Soules confent, 
T*vndeck the pompous Body of a King j 
Made Glory bafe \ a Soueraigntie,a Slaue ; 
Prowd Maieftic,a Sublet j Sute,a Pcfant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich, No Lord of thine, thou haught-infulting man j 
No, nor no mans Lord : I haue no Name, no Title; 
No, not that Name was giuen me at the Font, 
But *tis vfurpt : alack the hcauie day. 
That I haue worne fo many Winters out. 
And know not now, what Name to call my felfe. 
Oh, that I were a Mockerie, King of Snow, 
Standing before the Sunne of '^uUingbrool^^ 
To melt my felfe away in Water-drops. 
Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good. 
And if my word be Sterling yet in England, 
Let it command a Mirror hither ftraight, 



That it may fhew me what a Face I haue. 
Since it is Bankrupt of his Maicftie. 

^uU, Goe fome of you, and fetch a Looking-Glaffe. 

North.Ktz^ o*re this Paper, while y GlalTc doth come. 

/{/>/>. Fiend, thou torments me, ere I come to Hell. 

BulLVrgc it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 

North.Vht Commons will not then be ratisfy*d. 

Rich.They fhall be fatisfy*d : He reade enough. 
When I doe fee the very Booke indeede, 
Where all my finnes are writ, and that's my felfe. 

E/tter one Vfith a Glajfe. 
Giue me that Glafre,and therein will 1 reade. 
No deeper wrinckles yet? hath Sorrow ftruckc 
So many Blowes vpon this Face of mine. 
And made no deeper Woundsf Oh flatt'ring Glaffe, 
Like to my followers in profpcritic, 
Thou do*ft beguile me. Was this Face, the Face 
That euery day, vnder his Houfe-hold Roofe, 
Did keepe ten thoufand men ? Was this the Face, 
That like the Sunne, did make beholders winke i 
Is this the Face, which fac'd fo many follyes, 
That was at laft out-fac'd by BuUingbrool^e ? 
A brittle Glory fhineth in this Face, 
As brittle as the Glory, is the Face, 
For there it is, crackt in an hundred fhiuers. 
Marke filent King, the Morall of this fport. 
How foone my Sorrow hath deftroy'd my Face. 

Bull. The ftjadow of your Sorrow hath deftroy*d 
The fhadow of your Face. 

Rich. Say that againe. 
The fhadow of my Sorrow: ha, let's fee, 
'Tis very true, my Griefe lyes all within, 
And thefe externall manner of Laments, 
Are meerely fhadowes,to the vnfeene Griefe, 
That fwells with fllence in the tortur'd Soule. 
There lyes the fubftance : and I thanke thee King 
For thy great bountie,that not onely giu'ft 
Me caufe to waylc, but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe. He begge one Boone, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtaine it i 

Bull. Name it, faire Coufin. 

l^ich, Faire Coufin ? I am greater then a King: 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then but fubie^; being now a fubie^, 
I haue a King here to my flatterer : 
Being fo great, 1 haue no neede to begge. 

^ulL Yet aske. 

Rich. And fhall I haue i 

^ull. You fhall. 

Rich. Then giue me leaue to goe. 

Bull. Whither? 

Rich. Whither you will,fo I were fi^m your fights* 

Bull, Goe fome of you,conuey him to the Tower. 

Rich. Oh good: conuey: Conueyers are you all. 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

*Bull. On Wednefday next, we folcmnly fct downe 
Our Coronation: Lords, prepare your felues. ExeMt. 

Abbot. A wofiill Pageant haue we here beheld. 

Car/. The Woes to come, the Children yet vnbome, 
Shall feele this day as fharpe to them as Thorne. 

*Aum. You holy Clergie-mcn, is there no Plot 
To rid the Realme of this pernicious Blot. 

cy^^^r. Before I freely fpeake my minde herein. 
You fhall not onely take the Sacrament, 
To bury mine intents, but alfo to effe^ 

What, 
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I ihall happen to deuife. 
Browet are full of Difcontent, 
t of Sorrow, and your Eyes of Teares. 
le with me to Supper, lie lay a Plot 

▼• all a merry day. Exeunt, 



fus Quinttis. Scena^rima. 



Enttr Slueentyand Ladies. 
t way the King will come: this is the way 
:^fars ill-ereded Tower : 
flint Borome,my condemned Lord 
a Prifoner, by prowd ^uilinghroo^e. 
I reft, if this rebellious Earth 
refUng for her true Kings Queene. 

Enter Richard^ and Guard. 
3t fee, or rather doe not fee, 
Lofe wither : yet looke vp ; behold, 
n pittie may diflblue to dew, 
him freih againe with true.loue Teares. 
he Modell where old Troy did ftand, 
pe of Honor, thou King Richards Tom be, 
Ling Richard: thou moft beauteous Inne, 
d hard-fauor*d Griefe be lodgM in thee, 
imph is become an Ale-houfe Gueft. 
lyne not with griefe,faire Woman, do not fo, 
ny end too fudden : learne good Soule, 
our former State a happie Dreame, 
Ji awak*d,the truth of what we arc, 
but this. I am fworne Brother (Sweet) 
Teceffitie ; and hee and I 
* a League till Death. High thee to France, 
\et thee in Tome Religious Houfe : 
iues muft winne a new Worlds Crowne, 
r prophaoe houres here haue ftricken downe. 
lat, is my Richard both in fhape and minde 
*d,and weaken*d^ Hath BuUingbrool^ 
ine Intelled? hath he beene in thy Heart? 
dying, thrufteth forth his Paw, 
ds the Earth, if nothing elfe,with rage 
-powr*d : and wilt thou,Pupill-like, 
Corredion mildly, kifle the Rodde, 
e on Rage with bafe Humilitie, 
; a Lyon, and a King of Beafts ? 
. King of Beafts indeed: if aught but Beafts, 
e ftill a happy King of Men. 
stime Queene)prepare thee hence for France \ 
am dead, and that euen here thou uk*ft, 
ly Death.bed,my laft liuing leaue. 
s tedious Nights fit by the fire 
I old folkes, and let them tell thee Tales 
Ages, long agoe betide : 
lou bid good-night, to quit their griefe, 
the lamenuble fill of me, 
the hearen weeping to their Beds : 
he fenceleffe Brands will fympathize 
e accent of thy mouing Tongue, 
mpaffion, weepe the fire out : 
will mourne in aHieSjfome coale-black, 
pofing of a rightfuU King. 

Enttr Northumberland. 
ly Lord, the mind of Bullinghroe^e is chang*d. 



You muft to Pomfret,not vnto the Tower. 
And Madame, there is order ta*ne for you : 
With all fwif^ rpeed,you muft away to France. 

Rich. Nortifumheriandytho^x Ladder wherewithal! 
The mounting ^uUingbrooi^e afcends my Throne, 
The time (hall not be many houres of age. 
More then it is,ere fbule finne, gathering head. 
Shall breake into corruption: thou ftult thinke. 
Though he diuide the Realme,and giue thee halfe, 
It is too little,helping him to all : 
He ihall thinke, that thou which know*ft the way 
To plant vnrightfull Kings, wilt know againe, 
Being ne*re fo little vrgM another way. 
To pluck him headlong from the vfurped Throne. 
The Loue of wicked friends conuerts to Feare ; 
That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one, or both, 
To worthie Danger, and deferued Death. 

North. My guilt be on my Head, and there an end : 
Take leaue, and part, for you muft part forthwith. 

Rich. Doubly diuorc*d?(bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage ) *twixt my Crowne,and me. 
And then betwixt me,and my marryed Wife. 
Let me vn-kifle the Oath *twixt thee, and me ; 
And yet not ro,for with a Kifle *twas made. 
Part v%y Northumberland: I, towards the North, 
Where fliiuering Cold and Sicknefle pines the Clyme : 
My Queene to France : from whence, fet forth in pompe. 
She came adorned hither like fweet May; 
Sent back like Hollowmas,or fliort*ft of day. 

S^u. And muft we be diuided ? muft we part ? 

Rich. I, hand from hand(my Louc)and heart fro heart. 

Qu. Banifli vs both,and fend the King with me. 

North. That were fome Loue, but little PoUicy. 

^. Then whither he goes, thither let me goe. 

Rich.So two together weeping, make one Woe. 
Weepe thou for me in France; l,for thee heerei 
Better farre off", then neere,be neVethe neere. 
Goe, count thy Way with Sighes; I, mine with Groanes. 

Qu. So longeft Way ftull haue the longeft Moanes. 

I(Jcb.Twkt for one ftep.Ile groane,y Way being fliort. 
And peece the Way out with a heauie heart. 
Come, come, in wooing Sorrow let*s be briefe. 
Since wedding it, there is fuch length in Griefe : 
One KiflTe fliall ftop our mouthes, and dumbely part j 
Thus giue I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 

Qu. Giue me mine owne againe:^twere no good part, 
To take on me to keepe, and kill thy heart. 
So, now I haue mine owne againe, be gone. 
That I may ftriue to kill it with a groane. 

Rich.Vle make Woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more adieu; the reft, let Sorrow (ay. Exeunt. 



Sccena Secunda. 



Enter Torl^,and hi Ducheje. 

Duch. My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft. 
When weeping made you breake the ftory oflP, 
Of our two Coufins comming into London. 

rorl(e. Where did Ileaue? 

Duch. At that fad ftoppe,myLord, 
Where rude mif-goucrn'd hands, from Windowes tops. 
Threw duft and rubbifli on King Richards bead. 

d 3 rori(e.Thcn 
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Torkf. Then, as I faid, the Dulce, great 9»//iff^^;v9i(^, 
Mounted vpon a hot and fierie Steed, 
Which his afpiring Rider feemM to know, 
With flow, but (lately pace, kept on his courfe: 
While all tongues cride, God faue thee BulHaghrMl^k 
You would haue thought the very windowes Tpake, 
So manv greedy lookes of yong and old, 
Through Cafements darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage : and that all the walles. 
With painted Imagery had faid at once, 
lefu preferue thee, welcom BuUingbrool(f. 
Whirft he, firom one fide to the other turning. 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke, 
Befpalce them thus : I thanke you Countrimen : 
And thus ftill doing, thus he paft along. 

^utcb. Alas poore Richard, where rides he the whilft? 

Tor](e. As in a Theater, the eyes of men 
After a well grac*d A^r leaues the Stage, 
Are idlely bent on him that enten next. 
Thinking hu prattle to be tedious : 
Euen fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did fcowlr on %iebard : no man cride, God faue him : 
No ioyfull tongue gaue him his welcome home^ 
But duft M^s throwne vpon his Sacred head. 
Which with fuch gentle forrow he (booke off. 
His face ftill combating with teares and fmiles 
(The badges of his greefe and patience) 
That had not God (for fome ftrong purpofe) fteelM 
The hearts of men, they muft per^rcehaue melted, 
And Barbarifme it feife haue pittied him. 
But heauen hath a hand in thefe euents. 
To whofe high will we bound our calme contents. 
To *Bullinghrool(e, are we fwome Subie^b now, 
Whofe State, and Honor, I for aye allow. 
Enter ^Aumerie, 

Dut. Hcere comes my fonne AumerU. 

Tor. Aum$rle that was, 
But that is loft, for being Richards Friead* 
And Madam, you muft call him Jutland now: 
I am in Parliament pledge for \^i» truth. 
And lafting fealtie to the new-made King. 

Dut. Welcome my fonne : who are the Violets now. 
That ftrew the greene lap of the new-come Spring ^ 

jium. Madam, I know no.t, nor I greatly care not, 
God knowes, I had as liefe be none, as one. 

Td/'i^r.Well, beare you well in this new-fpring of time 
Leaft you be cropt before you come to prime. 
What newes from Oxford? Hold thofe lufts & Triumphs? 

jium. For ought I know my Lord, they do. 

Tor](i, You will be there I know. 

jium. If God preuent not, I purpofe fo. 

yVr.What Scale is that that hangs without thy bofom? 
Yea, look'ft thou pale ? Let me fee the Writing. 

yium. My Lord, *tis nothing. 

TorJ^e. No matter then who fees it, 
I will be fatisfied, let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 
It is a matter of fmall confequence. 
Which for fome reafons I would not haue feene. 

Tori^, Which for fome reafons fir,l meane to feei 
I feare, I feare. 

Dut. What (hould you feare } 
*Tis nothing but fome bond, that he is entered into 
For gay apparrell,againft the Triumph. 

Tor^e. Bound Co himfelfe? What doth he wtch a Bond 
That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a foole. 



Boy, let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. I do befeech you pardon me, I may not Aewit. 

Tor. I will be fatisfied:let me fee it 1 fay. Snatcbaii 
Treafon, foule Treafon, Vil]aine,Traitor^Slaue. 

Dtn* What*s the matter, my Lord ? 

Tor]^. Hoa, who*8 within there ? Saddle my horfe. 
Heauen for his mercy : what treachery is heere ? ' 

/)«/. Why, what is*t my Lord ? | 

TokI(^ Giue me my, boots, 1 fay : Saddle fny^ hor^ 
Now by my Honor, my life, my troth, | 

I will appeach the Villaine. 

Dut. What is the matter ? 

TorJ(f. Peace foolifla Woman. 

^«r. I will not peace* What is the matter Sonne? 

Aum. Good Mother be content, it is no more 
Then my poore life muft anfwer. 

Dut. Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Seruant vitb Boots, 

Tor. Bring me my Boots, I will vnto the King; 

^ut. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy, y art amaxM, 
Hence Villaine, neuer more come in my fight. 

Tor. Giue me my Boots, I fay. 

Dut. Why Yorke, what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the Trefpafl"e of thine owne?' 
Haue we more Sonnes? Or are we like to haue ? 
Is not my teeming date drunke vp with dme? 
And wilt thou plucke my faire Sonne firom mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy Mothers name? 
Is he not like thee? Is he not thine owne? 

Tor. Thou fond mad woman : 
Wilt thou conceale this darke Confpiraey? 
A dozen of them heere haue tane the Sacrament^ 
And interchangeably fet downe their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dut. He fliall be none : 
Wee*l keepe him heere : then what is that to him^ 

Tor. Away fond woman : were hee twenty times my 
Son, I would appeach him. 

fDut. Hadft thou groan*d for him as I haue done. 
Thou wouldeft be more pittifull : 
But now I know thy minde ; thou do*ft fufpcd 
That I haue bene difloyall to thy bed. 
And that he is a Baftard, not thy Sonne t 
Sweet Yorke, fweet husband, be not of that minde:- 
He is as like thee,as a man may bee. 
Not like to me, nor any of my Kin, 
And yet I loue him. 

Torl^e. Make way, vnruly Woman. ^w' 

Dut. After AumerU. Mount thee vpon his horfe^ 
Spurre poft, and get before him to the King, 
And begge thy pardon, ere he do accufe thee. 
He not be long behind : though I be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke: 
And neuer will I rife vp from the ground. 
Till Bullmghrookf haue pardon*d tbee:Away be gone, ix^ 



Sccena Tertia. 



Enter BuIIinghrool(ef Percie^aitd other Lords. 
Bui. Can no man tell of my vnthriftie Sonne? 
*Tis full three monthes fince 1 did fee him laft. 
If any plague hang ouer vs, *tis he, 
I would to heauen(my Lords)he might be found: 
Enquire at London, 'mongft the Tauernes there i 



Fori 
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(^they %) he dayly doth frequeaty 

eftrained loofe Companions, 

I (they fay) as ftand in narrow Lanes, 

Hir Watch, and beate our paflcngers, 

;, yong wanton, and eflieininate Boy 

the point of Honor, to fupport 

te a crew. 

y Lord, Ibme two dayes fince I iaw the Prince, 

him of thefe Triumphes held at Oxford. 

od what faid the Gallant ? 

is anfwer was : he wtMild vnto the Stewes, 

I the common*ft creature plucke a Oloue 

e it as a firnoor, and with that 

1 ^nhorfe the luftieil Challenger. 

s diflblute as defp'iate, yet through both, 

s fparkes of better hope; which elder dayes 

lily bring forth. But who comes heere? 

Enter jiumvU, 
Where is the King? 
Vhat meanes csir Cofin, that hee ftarcs 
es fo wildely ? 

iod iaue your Grace. I do befeech your'Maiefty 
bme conference with your Grace alone. 
Hehdiaw your {elues,and leaue ts here alone : 
he matter with our Cofin now ? 
'or euer nuy my knees grow to the earth, 
e deaue to my roofe within my mouth. 
Pardon, erel rire,or fpeake. 
itended, or committed wm this fault? 
firft, how hey nous ere it bee, 
)y after loue, I pardon thee. 
Then giue me leaue, that I may tunie the key, 
nan enter, till my tale me done, 
laue thy defire. TorJ^wtbiu. 

\y Uege beware, looke to thy felfe, 
k a Traitor in thy prefence there, 
illaine, lie make thee fafe. 
>tay thy reuenge&U hand, thou hafl no caufis 

Open the doore, fecure fbole-hardy King : 
r loue fpeake treaibn to thy face? 
doore, or I will breake it open. 

Enter Yorl^, 
hat is the matter(Vnkle)rpeak| recover breath, 
7w neere u danger, 
may arme ts to encounter it. 
erufe this writing heere, and fhou flialt know 
•n chat my haile forbids me fliaw. 
lemember as thou rcad'ft, thy promife pafl : 
It me, reade not my name'there, 
is not confederate with my hand. 
: was (villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe. 
rom the Traitors bofome, King, 
d not Loue, begets his penitence \ 
fitty him, leaft thy pitty proue 
t, that will fting thee to the heart. 
>h heinous, ftrong, and bold Confpiracie, 
Father of a treacherous Sonne : 
ere, iainuicubte,and filuer fountaine, 
ence this ilreame, through muddy paitrsges 
fait cutrent, and defird bimrelle. 
Sow of good, conuerts to bad, 
ibundant goodnefle fhall excuie 
ly blot, in thy digrefling fonne. 
So fhall my Vertite be his Vices bawd, 
lull fpcnd mine Honour, with his Shame; 



As thriftleflie Sonnes, their fcraping Fathers Gold, 
Mine honor liues, when his difhonor dies, 
Or my fham*d life, in his difhonor lies : 
Thou kiirft me in his life, giuing him breath. 
The Traitor liues, the true man*s put to death. 

Dutcbeffe within, 

^ut. What hoa(my Liege)fbr heaoens flike let me in. 
Bui. What fhrill-voic*d Suppliant, makes this eager cry? 

Dut, A woman, and thine Aunt (great King) *tis L 
Speake with me, pitty me, open the dore, 
A Begger begs, that neuer begg*d before. 

9»/. Our Scene is altered from a ferious thing. 
And now changed to the Begger,and the King. 
My dangerous Cofin, let your Mother in, 
I know fhe*8 come, to pray for your fbule fin* 

Torh. If thou do pardon, whofoeuer pray. 
More finnes for this fbrgiuenefre,profper may. 
This fefler*d ioynt cut off, the refl refts found. 
This let alone, will all the refl confcNind. 
Enter Dutcbeffe. 

Dut. O King, beleeue not this hard. hearted man, 
Loue, lodng not it felfe, none other can. 

Tor.^ Thou franticke woman, what dofi y make here. 
Shall thy old dugges, once more a Traitor reare ? 

^atf. Sweet Yorke be patient, heare me gentle Liege. 

9tf/. Rife vp good Aunt. 

Dut. Not yet, I thee befeech. 
For euer will I kneele vpon my knees. 
And neuer fee day, that the happy fees. 
Till thou giue toy : vntill thou bid me ioyt 
By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgr^Jrxng Boy. 

J^um. Vnto my mothers prayres, I bend my knee. 

Tori(e. Againftthem both, my true ioynts bended be. 

Dut. Pleades he in earneft? Looke vpon his Face, 
His eyes do drop no teares: his prayres are in iefl : 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our brefl. 
He prayes but faintly,and would be denide, 
We pray with heart, and foule,and all befide : 
His weary ioynts would gladly rife, I know. 
Our knees fhall kneele, till to the ground they grow : 
His pravers are full of 5ilfe hypocrifie. 
Ours of true zeale, and deepe integritie : 
Our prayers do out-pray hu,then let them^aue 
That mercy, which true prayers ought to haue. 

BuL Good Aunt fland vp. 

Dut. Nay, do not fay (land vp. 
But Pardon firft, and afterwards fbnd vp. 
And if I were thy Nurie,thy tongue to teach. 
Pardon fhould be the firfl word of thy fpeach. 
I neuer long*d to heare a word till now : 
Say Pardon (King,) let pitty teach thee how. 
The word is fbort: but not fo ihort a» fweet. 
No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth's Co meet. 

Tor^e. Speake it in French (King) fay Pardon* Me mcy. 

Dut. Doft thou teach pardon. Pardon to defboy ? 
Ah my fowre husband, my hard-hearted Lord, 
That fet*a the word it felfe, againft the word. 
Speake Pardon, as *tis currant in our Land, 
The chopping French we do not vnderftand. 
Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there. 
Or in thy pitteous heart, plant thou thine eare. 
That hearing how our plaints and prayres do peirce, 
Pitty may moue thee. Pardon to rehearfe. 

Bui. Good Aunt, ftand vp. 

Dut. I do not fue to ftand. 
Pardon is all the fuite I haue in hand. 

Bui, 
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Bui. I pardon him, at beauen (hall pardon mee. 

Dut. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee: 
Yet am I ficke for feare : Speake it agame, 
Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine, 
But makes one pardon ftrong. 

^ul, I pardon him with all my hart. 

Dut, A God on earth thou art. 

*Btf/. But for our trufty brother-in-Law,the Abbot, 
With all the reft of that conforted crew, 
Deftru^on ftraight fliall dogge them at the heeles: 
Good Vnckle hclpe to order feuerall powres 
To Oxford, or where ere thefc Traiton are : 
They (hall not liue within this world I fweare. 
But I will haue them, if I once know where. 
Vnckle farewell, and Cofm adieu: 
Your mother well hath praid,and proue you true. 

Dut^Qomt my old fon,I pray heaucn make thee new. 

Exeunt. 
Snter Exton and Seruantu 
Ext. Didft thou not marke the Ring what words hee 
fpake? 
Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing feare : 
Was it not fo? 

Sir. Thofe were his very words. 

Ex* Haue I no Friend?(quoth he: ) he fpake it twice, 
And vrg*d it twice together, did he not? 

Ser. He did. 

Bx, And fpeaking it, he wiftly lookM on me. 
As who fliould fay, 1 would thou wer*t the man 
That would diuorce this terror from my heart. 
Meaning the King at Pomfret :Come, let*s goc; 
I am the Kings Friend, and will rid his Foe. Exit* 


Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 

Of fuch as haue before indur'd the like. 

Thus play I in one Prifon, many people. 

And none contented. Sometimes am I King ; 

Then Treafon makes me wifli my felfe a Beggar, 

And fo I am. Then crushing penurie, 

Perfwades me, I was better when a King : 

Then am I king*d againe:and by and by, 

Thinke that I am vn-king'd by 'Builinghroo^ey 

And ftraight am nothing. But what ere I am, MmJu( 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is, 

With nothing fliall be pleas*d,till he be eas*d 

With being nothing. Muficke do I heare? 

Ha, ha?keepe time : How fowre fwect Muficke is. 

When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept ? 

So is it in the Muficke of mens liues : 

And heere haue I the dainrineffe of eare. 

To heare time broke in a diforder*d ftring : 

But for the Concord of my State and Time, 

Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke. 

I wafted Time, and now doth Time wafte me : 

For now hath Time made me his numbring clocke ; 

My Thoughts,are minutes ; and with Sighes they iarre, 

Their watches on vnto mine eyes, the outward Watch, 

Whereto my finger, like a Dialls point. 

Is pointing ftill, in deanfing them from teares. 

Now fir, the found that tels what houre it is. 

Are clamorous groanes, that ftrike vpon my heart. 

Which is the bell : fo Sighes, and Tearcs,and Grones, 

Shew Minutes, Houres, and Times : but my Time 

Runs poafting on, in 'Buliinghreei^s proud ioy. 

While I ftand fooling heere, his iacke o*th*Clocke. 

This Muficke mads me, let it found no more. 


Scana Quart a. 


For though it haue holpe madmen to their wits. 
In me it feemes, it will make wife-men mad : 
Yet blefting on his heart that giues it me ; 
For *tis a figne of loue, and louc to Richard^ 


Entir Richard. 
Rich, I haue bin ftudying, how to compare 
This Prifon where I liue, vnto the World : 
And for becaufe the world is populous. 
And heere is npt a Creature, but my felfe, 
I cannot do it : yet He hammer*t out. 
My Braine, He proue the Female to my Soule, 
My Soule, the Father: and thefe two beget 
A generation of ftill breeding Thoughts; 
And thefe (aunt Thoughts, people this Little World 
In humors, like the people of this world. 
For no thought is contented. The better fort. 
As thoughts of things Diuine, are intermixt 
With fcniples, and do fct the Faith it felfe 
Againft the Faithtas thus: Come litle ones:& then again, 
It is as hard to come, as for a Camell 
To thred the pofteme of a Needles eye. 
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Vnlikely wonders ; how thefe vaine weake miles 
May teare a pafTage through the Flinty ribbet 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon wallest 
And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride. 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfelues. 
That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaues. 
Nor (hall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, 
Who fitting in the Stockes, refoge their fliame 
That many haue, and others muft fit there ; 
And in this Thought, they finde a kind of eafe, 


Is a ftrange Brooch, in this all-hating world. 
Enter Groome. 

Groo. Haile Royall Prince. 

Rich. Thankes Noble Peere, 
The cheapeft of vs, is ten groates too deere. 
What art thou ?And how com*ft thou hither? 
Where no man euer comes, but that fad dogge 
That brings me food, to make misfortune liue ? 

Groe. I was a poore Groome of thy Stable (King) 
When thou wer*t King:who trauelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length haue gotten leaue 
To looke vpon my(fometimes Royall) maftert face. 
O how it yern*d my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreets, that Coronation day. 
When ^ullinibroeke rode on Roane Barbaiy, 
That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid. 
That horfe, that I fo carefolly haue dreft. 

Rich. Rode he on Barbary?Tell me gentle Friend, 
How went he vnder him ? 

Groo. ^ proudly,as if he had dif<iain*d the ground. 

Rich. So proud, that 'Bulihgirool^ was on his backe; 
That lade hath eate bread from my Royall hand. 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ftumble?Would he not fall downe 
(Since Pride muft haue a fiiU) and breake the necke 
Of that proud man, that did vfurpe his backe ? 
ForgiuenefiTe horfe : Why do I raile on thee, 
Since thou created to be aw'd by man 
Was't borne to beare? I was not made a horfe, 

Aoa 
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1 1 bcare a burthen like an Aife, 

Il^dy and tyrd by iauncing Bullmgbroo^e. • 

Entir Keeper with a Dijb. 
. Fellow, giue place, hecre is no longer ftay. 
. If thou loue nie, *tis time thou wer*t away. 
. What my tongue dares not, that my heart ihall 

Exit, 
. My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fall too? 
. Tafte of it firft, as thou wer*t wont to doo. 
. My Lord I dare not : Sir Pierce of Exton, 
itely came from th*King,commands the contrary. 
, The dioell take Henrie of Lancafter,and thee ^ 
e is ftale, and I am weary of it. 
. Helpe,helpe,helpe. 

Enter Exton and Servants, 
How nowPwhat meanes Death in this rude aifalt^ 
e, thine owne hand yeelds thy deaths inftrument, 
a and fill another roome in hell* 

Exton firi(es him dovfue, 
and (hall bume in neuer-quenching fire, 
aggers thus my perfon. Extort ^ thy fierce hand, 
rith the Kings blood, ftain*d the Kings own land. 
, mount my foule, thy feate is vp on high, 
: my groflfe fiefh finkes downward,heere to dye. 
n. As fiill of Valor, as of Royall blood, 
sue I fpilt : Oh would the deed were good. 
» the diuell, that told me I did well, 
:hat this deede is chronicled in hell, 
ad King to the liuing King lie beare, 
lence the reft, and giue them buriall heere. 6xit, 
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Flowrijb, Enter ^ttllingbroo^ef Tor {e,witb 
otter Lords & attendants, 
Kinde Vnkle Yorke,the lateft newes we heare, 
the Rebels haue confum*d with fire 
>wne ofCiceter in Gloucefterihire, 
ether they be tane or flaine, we heare not. 

Enter Northumberland. 
ne my Lord : What is the newes ? 

Firft to thy Sacred State, wi(h I all happinefle : 
xt newes is, I haue to London fent 
ads of SalsbnryySpencery^Iunt find Kentx 



The manner of their taking may appeare 
At large difcourfed in this paper heere. 

Bid.Wt thank thee gentle Percy for thy paines, 
And to thy worth will adde right worthy gaines. 
Enter Fitv-roaters. 

Fit%. My Lord, I haue from Oxford fent to London, 
The heads of Broccas, and Sir Bennet Seely^ 
Two of the dangerous confbrted Traitors, 
That fought at Oxford, thy dire ouerthrow. 

BUl. Thy paines Fitxvaters fhall not be forgot. 
Right Noble is thy merit, well I wot. 
Enter Percf and Carlik. 

Per, The grand Confpirator, Abbot of Weihninflery 
With clog of Confcience, and fowre MelanchoUy, 
Hath yeelded vp his body to the graue : 
But heere is CarliUy liuing to abide 
Thy Kingly doome, and fentence of his pride. 

Bttl. {]!ar///r, this is your doome : 
Choofe out fome fecret place, fome reuerend roome 
More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy life : 
So as thou liu*ft in peace, dye free from fbife : 
For though mine enemy, thou haft euer beene. 
High fparkes of Honor in thee haue I feene. 
Enter Exton witb a Coffin. 

Sxton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried feare. Heerein all breath lefTe lies 
The mightieft of thy greateft enemies 
Ricbard of Burdeaux, by me hither brought. 

*Bu/. Exton^ I thanke thee not, hr thou haft wrought 
A deede of Slaughter, with thy fiitall hand, 
Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. 

fx.From your owne mouth my Lord, did I this deed. 

9if/. They loue not poyfon, that do poyfon neede, 
Nor do I thee : though I did wifh him dead, 
I hate the Murtherer, loue him murthered. 
The guilt of confcience take thou for thy labour, 
But neither my good word, nor Princely fauour. 
With C^ine go wander through the fhade of night, 
And neuer fhew thy head by day, nor light. 
Lords, I proteft my foule is full of woe. 
That blood fhould fprinkle me, to make me grow. 
Come moume with me, for that I do lament. 
And put on fullen Blacke incontinent : 
He make a voyage to the Holy-land, 
To wafh this blood off from my guilty hand. 
March fadly af^r, grace my mourning heere. 
In weeping after this vntimely Beere. Exeung 
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Enter the Kingj Lord Jehu §f Laneajter ^ Earie 
df WeftmeriandtWtb others, 

I O iliaken as we are, lo wan with care, 
i Finde we a dme for frighted Peace to pant, 
) And breath (hortwinded accents of new broils 
^To be commencM in Stronds a-iarre l«mote': 
No more the thirfty entrance of this Soile, 
Shall daube her lippes with her owne children! blood : 
No more (hall trenching Warre channell her fields. 
Nor bruife her Flowrets with the Armed hoofes 
Of hoftile paces. ThoCe oppofed eyes, 
Which like the Meteors of a troubled Heauen, 
All of one Nature, of one Subftance bred, 
Did lately meete in the inteftine (hocke. 
And furious cloze of ciuill Butchery, 
Shall now in mutoall well-bcfeeming rankes 
March all one way, and be no more opposed 
Againft Acquaintance, Kindred,and Allies. 
The edge of Warre, like an ill-fheathed knife. 
No more (hall cut his Mailer* Therefore Friendt, 
As iarre as to the Sepulcher of Chrift, 
Whofe Souldier now Tnder whofe bleflisd Crofle 
We are imprefled and ingag*d to fight. 
Forthwith a power of £ngli(h (hall we leuie, 
Whofe armes were moulded in their Mothers wombe, 
To chace thefe Pagans in thofe holy Fields, 
Ouer whofe Acres walk'd thofe bleJTed feete 
Which fourteene hundred yeares ago were nail'd 
For our aduanUge on the bitter CrofTe. 
But this our purpofe is a tweluemonth old. 
And bootleife 'tis to tell you we will go ; 
Therefore wc meete not now. Then let me hearc 
Of you my gentle Coufin Weftmerland, 
What yefternight our Councell did decree. 
In forwarding this deere expedience. 

ffyf. My Liege : This hafte was hot in quefBon, 
And many limits of the Charge fet downe 
Bat yefternight : when all athwart there came 
A Poft from Wales, loaden with heauy Newes $ 
Whofe worft was. That the Noble cMortimer^ 
Leading the men of Herefordihire to fight 
Againft the irregular and wilde Glendv»er^ 
Was by the rude hands of that Welfhman taken. 
And a thoufand of his people butchered : 



Vpon whofe dead corpes there was fuch mlfiife, 
Such beaftly,(hamele(re transformation. 
By thofe Welfliwomen done, as may not be 
(Without much (hame) re-told or Ipoken of. 

King, It feemes then, that the tidings of this broile. 
Brake ofiFour bufinciTe for the Holy land. 

fFefi, This matcht with other like, my gracious L»rd 
Farre more vneuen and vnwelcome Newes 
Came from the North, and thus it did report t 
On Holy-roode day, the gallant Hotfiurre there, 
Yoang Harry Ferey, and bniie •Arebihaid, 
That euer-valiant and approoued Scot, 
At Holmeden met, where they did fpend 
A fad and bloody houre : 
As by difcharge of their Artillcrie, 
And fhape of likely-hood the newes was told : 
For he that brought them, in the very beate 
And pride of their contention, did uke horfc, 
Vncertaine of the iflue any way. 

King, Heere is a deere and true induftrious fri«nd. 
Sir Walter ^Biunt, new lighted from his Horiie, 
Strain*d with the variation of each foyle, 
Betwixt that Holmedoti^nd this Seat of ours: 
And he hath brought vs fmooth and welcomes newes. 
The Earle of ^Dtrnglas is difcomfited, 
Ten thoufand bold Scots, two and ivrenCy Knights 
Balk'd in their owne blood did Sir Walter fee 
On Holmedons Plaines. Of Prifoners, Hotj^urre tooke 
Morda^e Earle of Fife, and eldeft fonne 
To beaten ^<wglasy and the Earle of Atboll, 
Of Murry^ tAngM, and Menteitb. 
And is not this an honourable fpoyle ? 
A gallant prize ? Ha Cofin, is it not? Infiiith it is. 

Weft. A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of. 

King, Yea, there thou mak'ft me fad, & mak'ft me fifl 
In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the Father of fo bleft a Sonne : 
A Sonne, who is the Theame of Honors tongue ; 
Among'ft a Groue, the very ftraighteft Plant, 
Who is fweet Fortunes Minion,and her Pride : 
Whirft I by looking on the praife of him. 
See Ryot and Difhonor ftaine the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O that it could be prou'd. 
That fome Night-tripping-Faiery, had exchanged 
In Cradle-clothes, our Children where the) lay, 
And caird mine Percy, his Plantagenet : 
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Th«i would I haoe his Hsrry^^nd he mine: 

But let him from my tboughtt. What tbinke you.Coie 

Of this young Percks pride? The Prifonert 

Which he in this aduenture hath furpfi^*d, 

To his owne vfe he keepct, and fends me word 

I fluU haue none but AUrdtJ(e Bfiriti of Fife, 

^ef. This is his Vncklet teaching. Thii iiWonEcftcT 
Maleupleiit to you in all Afpe^ : 
I Which makeehim prune himfelfeiand briftle' vft 
i The crcft oi Youth again ft your Dignity. 
j tCimg^ Btt I haue ftnt for him to anfwer this: 
; And'for this caufe a>whilfc we muft negle^ 
j Our holy purpofe to lerufajem. 
i Co6n, on Wednefday next, our CounccU we wiU hold 
i At Windfor, and fo informe the Lords : 
< But come your feife with fpeed to y% againe, 
\ For more is to be (aid, and to be done^. 
Then out of anger can be ntered. 

Wtfi, I will my Lieg& Zxwtt 
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Bmter Henn Priwee of VaUs^Sir Ifim ¥aU 
ftmffty and Pomtu, 

Fal. Now Half what time of day is it Lad ? 

Prmce. Thou art fo £it-witted with drinking of olde 
Sacke, and unbuttoning thee after Supper^ and fleeping 
vpon Benches in the afternoone, that thou haft forgotten 
to demand that truely, which thou wouldeft trulv know. 
What a diuell haft thou to do with the time of tne day ? 
Tnlefle houres were cups of Sacke, and minutes Capons, 
and clockes the tongues of Bawdes, and dialls the fignes 
of Leaping-houfes, and the blcfted Sunne himfelfe a faire 
hot Wench in Flame-coloured Taf&ta j I fee no reafo n, 
why thou (houldeft bee fo fuperftuous, to demaund the 
time of the day. 

Fa/. Indeed you come neere me now ^4/, for we that 
take Purfes, go by the Moone and feuen Starres, and not 
by Phoebus hee, that wand'ring Knight fo 5iire. And I 
prytbee fwcct Wagge, when thou art King, as God faue 
thy Grace, Maiefty I ftiould fay, for Grace thou wilte 
bane none. 

Prim. What, none ? 

FaJ, No, not fo much as will feme to be Prologue to 
an Egge and Hotter. 

Prim. WcU, how then? Come roundly, roundly/ 

Fal. Marry then,fweet Wagge, when thou art King, 
let not vs that are Squires of the Nights bodie, bee call*d 
Thceues of the Dayes beautie. Let vs be Diamaes Forre- 
fters. Gentlemen. of the Shade, Minions of the Moone ; 
and let men iay, we be men of good Gouernment, being 
(ouemed as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft miftris the 
Moone, Tnder whofe countenance we fteale. 

Prim. Thou iay*ft well» and it holds well too : for the 
fortune of vs that are the Moones men, doeth ebbe and 
flow like the Sea, beeing goucrned as the Sea is, by the 
Moone : as for proofe. Now a Purfe of Gold moft refb- 
lutely fnatch*d on Monday night, and moft diftblutely 
fpent on Tuefday Morning; got with fwearing,Lay by: 
and fpent with crying, Bring in : now, in as low an ebb« 
^ the foot of the Ladder, and by and by in as high a flow 
^ the ridge of the Gallowes. 
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Fal. Thou fay *ft true Lad: and is^ not my Hofteflc of 
I th« Tauerne a moft fweet Wench ? 

fri9» As is the hony» my, old Lad of the Caftle t and !• 
QOta Buffe lerkin a moft fweet robe of durance? 

Fal, How now? how now mad Wagge?WhaJt in. thy. 
quipi and thy quiddities? What a plague haue I to doe 
withaBuflt-Ierkin? 

Prim. Why, what a poxe haue I to doe with my Hor* 
ftdTe of the Tauerne? 

Fal. Well, thou haft calPd her to a reck*ning m^fiyai 
time and, oft. 

Prim. Did I eucr call for thee to pay thy part>? 

Fal. No, I)e giue thee thy, due, thou haft paid al there. 

Prim, Yea and elfe where, fo farre as my Coine would, 
ftretch, and where it wpuld not, I haue vs'd my credit. 

Fai, Yea, and fo vs*d it, that were it heere apparant, 
that thou art Heire apparant. But I pry thee fvveet- Wag, 
fhall there be Gallowes ftanding in England when thou 
art King ? and refulution thus fobb'd as it is, with the ru- 
ftie curbe of old Father Anticke the Law? Doe not thou, 
when thou art a King, hang a Theefie. 

Prim. No, thou (halt. 

FaU Shall l> O rare! He be a braue ludge. 

Prim. Thou iudgeft falfe already. I mesne, thou (halt 
haue the hanging of the Theeues, and fo become a rare 
Hangman. 

Fal, Well Half well : and in fome fort it iumpes with 
my humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I cao tell 
you.. 

frim. For obtaining of fui tea? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of fuites, whereof the Hang- 
man hath no leane Wardrobe. I am as MelanchoUy a« a 
Gyb-Cat,or a lugg'd Beare. 

Prim. Or an old Lyon, or a Louers Lute. 

Fal. Yea,or the Drone of a Lincolnihire Bagpipe* 

Prim. What fay'ft thou to a Hare, or the MelanchoUy 1 
of Moore-Ditch ? 

Fal, Thou haft the moft vnfauoury fmiles, and art in- 
deed the moft comparatiue rafcalleft fweet yong Prince. 
But Half I pry thee trouble me no more with vanity,! wold 
thou and I knew, where a Commodity of good names 
were to be bought : an olde Lord of the Councell rated 
me the other day in the (hvet about you fir ; but I mark*d 
him not, and yet hee talked very wifely, but I regarded 
him not,and yet he talkt ¥dfely,and in the ftreet.too. 

Prin^ Thou didft well: for no man regards it. 

Fal. 0,thou haft damnable iteration , and art indeede 
able to corrupt a Saint. Thou haft done much harme vn*^ 
to me Hall f God forgiue thee for it. Before I knew thee. 
Halfl knew nothing: and now I am(if a man (hold fpeake 
truly) little better then one of the wicked. I muft gjue o- 
uer this life, and I will giue it ouer : and I do not, I am a 
Villaine. lie be damn*d for neuer a Kings fonne inChri- 
ftendome. 

frim. Where (hall we take a purfe to morrow, lacke? 

Fal. Where thou wilt Lad, He make one : and I doe 
not,call me Villaine,and bafHle me. 

PriiK I fee a good amendment of life in thee : From 
Praying, to Purfe -taking. 

Fal. V/hy, Hal f\ii my Vocation Hal: Tis no fin for a 
man to labour in his Vocation. 

Peintu, Now (hall wee know if Gada hill haue (et a 
Watch. O, if men were to be faued by merit, what hole 
in Hell were hot enough for him ? This is the moft omni- 
potent Villaine, that euer cryed, Stand, to a true man. 

Prim, Good morrow Ned^ 

Poimtu, 
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Pnnes, Good morrow fweet Hal. What faies Mon- 
fieur Rcmorfe ? What (ayes Sir lohn Sacke and Sugar : 
lacke ? How agrees the Diuell and thee about thy Soule, 
that thou foldeft him on Good-Friday laA, for a Cup of 
Madera,and a cold Capons legge? 

Prin. Sir lohn ftands to his word, the diuel fluU haue 
his bargalne,fbr he was neuer yet a Breaker of Prouerbs: 
Ht wll giui the diueil bit dut. 

Poiff. Then art thou damn*d for keeping thy word vnth 
the diuell. 

Prin, Elfe he had damnM for cozening the diuell. 

Poy. But my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, by 
foure a clocke early at Gads hill, there are Pilgrimes go- 
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders ri- 
ding to London with fat Purfes. I haue vizards for you 
all ; you haue horfes for your felues t Gads-hill lyes to 
night in Rochefter, I haue befpoke Supper to morrow in 
Eaftcheape ; we may doe it as i'ecure as fleepe: if you will 
go, I will ftufie your Purfes fiill of Crownes : if you will 
not, tarry at home and be hangM. 

Fal. Heare ye Yedward,if I tarry at home and go not, 
He hang you for going. 

Pay, You will chops. 

FaL Half wilt thou make one? 

Prin, Who, I rob? I a Thecfe? Not L 

Fal, There*s neither honefty, manhood, nor good fel- 
lowfhip in thee, nor thou cam*ft not of the blood -royall, 
if thou dar'ft not ftand for ten ihillings. 

Trin, Well then, once in my dayes He be a mad-cap. 

Fah Why, that*s well faid. 

Prin, Well, come what will, He tarry at home. 

Fal, He be a Traitor then, when thou art King. 

Prin. I care not. 

Pyn, Sir lobn^J prythee leaue the Prince Sc me alone, 
I will lay him downe fuch reafons for this aduenturr,that 
he fhall go. 

Fal. Well, maifl thou haue the Spirit of perfwafion ; 
and he the eares of profiting, that what thou fpeakeft , 
may moue ; and what he heares may be beleeued, that the 
true Prince, may (for recreation fake)proue a falfe theefe j 
for the poore abufes of the time,%vant countenance. Far- 
well,you fhall finde me in Eaftcheape. 

Prin, Farwell the latter Spring. Farewell Alhollown 
Summer. 

Poy. Now, my good fweet Hony Lord, ride with vs 
to morrow. I haue a ieft to execute, that I cannot man- 
nage alone. Falftafe, Haruey^ Roffilly and Qadi-bill^ fhall 
robbe thofe men that wee haue already way-layde, your 
felfe and I, wil not be there:and when they haue the boo- 
ty, if you and I do not rob them, cut this head from my 
ihoulders. 

Prin. But how fhal we part with them in fetting forth? 

Poy«. Why, we wil fct forth before or after* them, and 
appomt them a place of meeting;^ wherin it is at our plea- 
fure to iaile ; and then will they aduenture yppon the ex- 
ploit rhemfelues, which they fhall haue no fooner atchie- 
ued, but vrec'l fet vpon them. 

Prin, I, but tis like that they will know vs by our 
horfes, by our habits, and by euery other appointment to 
be our felues. 

9oj, Tut our horfes they (hall not fee, He tye them in 
the wood, our Vizards wee will change after wee leaue 
them : and firrah, I haue Cafes of Buckram for the nonce, 
to immaske our noted outward garments. 

Pr'm. But I doubt they will be too hard for vs. 

Pofff. Well, for two of them, I know them to bee as 



true bred Cowards as euer tum*d backe.-and for the third^ *^ 

if he fight longer then he fees reafon,Ue fbrfwear Ames.' 

The vertue of this left will be, the incomprehenfible Ijw' 

that this fat Roguf will tell vs,when we meete at Supper. 

how thirty at leaft he fought wth, what Wardes, whit ' '^ 

blowes, what extremities he endured^d in the repTDofc ' ^ 

of this, lyes the left. ^ 

^rin. Well, He goe with thee, prouide vs all th'ingi ^ 

neceflary, and meete me to morrow night in Eafhiieape} 

there He fup. Farewell. 

Poyn, Farewell, my Lord. Exit Pmtt 

Prin. I know you all, and will a-while vphold 

The vnyoakM humor of your idlenefTe : 

Yet heerein will I imitate the Sunne, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagious cloudes 

To fmother vp his Beauty from the world. 

That when he pleafe againe to be himfelfe. 

Being wanted, he may be more wondred at. 

By breaking through the foule and vgly mifb 

Of vapours, that did fwmt to ftranglc him. 

If all the yeare were pbying holidaies. 

To fport, would be as tedious as to worke ; 

But when they feldome come, they wifht-for come. 

And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents. 

So when this loofe behauiour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I neuer promifed $ 

By how much better then my word I am, 

By fo much fhall I felfifie mens hopes. 

And like bright Mettall on a fullen ground : 

My reformation glittering o*re my Aiult, 

Shall fhew more goodly, and attrad more eyes. 

Then that which hath no foyle to fet it off. 

He fo oflend, to make offence a skill, 

Redeeming time, when men thinke leaft I will. 
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Enter the KingyNortbumberlandyVf^orcefier^HotJ^nrrt^ 
Sir Walter ^lunt, and other f. 

King, My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Vnapt to ftirre at thefe indignities, 
And you haue found me ; for accordingly, 
You tread vpon mv patience : But be fure, 
I will from henceforth rather be my Selfe, 
Mighty, and to be fear'd, then my condition 
Which hath beene fmooth as Oyle, f6ft as yong Downe, 
And therefore loft that Title of refpe^. 
Which the proud foule ne*re payes,but to the proud* 

fFor. Our houfe (my Soueraigne Uege) little deferucs 
The fcourge of greatnefle to be vfed on it. 
And that fame greatnefTe too, which our owne hands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. 

Nor. My Lord. 

King, Worccfler get thee gone i for I do fee 
Danger and difobedience in thine eye. 
O fir, your prefence is too bold and peremptory, 
And Maieftie might neuer yet endure 
The moody Frontier of a femant brow. 
You haue good leaue to leaue vs. When we need 
Your vfe and counfell, we (hall fend for you. 
You were about to fpeake. 

North, Yea, my good Lord. 

Thofe 
_- 
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(oners in yoxir Hlghnefle demanded, 
arrjp Percy heere at Holmedon tooke, 
he fayes) not with fuch ftrength denied 
liuered to your Maiefty : 
er through enuy,or mifprifion, 
/ of this fault ; and not my Sonne, 
ly Liege, I did deny no Prifonen. 
lember when the fight was done, 
irai dry with Rage, and extreame Toyle, 
re,and Faint, leaning vpon my Sword, 
re a certaine Lord, neat and trimly dreft; 
Bride-groome, and his Chin new reapt, 
^e a ftubble Land at Harueft-home. 
*rfumed like a Milliner, 
:t his Finger and his Thumbe,he held 
t-boz : which euer and anon 
lis Nofe, and took*t away againe : 
ewith angry, when it next came there, 
in SnuflTe : And (till he fmird and talked : 
le Souldiers bare dead bodies by, 
them vntaught Knaues, Vnmannerly, 
a flouenly vnhandfome Coarfe 
le Winde,and his Nobility, 
ly Holiday and Lady tearme 
>n*d me : Among the reft, demanded 
lers, in your Maiefties behalfe. 
1-fmarting, with my wounds being coldy 
peftered with a Popingay) 
f Greefe, and my Impatience, 
(negle^ngly) I know not what, 
, or ihould not : For he made me mad, 
01 (hine fo briske, and fmell fo fweet, 
; fo like a Waiting-Gentlewoman, 
& Drums, and Wounds; God faue the marke \ 
ig me, the Soueraign*ft thing on earth 
lacity, for an inward bruife : 
it was great pitty, fo it was, 
inous Salt-peter fliould be digg'd 
e Bowels of the harmleiTe Earth, 
any a good Tall Fellow had deftroy*d 
dly. And but for thefe vile Gunnes, 
himfelie haue beene a Souldier. 
, vnioynted Chat of his (mv Lord) 
to anfwer indi redly (as I (aid.) 
eech vou, let not this report 
rant ror an Accusation, 
ly Loue,and your high Maiefty. 
The circumfbnce confidered,good my Lord, 
r Harry Percie then had faid, 
1 perfon, and in fuch a place, 
rime, with all the reft retold, 
)nably dye, and neuer rife 
n wrong, or any way impeach 
n he faid, fo he vnfay it now. 
Why yet doth deny his Prifoners, 
Pronifo and Exception, 
It our owne charge, ftiall ranfome ftraight 
er-in-Law, the foolifh Mortimer, 
my foule)hath wilfully betraid 
of thofe, that he did leade to Fight, 
le great Magitian, damn*d Glendnttr : 
ughter (as we heare)the Earle of March 
ly married. Shall our Coffers then, 
^, to redeeme a Traitor home ? 
buy Treafon f and indent with Feares, 
sy haue loft and forfeyted themfelues. 



No : on the barren Mountaine let him fterue : 
For I fhall neuer hold that man my Friend, 
Whofe tongue fhall aske me for one peny coft 
To ranfome home reuolted Mortinur, 

Hot. Reuolted eMortimer} 
He neuer did h\\ off, my Soueraigne Liege, 
But by the chance of Wane : to proue that true. 
Needs no more but one tongue. For all thofe Wounds, 
Thofe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he tooke, 
When on the gentle Seuemes fiedgie banke. 
In fingle Oppofition hand to hand. 
He did confound the beft part of an houre 
In changing hardiment with great GUndvmer : 
Three times they breathed, and three times did they drink 
Vpon agreement, of fwift Seuernes flood ; 
Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 
Ran fearefully among the trembling Reeds, 
And hid his crifpe-head in the hollow banke, 
Blood-ftained with thefe Valiant Combatants. 
Neuer did bafc and rotten Policy 
Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds j 
Nor neuer could the Noble cPlfortimer 
Receiue fo many, and all willingly : 
Then let him not be fland'red with Reuolt. 

King. Thou do*ft bely him Percy, thou doft bely him; 
He neuer did encounter with Giendower: 
I tell thee, he durft as well haue met the diuell alone. 
As Oven Glendotfer for an enemy. 
Art thou not afham*df But Sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not heare you fpeake of Mortimer. 
Send me your Prifoners with the fpeedieft meanes. 
Or you fhall heare in fuch a kinde from me 
As will difpleafe ye. My Lord Northumberland, 
We Licenfe your departure with your fonne, 
Send vs your Prifoners, or you*l heare of it. Exit King, 

Hot. And if the diuell come and roare for them 
I will not fend them. I will after ftraight 
And tell him fo : for I will eafe my heart. 
Although it be with hazard of my head. 

Abr. What? drunke with choller^fby & paufe awhile, 
Heere comes your Vnckle. Enter Worcefier, 

Hot. Speake of A^r timer ? 
Yes, I will fpeake of him, and let my foule 
Want mercy, if I do not ioyne with him. 
In his behalfe. He empty all thefe Veines, 
And fhed my deere blood drop by drop i*th duft, 
But I will lift the downfall cMortimer 
As high i'th Ayre,as this Vnthankfull King, 
As this Ingrate and Cankred *BtiIIingbrool(e. 

Nor. Brother, the King hath made your Nephew mad 

fFor. Who ftrooke this heate vp after I was gone f 

Hot. He will (fbrfooth)haue all my Prifoners : 
And when I vrgM the ranfom once againe 
Of my Wiues Brother, then his cheeke lookM pale, 
And on my hce he turned an eye of death. 
Trembling euen at the name of Mortimer. 

fFor. I cannot blame him: was he not proclaim*d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ? 

Nor. He was: I heard the Proclamation, 
And then it was, when the vnhappy King 
(Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did fct forth 
Vpon his Irifh Expedition : 
From whence he intercepted, did returne 
To be deposed, and fhortly murthered. 
H^or. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide mouth 
Liue fcandalis*d,and fouly fpoken of. 

e Hot. 
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Hot. But fbft I pray yo« ; did King Richard then 
Proclaime my brother Mortimer^ 
Heyre to the Crowne ? 

Nor. He did, my felfie did heare iL 
Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his Coufin King, 
That wiih'd him on the barren Mountainea ftaniM. 
But flull it be, that you that iet the Crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgetfull man, 
And for his (aJce, wose thie detefted blot 
Of murtherous fubomation? Shall it be, 
That you a world of curfes vndergoe. 
Being the Agents, or bafe fecond meanes, 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather } 
O pardon, if that I defoend £o low. 
To fhew the Line, and the Predicament 
Wherein you range vnder thb fiibtill King. 
Shall it for flume, be fpoken in thefe dayea, 
Or fill yp Chronicles in time to come, 
That men of your Nobility and Power, 
Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfe 
(As Both of you, God pardon it, haue done) 
To put downe Ricbardj that fweet louely Ro(c, 
And plant this Thome, this Canker 'Bulimghrnoi^} 
And fhall it in more fhame be further fpoken. 
That you are foolM, difcarded, and fhooke off 
By him, for whom thefe fhames ye underwent ? 
No : yet time ferues, wherein you may redeems 
Your banifhM Honors, and seftore your felues 
Into the good Thoughts of the world againe. 
Reoenge the geering and difdainM contempt 
Of this proud King, who ihidies day and night 
To anfwer ail the Debt he owes vnto you, 
Euen with the bloody Payment of your deaths s 
Therefore I fay— — 

Vor. Peace Coufin, fay no more. 
And now I will TncUispe a Secret boohe, 
And to your quicke conceyuing Difcontent|, 
He reade you Matter, deepe and dangerous. 
As full of perill and aduenturous Spirit, 
As to oVe-walke a Current, roaring loud 
On the vnfled£ift footing of a Speave. 

Hot. If he fall in, good night, or finke or iWimfnes 
Send danger from the £afl vnto the Weft, 
So Honor croffe it from the North to South, 
And let them grapple : The blood more ftirret 
To rowze a Lyon, then to ftart a Hare. 

Nor. Imagination of fome gpeat exploit, 
Dnues him beyond the bounds of Patience. 

Hot. By heauen, me thinkes it were an eafie leap. 
To plocke bright Honor from the pale-^c*d Moone^ 
Or diue into the bottome of the deepe. 
Where Fadome-line could neuer touch the ground^ 
And plucke vp drowned Honor by the Lockfs : 
So he that doth redreme her thence, might weaie 
Without Co>rioaIl, all her Dignities: 
But out vpon this halfe-fac*d Fellowihip. 

W^or. He apprehends a World of Figures heie, 
Bnt not the forme of what he fhould attend : 
Good Coufin giue me audience for a-wbik, 
And lift to me. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

fTor. Thofe fame Noble Scottet 
That are your Prifoners. 

Hot. He keepe them all. 
By heauen, he fhall not haue a Scot of them; 
No, if a Scot would faoe his Soule,he fhall not. 



He keepe them, by this Hand. 

ff^or. You ftart away. 
And lend no eare vnto my purpofek 
Thofe Prifonecs you fliall keepe. 

Hot. Nay, I will j that*s flat t 
He faid, he would not ranibme Mortimer: 
Forbad my tongue to fpeake of M»rtimer, 
But I will finde him when he lyet afleepe^ 
And in his eare, He holla Mortitmr^ 
Nay, He haue a Starling ikall be taught to fpenke 
Nothing but Mortimer^ and g^ue it hun, 
To keepe his anger ftill in motion. 

Wor. Heare you Coufin ; a word. 

Hot. All fhidies heere I folemnly defie, 
Saue how to gall and pinch this BuUimghn^ 
And that fame Sword and Buckler Pnncc of Waks. 
But that I thinke his Father loues him not. 
And would be glad ha met with fome mifcliaBae^ 
I would haue poyfon'd him with a pot of AJe. 

ff^ar. FaaeweU Kinfman t He talke to you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor. Why what a Wafpe-tongu*d Sc impatient fbok 
Art thou, to breake into this Womans mood. 
Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne ? 

Hot, Why look you, I am whipt tc fcourg*d with fDd% 
Netled,and fhing with PiTmine^when I hone 
Of this vile Politician ^uilimgMroofy. 
In Hicbards time : What de*ye call the place? 
A plague vpon't, it is in Gloufterfhirc : 
*Twas, where the madcap Duke his Vncle kept. 
His Vncle Yorke, where I firft bow'd my knee 
Vnto ^is King of Smiles, this BuIIittghreoi(€ : 
When you and he came backe from Rauenfpurgh. 

Nor. At Barkley Caftle« 

Hot. You fay true : 
Why what a caudie deale of curtefie. 
This Owning Grey-hound then did proflSnr me. 
Lookc when his in^t Fortune came to age, 
And gentle Harry Tercy, and kinde Coufin : 
O, the Diuell take fuch Couaeners,God fbrgtue mi^ 
Good Vncle tell your tale, for I haue done. 

ff^or. Nay, if you haue not, too*t againe, 
Wee*l ftay your leyfuie. 

Hot. 1 haue done infboth. 

ff^er. Then once mooe to yaar Scottifli Prifonen^ 
Deliuer them vp without their ranfome ftraight, 
And make the Domglas fonne your onely meane 
For powies in Scotland : which for diuers reafooa 
Which I fliall (end you written, be afTurM 
Will eafily be granted you, my Lord. 
Your Sonne in Scotland being thus impl y*d,. 
Shall fecretly into the bofome creepe 
Of that fame noble Prelate, well belou^d,^ 
The Archbifliop. 

Hot. Of Yorke, is*t not ? 

ffor. True, who beares hard 
His Brothers death at Brifint^ the Lord Scrtopa* 
I fpeake not this in efKmation, 
As what I thinke might be, but what I knov 
Is ruminated, plotted, and fist downe, 
And onely (hyes but to behold the fiiise 
Of that occafion that fliall bring it on« 

Hot. Ifmellit: 
Vpon my lifi;, it will do wond'rous well* 

Nor. Befope the game's a-foot, thou ftill let^ flip. 
Hat. Why,«t caanot cboofe but be a Noble plot, 
AaA 
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. the power ofScothndyandi of Yorke 

iHrith Mortimer^ Ha. 

A.nd fo they (hall. 

nfaith it is exceedingly well aym*d. 

Ajid *ti» no little reafon bids vs fpeed^ 

nir heads, by raifing of a Head t 

c our felues as euen as we can^ 

g will alwayes thinke him in our dtbt,i 

ike,we thinke our felues vnfatisfied, 

tath found a time to pay vs home* 

already, how he doth beginnc 

t Ts ftrvngers to hu lookes of loufc. 

ric docs, he does; wee*l be reuengM on him.. 

Coufin,£irewell. No further go in this, 

tyy Letters Ihall dired your couHle 

me is ripe, which will be fodainly: 

: to GlendowtTy and lo^ Mortimer^ 

'ou,and Dowglas, znd our powres atoncc^ 

1 £iihion it, ihall happily meetc, 

i our fortunes in our owne ftrong armes, 

oow we hold at much vncertainty. 

Farewell good Brother, we flull thriue, I truft. 

Vncle,adieu : O let the houres be fhort, 
ds,and blowc8,and grones, applaud our fpoct.^xiV 



ShisSecundus. ScenaVrima. 



mter a Carrier with a Lanttnu in bat band. 

. Heigh-ho, an't be not fourc by the day, He be 

Cbarleswaimt is ouer the new Chimney, and yet 
e not packt. What Oftler ? 
Anon,anon. 

. 1 prethee Tom, beate Cuts Saddle, put a few 
in the point : the poore lade is wrung in the wi- 
C of all ccfle. 

Enter anotber Carrier, 
', Peaic and Beanes are as danke here as a Dog, 

is the next way to giue poore lades the Bottes? 
ufe is turned vpfide downe iince 9^m the Oftler 

'. Poore fellow neuer ioy*d iince the price of oats 
vas the death of him. 

tr. I thinke this is the mofl villanous houfe in al 
rode for Fleas : I am ibing like a Tench. 
'. Like a Tench f There is ne*re a King in Chri- 
Cycoold be better bit, then I haue beene iince the 
ke. 

. Why, you will allow vs ne*re a lourden, and 
leake in your Chimney : and your Chamber-lye 
leas like a Loach. 
'. What Oftler, come away, and be hangd; come 

. I haue a Gammon of Bacon, and two raxes of 
to be deliuered as iarre as Charing-crofTe. 
. The Turkies in my Pannier are quite ilarued. 
ftler? A plague on thee, haft thou neuer an eye in 
I ? Can*ft not heare ? And t*were not as good a 
Irinke, to break the pate of thee,I am a v^ Vil. 
9me and be hang*d,haft no fiuth in thee? 

Enter Gads-bill, 
Good-morrow Carriers. What*s a dockef 
: thinke it be two a docke. 
I prethee lend me thy Lanthome to fee my Gel- 



ding in the flable. 

I .Car. Nay Q>ft I pray ye, I know a trick worth two 
of that 

Gad, I prethee lend me thine. 

%,Car. I, when, canft tdl t Lend mee thy Lanthome 
(quoth-a) marry He fee thee hangM iirft. 

Gad^ Sirra Carrier : What time do you mean to come 
to London ? 

%,Car, Time enough to goe to bed with a Candle, I 
warrant thee. Come neighbour eMuggesy wee'U call vp 
the Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they 
haue great charge.. Exeunt 

Enter Cbamberlmne, 

Gad^ What ho, Chamberlaine ? 

Cbam^ At hand quoth Pick-purie. 

Gad, That*s euen as faire,as at hand quoth the Cham- 
berlaine : For thou varieft no more from picking of Pur- 
fes, then giuing diredion, doth from labouring . Thou 
lay' ft the plot, how. 

Qbam^ Good morrow Maiter Gads-Hilly it holds cur- 
rant that I told you yeftemight. There's a Franklin in the 
wilde of Kent, hath brought three hundred Markes with 
him in Gold: I heard him tell it to one of his company laft 
night at Supper; a kinde of Auditor, one that hath abun- 
dance of charge too (God knowcs what) they are vp al- 
ready, and call for Egges and Butter. They will away 
prefently. 

Gad, Sirra, if they meete not with S. Nicholas Clarks, 
He giue thee this necke. 

Cbam, No, He none of it : I prythee keep that for the 
Hangman, for I know thou worftupft S. Nicholas as tru- 
ly at a man of ialihood may. 

Gad. What talkeft thou to me of the Hangman } If I 
hang. He make a fat payre of Gallowes. For, if I hang, 
old Sir lobn hangs with mee, and thou know'ft hee*s no 
Starueling. Tut, there are other Troians that y dream*ft 
not of, the which (for fport fake) are content to doe the 
Profeifion fome grace ; that would (if matters ihould bee 
look*d into) for their owne Credit fake, make all Whole. 
I am ioyned with no Foot-land-Rakers, no Long-fhiile 
fix-penny ftrikers, none of thefe mad Muftachio-purple- 
huM-Maltwormes, but with Nobility, and Tranquilities 
Bourgomafters, and great Oneyers, fuch as can holde in, 
fiich as will ftrike fboner then fpeake ; and fpeake fooner 
then drinke, and drinke fooner then pray t and yet I lye, 
for they pray continually vnto their Saint the Common- 
wealth ; or rather, not to pray to her, but prey on henfbr 
they ride vp 8e downe on her,and make hir their Boots. 

Cbam, What, the Commonwealth thdr Bootes^ Will 
ihe hold out water in fbule way ? 

Gad. She will,fhe will; luftice hath liquorM her. We 
fteale as in a Caftle,cockfure : we haue the receit of Fern- 
feede,we walke inuiiible. 

Qbam. Nay, I thinke rather, you are more beholding 
to the Night, then to the Femfeed, for your walking in- 
uifible. 

Gad. Giue me thy hand. 
Thou ihalt haue a (hare in o^ purpofe, 
As I am a true man. 

Cbam, Nay, rather let mee haue it, as you are a falfe 
Theefe. 

Gad. Goe too : Home is a common name to all men. 
Bid the Oftler bring the Gelding out of the fbble. Fare- 
well, ye muddy Knaue. Exeunt, 
e 2 Scena 
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Enter Trincey Paynes, and Peto. 

Pnnet. Come fhcltcr, fheltcr, I haue rcmoued Falfiafs 
Horfe, and he frets like a gum'd Veluet. 

Prin. Stand clofe. 

Enter FalHaffe. 

FaL PoineSfPoheSy and be hangM Poines, 

Prin. Peace ye fat-kidney'd Rafcall, what a brawling 
doft thou keepe. 

Fal. Vfhzt Poines. HaR 

Prin. He is walk'd vp to the top of the hill, He go feek 
him. 

Fal. I am accorft to rob in that Theefe company: that 
Rafcall hath remoued my Horie,and tied him I know not 
where. If I traucll but foure foot by the fquire further a 
foote, I ihall breake my windc. Well, I doubt not but 
to dye a faire death for all this, if I fcape hanging for kil- 
ling that Rogue, I haue forfwome his company hourely 
any dme this two and twenty yeare, ic yet I am bewitcht 
with the Rogues company. If the Rafcall haue not giuen 
me medicines to make me loue him,Ile behang'dpt could 
not be elfe : I haue dninke Medicines. Poines, Hal, a 
Pbgue vpon you both. 'Bardolpb, Peto : He ftarue ere I 
rob a foote further. And 'twere not as good a deede as to 
drinke, to turne True-man, and to leauc thefe Rogues, I 
am the verieft Varlet that euer chewed with a Tooth. 
Eight yards of vneuen ground, is threefcore & ten miles 
afoot with me : and the ftony-hcarted Villaines knowe it 
well enough. A plague ypon% when Theeues cannot be 
true one to another. They Wbiftle. 

Whew : a plague light vpon you all. Giue my Horfe you 
Rogues : giue me my Horfe,and be hang'd. 

Prin. Peace ye fat guttcs, lye downe, by thine eare 
clofe to the ground, and lift if thou can heare the tread of 
Trauellers. 

Fal. Haue you any Leauers to lift me vp again being 
downe ? lie not beare mine owne fleik fo hr afoot again, 
for all the coine in thy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague 
meane ye to colt me thus } 

Prin. Thou ly'fl,thou art not colted,thou art vncolted. 

FaL I prethee good Prince Hal, help me to my horfe, 
good Kings fonne. 

frin. Out you Rogue, fhall I be your Oftler? 
Fal. Go hang thy felfe in thine owne heire-apparant- 
Garters : If I be tane. He peach for this : and I haue not 
Ballads made on all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a Cup of 
Sacke be my poyfon : when a left is fo forward, & a foote 
too, I hate it. 

Enter Gads-bilK 

Gad. Stand. 

Fal. So I do againft my will. 

Poin. O 'tis our Setter, I know his voyce : 
Bardclfe, what newes ? 

*Bar. Cafe ye,cafe ye ; on with your Vizards, there's 
mony of the Kings comming downe the hill, 'tie going 
to the Kings Exchequer. 

Fal. You lie you rogue,'tis going to the Kings Tauem. 

Gad. There's enough to make vs all. 

FaL To he hang'd. 



Prin. You fbure fhall front them in the narrow I 
Ned ind I, will walkc lower} if they fcape firom yw 
counter,then they light on vs. 

Teto. But how many be of them ? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

FaL Will they not rob vs ? 

Prin, What,a Coward Sir John Paunch ? 

FaL Indeed I am not John of Gaunt your Gnndh 
but yet no Coward, HaL 

Prin. Wee'l leaue that to the proofe. 

Poin. Sirra lackc, thy horfe (binds behlnde the ! 
when thon need*ft him, there thou (halt finde him. 
well, and (bnd faft. 

Fal. Now cannot I ihike him,if I (hould be hang'* 

Prin. Ned, where are our difguifes ? 

Poin, Heere hard by : Stand clofe. 

FaL Now my Mafters, happy man be his dole, C 
euery man to hit bufifiefle. 

Enter Trauellers. 

Tra. Come Neighbor: the boy (ball Icade our F 
downe the hill : Wee'l walke a-fbot a while, and aA 
Legges. 

Tbeeua. Stay. 

Tra. Icfu blefTe vs. 

FaL Strike: down with them, cut the villains th 
a whorfon Caterpillars : Bacon-fed Knaues, they b 
youth J downe with them, fleece them. 

Tra. O, we are vndone,both we and ours for euei 

FaL Hang ye gorbellied knaues,are you vndonei 
ye Fat Chufi^, I would your ftore were heere. Or 
cons,on, what ye knaues ? Yong men muft liue, y( 
Grand Iurers,are yef Wee'l iure ye i^iith. 

Heere tbey rob tbem,and binde tbem. Enter tbe 
Prince and Poines. 

Prin. The Theeues haue bound the True-men t 
coul4 thou and I rob the Theeues,and go merily to 
don, It would be argument for a Weeke, Laughter 
Moneth, and a good left for euer. 

Poynes. Stand clofe, I heare them comming. 

Enter Theeues againe. 

FaL Come my Mafters, let vs ftiare,and then to 
before day : and the Prince and Poyncs bee not tv 
land Cowards, there's no equity ftirring. There's n( 
valour in that Poynes,than in a wilde Ducke. 

Prin, Your money. 

Poin. Villaines. 
%As tbey are Jbaring,tbe Prince and Poynts fet vppn 

Tbey all run avny,leamng tbe booty bebind tbem. 

Prince. Got with much eafe. rf>w merrily to I 
The Theeues are fcattred,and pofTeft with fear fo ( 
]y, that they dare not meet each other : each takes 1 
low for an Officer. Away good Ned, Falftaffe (we: 
death, and Lards the leane earth as he walkes along 
not for laughing,I (hould pitty him. 

Poin, How the Rogue roar*d. Exeunt 



Sccena Tertia. 



Enter HotJ}>urre Jolut,reading a Letter, 
^utfor mine o»nefart,my Lord, J could bee well cont 
be there, in rejfe& of the hue I beare your boufe. 
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I be contented ; Why u he not then ? in refpe^ of 
he beares our houfe. He fhewes in this, he loues 
t Barne better then he loues our houfe. Let me 
t more. The purpefe you vndertal^e it dangerom^ 
at*s certaine : ^Tis dangerous to take a Colde, to 
o drinke : but I tell you (my Lord foole) out of 
tie, Danger; we plucke this Flower, Safety. The 
fou vfutertakf is dangerom^ the Frieiuis you baue na- 
ertaintf the Time it Jelfe nrnforted^ and your vbole 
%^» fi'' f^ counter fohu of Jo great an Oppofiion. 
io, (ay you fo : I fay vnto you againe, you are a 
cowardly Hinde, and you Lye* What a lacke- 
this } 1 proteft, our plot is as good a plot as euer 
; our Friend true and conftant : A good Plotte, 
lends, and full of expedation : An excellent plot, 
Ki Friends. What a Frofty-fpirited rogue is this? 
iy Lord of Yorke commends the plot , and the 
courfe of the a^on. By this hand, if I were now 
Raicall, I could braine him >^th his Ladies Fan. 
not my Father , my Vnckle, and my Selfe, Lord 
Mortimer f my Lord of Tori^^ and Ovten Qlendour} 
not befides, the Dovfglas ? Haue I not all their let- 
nneete me in Armes by the ninth of the next Mo-> 
nd are they not fome of them fet forward already? 
Pagan Rafcall is this > An Infidell. Ha, you (hall 
in Tery fincerity of Feare and Cold heart, will he 
Cing, and lay open all our proceedings. 0,I could 
ly felfe, and go to buffets, for mouing fuch a di(h 
d Milk with fo honourable an Action. Hang him, 
tell the King we are prepared. I will fet forwards 



Enter bis Lady. 

w Kate, I muft leaue you within thefe two hours. 
) my good Lord, why are you thus alone f 
It offi^nce haue I this fortnight bin 
Td woman fi-om my Harries bed ? 

(fweet Lord) what is*t that takes from thee 
nacke,pleafure,and thy golden fleepe ? 
ft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth ? 
"t fo often when thou fitt'ft alone ? 
ft thou loft the fre(h blood in thy cheekes? 
en my Treafures and my rights of thee, 
ce-ey*d mufing, and curft melancholly ? 
lint-flumbers, 1 by thee haue watcht, 
ird thee murmcfte tales of Iron Warres : 
learmes of manage to thy bounding Steed, 
rage to the field. And thou haft talked 
•s, and Retires; Trenches,Tent8, 
ladoes, Frontien,Parapet8, 
iskes, of Canon, Culuerin, 
•ners ranfome, and of Souldiers flaine, 
the current of a headdy fight, 
fit within thee hath beene fo at Warre, 
n hath fo beflirr*d thee in thy fleepe, 
ds of fweate hath ftood vpon thy Brow, 
bbles in a late-difturbed Streame ; 
thy face fbrange motions haue appeared, 
we fee when men reftraine their breath 
e great fodaine haft. O what portents are thefe ? 
rauie bufineffe hath my Lord in hand, 
auft know it : elfe he loues me not. 

What ho ; Is Giiliams with the Packet gone ? 
He is my Lord, an houre agone. 
lath Butler brought thofe horfes fro the Sheriffe? 



Ser, One horfe,my Lord,he brought euen now. 

Hot* What Horfe ? A Roane, a crop eare, is it not. 

Ser. It is my Lord. 

Hot, That Roane (hall be my Throne. Well, I will 
backe him (haight. E^erance^ bid Butler lead him forth 
into the Parke. 

La, But heare you,my Lord. 

Hot* What (ay*ft thou my Lady ? 

La, What is it carries you away ? 

Hot. Why,my horre(my Loue)my hor(e. 

La, Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazell hath not 
fuch a deale of Spleene, as you are toft with. In footh lie 
know your bufineffe Harry^ that 1 will. I feare my Bro- 
ther Mortimer doth (tirre about his Title, and hath fent 
for you to line his enterprise. But if you go 

Hot, So farre a foot, I (hall be weary, Loue. 

La. Come,come,you Paraquito, anfwer me dire^ly 
Tnto this queftion, that I (hall aske. Indeede He breake 
thy little finger i/orrjr, if thou wilt not tel me true. 

Hot, Away, away you trifler : Loue, I loue thee not, 
1 care not for thee Kate : this is no world 
To play with Mammets, and to tilt with lips. 
We muft haue bloodie Nofes,and crack*d Crownes, 
And paffe them currant too. Gods me, my horfe. 
What fay*ft thou Kat^vrYizt wold*ft thou haue with me ? 

La. Do ye not loue me? Do ye not indeed ? 
Well, do not then. For fince you loue me not, 
I will not loue my felfe. Do you not loue roe ? 
Nay,tell me if thou fpeak*ft in ieft,or no. 

Hot, Come, wilt thou fee me ride ? 
And when I am a-hor(ebacke, I will fweare 
I loue thee infinitely. But hearke you Kate^ 
I muft not haue you hencefbrth,queftion me. 
Whether I go : nor reafon whereabout. 
Whether I muft, I muft: and to conclude. 
This Euening muft I leaue thee,gentle Kate. 
I know you wife, but yet no further wife 
Then Harry Perdes wife. Confbnt you are. 
But yet a woman : and for fecrecie, 
No Lady clofer. For I will beleeue 
Thou wilt not Ttter what thou do*ft not know. 
And fo fiirre wilt I truft thee,gentle Kate. 

La. How fo farre ? 

Hot. Hot an inch further. But harkc you Kate^ 
Whither I go, thither (hall you go too : 
To day will 1 fet forth, to morrow you. 
Will this content you Kate ? 

La. It muft of force. Bxeunt 



Scena Quartd. 



Enter Prince and Poines. 

Prin. Nedyprethct come out of that fat rdome, 8c lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poines, Where haft bene Hall ? 

Trin. With three or foure Logger-heads, amongft 3. 
or fourefcore Hogfheads. I haue founded the verie bafe 
ftring of humility. Sim, I am fwom brother to a leafh of 
Drawers,and can call them by their names,as Tom, Dickfj 
and Francis. They take it already vpon their confidence, 
that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the King 
of Curtefie: telling me flatly 1 am no proud lack like Fal- 
flaffe,b\itsi Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a good boy, and 
when I am King of £ngland,I fliall command al the good 
Laddes in Eaft-cheape. They call drinking decpe, dy- 
ingScarlet ; and when you breath in your watering, then 
e 3 they 
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they cry hem, and bid yon play it off. To conclude, I am 
fo good a proficient in one quarter of an hoore, that I can 
drinke with any Tinker in his owne Language during my 
life. I tell thee iVir^,thou haft loft much honor, that thou 
wer*t not with me in this adion : but fwtet Ned^to fwee- 
ten which name of Nedf I giue thee this peniworth of Su- 
gar, clapt euen now into my hand by an Tnder Skinker, 
one that neuer fpake other Engliih in his life, then Eight 
JbiiJhgs and fix pena^ and, Yw art welcome : with this ftiril 
addition, *Ajioiiy *Anon Jir, Score a Pint of ^Bafiard in the 
Halfi Aioone, or fo. But Ned^ to driue away tmie till Fal- 
ftafe come, I prythee doe thou ftand in fome bv-roome, 
wmle I queftion my puny Drawer, to what end hee gaue 
me the Sugar, and do neuer leaue calling Francit, that his 
Tale to me may be nothing but, Anon : ftep afide, and He 
fliew thee a Prefident. 

Pdnes, Francm. 

Prin. Thou art perfed. 

Poin, Francit, 

Enter Cramer. 

Fran, Anon,anon fir ; looke downe into the Pomgar- 
net, Ralfe. 

Prince* Come hither Francit. 

Fran, My Lord. 

Prin. How long haft thou to ferae, Francis ? 

Fran. Forfooth fiue yeares, and as much as to— — 

Poin. Francis. 

Fran. Anon,anon fir. 

Prin. Fiue yeares : Berlady a long Leafe for the clin- 
king of Pewter. But Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as 
to play the coward with thy Indenture, 8c ihew it a faire 
paire of heeles, and run from it ? 

Fran, O Lord fir, lie be fwome vpon all the Books in 
England,! could finde in my heart. 

Poin. Francis. 

Fran. Anon,anon fir. 

Prin. How old art thoyx^FroMcit } 

Fran. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I ihalbe— — 

Poin. Francis. 

Fran. Anon fir, pray you ftay a rittle,my Lord. 

Prin. Nay but harke you Francis, for the Sugar thou 
gaueft me,*twas a penyworth,was*t not? 

Fran. O Lord fir, I would it had bene two. 

Prin. I will giue thee for it a thoufand pound : Aske 
me when thou wilt, and thou (halt haue it. 

Poin. Francis. 

Fran, Anon,anon. 

Prnr.Anon Francis? No Francis,but to morrow Fran- 
cis : or Francis,on thurfday:or indeed Francis when thou 
wilt. But Francis. 

Fran. My Lord. 

Prin. Wilt thou rob this Leatheme lerkin, Chriftall 
button, Not-pated, Agat ring, Puke fh>cking, Caddice 
garter, Smooth tongue, Spanifh pouch. 

Fran. O Lord fir,who do you meanc ? 

Prin. Why then your browne Baftard is your onely 
drinke : for looke you Francis,your white Canuas doub- 
let will fiilley. In Barbary fir, it cannot come to (b much, 

Fran. What fir f 

Poin. Francis. 

Prin. Away you Rogue,doft thou heare them call ? 
Heere they hotb call bim^ the Draper ftands am^aed^ 
not i^nowing wbicb way to go. 

Enter Vintner. 
Vint. What, fbnd*ft thou ftiU, and hear*ft fuch a cal- 



ling ? Looke to the Guefts within: My Lord, olde Sir 
bin with halfe a doxen more,are at the doorc s ihall I let 
them in? 

Prin. Let them alone awhile, and then open the dooic. 
Pnnes. 

Enter Points. 

Pd/n.Anonyanon fir. 
Prin. Sirra, Falftaffe and the reft of the Theeaes,aieat 
the doore, (hall we be merry ? 

Poin. As merrie as Crickets my Lad. But harke yce, 
What cunning match haue you made with this left of the 
Drawer ? Come, what*s the iiTue ? 

Prin.l am now of all humors, that haue (hewed tbca. 
felues humors, fince the old dayes of goodman jidamy to 
the pupill age of this prefent twelue a clock at midnigkL 
What*s a clocke Francb ? 

Fran, Anon, anon fir. 

Prin* That euer this Fellow fhould haue fewer wocdi 
then a Parret, and yet the fonne of a Woman. His indo- 
(by is vp-ftaires and down-ftaires, his eloquence the par- 
cell of a reckoning. I am not yet of Perciet mind, the Hot- 
fpurre of tlie North, he that killes me fome fixe or feasa 
dozen of Scots at a Breakiaft, waflies his hands, and iaies 
to his wife ; Fie vpon this quiet life, I want worke. O taj 
fweet Harry fayes fhe, how many haft thou kill*d to dayf 
Giue my Roane horfe a drench (iayes hee) and anfwera, 
fome fburteene,an houre after : a trifie,a trifle. I pretfaee 
call in FaJftaffCf He play P^(yf and that damned Brawne 
ihall play Dame cM'ortimer his wife.J2iiio,fayes the dnu- 
kard. Call in Ribs, call in Tallow. 

Enter Falftaffe. 

Poin, Welcome lacke, where haft thou beene? 

Fal. A pbgue of all Cowards I fay, and a Vengeance 
too, marry and Amen. Giue me a cup of Sacke Boy. £it 
I leade this life long, He fowe nether ftockes, and mcoi 
them too. A plague of all cowards. Giue me a Cup of 
Sacke , Rogue. Is there no Vertue extant ? 

Prin. Didft thou neuer fee Titan kiire a difh of Butter, 
pittifull hearted Titan that melted at the fweete Tale ti 
the Sunne ? If thou didfl, then behold that compound. 

Fal. Yon Rogue, heere*s Lime in this Sacke too:thcre 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in Viilanous mangret 
a Coward is worfe then a Cup of Sack with lime. A vii- 
lanous Coward, go thy wayes old lacke, die when tbos 
wilt,if manhood, good manhood be not forgot vpon the 
face of the earth, then am I a fhotten Herring : there liiMt 
not three good men TnhangM in England, & one of then 
is fiit, and growes old, God helpe the while ,a bad world 1 
(ay. I would I were a Weauer, I could fing all manner of 
fongs. A plague of all Cowards,I fay ftilL 

Prin. How now Wool(acke,what mntter you ? 

Fal. A Kings Sonnet If I do not beate thee out of thy 
kingdome with a dagger of Lath, and driue all thy Sub^ 
ieas afore thee like a flocke of Wilde-geefe, lie neuer 
weare hairc on my fiice more. You Prince of Wales ? 

Prin, Why you horfon round man?what*s the matter? 

Fal. Are you not a Coward? Anfwer me to that, and 
Poines there ? 

Prin. Ye iatch paunch, and yee call mee Coward, Ik 
ftab thee. 

Fal. I call thee Coward ? He fee thee damn*d ere I cjU 
the Coward: but I would giue a thoufand pound 1 cooU 
ran as faft as thou canft. You are ftraight enough in the 
(houlders, you care not who fees your backe : Call J<w 

that 
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that backing of your friends? a plague vpon fuch bac- 
king : giue me them that will ftce me. Giue me a Cup 
of Sack, 1 am a Rogue if I drunke to dav. 

Prmce. O Villaine, thy Lippes axe icarce wip*d, fince 
thou <lnink*ft laft. 

Fai^. Airs one for that. He drinj(es, 

A plague of all Cowards ftillyfay I. 

Trhce, What's the matter ? 

Faift. What's the matter ? here be foure of ts, haue 
ta*ne a thouiand pound this Morning* 

Primct. Where is it^cl( f where is it ? 

Falft, Where b it ? taken from ts, it is .* a hundred 
Tpon poore fbure of vs. 

Prince. What^a hundred ^ man ? 

FslS. I am a Rogue /if I were not at halfe Sword with 
a doxen of them two houres together. I haue fcaped by 
miracle. I am eight times thruft through the Double^ 
firare through the Hofe, my Buckler cut through and 
through, my Sword hackt like a Hand-(aw, eece Jignum, 
I neuer dealt better fince I was a man : all would not doe. 
A plague of all Cowards : let them fpeake $ if they fpeake 
more or lefl*e then truth,they are TillaineSy and the fonnes 
of darkneiTe. 

Prince* Speake firs^how was it? 

Gad. Wt fbure fet vpon Tome dosen. 

Faift. Sizteene,at leaft^my Lord. 

GaJ, And bound them. 

Peto* Noy no, they were not bound* 

Fa/JI. You Rogue, they were bound, every man of 
them, or I am a lew elfe,an Ebrew lew. 

Gad. As we were ihating,fome fixe or feuen freih men 
fee vpon ys. 

Faip, And Tnbound the reft , and then come in the 
other. 

frimee. What, fought yee with them all ? 

Falft. All ? I know not what yee call all : but if I 
fraght not with fiftie of them, I am a bunch of Radiih : 
if there were not two or three and fiftie vpon poore olde 
Uci(^ then am I no tvro-iegg*d Creature. 

Poim. Pray Heauen, you haue not murthered fbme of 
them. 

Fa/ft, Nay, that's paft praying for; I haue pepper'd 
two of them : Two 1 am fore I haue payed, two Rogues 
ia fiockrom Sotei. I tell thee what. Half if I tell thee a 
Lye,fpit in my face, call me Horfe: thou knoweft my olde 
word: here I lay,and thus I bore my point ; foure Rogues 
in Buckrom let driue at me. 

Priactf.What/oure? thou (ayd'ft but two,euen now. 
f Falft. Foure Half I told thee foure. 

P»nr. I,I,he faid foure. 

Fa/ft, Thefe foure came all a-front, and mainely thruft 
at me ; I made no more adoe, but tooke all their feuen 
points in my Targuet, thus. 

Prime. Seuen ? why there were but foure, euen now. 

Falft. In Buckrom* 

Pnn. l,foure,in Buckrom Sntes. 

Falft. Seuen,by thefe HiIts,or I am a ViUaine elfe. 

Prim. Prethee let him alone,we ihall haue more anon. 

Falft. Doeft thou heare mt^Hal f 

Prim, I,and marke thee too, Jac\. 

Falft. Doe fo, for it is worth the liftnmg too : thefe 
lioc m Bttckrom,that I told thee of. 

TriM. So,two more alreadie. 

Falft. Their Points being broken. 

Pun. Downe fell his Hofe. 

F^. Began to giue me ground t but I followed me 
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dofe,came in foot and hand^and with a thought ,{iraen of 
the eleuen I pay'd. 

Pri». O monfhroui 1 eleuen Buckrom men growne 
out of two ? 

Falft. But as the Deuill would haue it, three mif-be- 
gotten Knanes, in Kendall Greene, came at my Back, and 
let driue at me ; for it was fo darke,H«/,that thou could'ft 
not fee thy Hand. 

Priff. Thefe Lyes are like the Father that begets them, 
groiTe as a Mountaine, open, palpable. Why thou Chy- 
brayn'd Guts, thou Knottv-pated Foole, thou Hotfon ob- 
fcene greafie Tallow Catch. 

Falft. What, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not the 
tnith,the tnith ? 

Prin. Why, how could'ft thou know thefe men in 
Kendall Greene, when it was fo darke, thou could 'ft not 
fee thy Hand i Come, tell vs your reafon:what fay'ft thou 
to this ? 

Pein. Come,your reafon Iaci(, your reafon* 

Falft. What, vpon compulfion ? No : were I at the 
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not 
tell you on compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compulfi- 
on ? If Reafons were as plentie as Black-berriea,! would 
giue no man a Reafon vpon compulfion,!. 

Prin, lie be no longer guiitie of this finne* This fan- 
guine Coward, this Bed-prefrer,this Horf-back-breaker, 
this huge Hill of Flefh* 

Falft. Away you Starueling, you Elfo-skin, you dried 
Neats tongue, Bulles-pifTell, you ftocke-fifh:0 for breth 
to vtter. What is like thee ? You Tailors yard,you fheath 
you Bow-cafe,you vile flanding tucke. 

Prim. Well, breath a-while,and then to't againe i and 
when thou haft tyr'd thy felfe in bafe comparifons, heare 
me fpeake but thus. 

Toin. Marke lacke* 

Trin. We two,{aw you foure fet on foure and bound 
them,and were Mafters of their Wealth : mark now how 
a plaine Tale (hall put you downe. Then did we two, fet 
on you foure,and with a word, outfac'd you firom your 
prize,and haue it: yea, and can (hew it you in the Houfe . 
And Falftaffcyjou caried your Guts away as nimbly,with 
as quicke dexteritie,and roared for mercy, and ftill ranne 
and roar'd, as euer I heard Bull-Calfe. What a Slaue art 
thou, to hacke thy fword as thou haft done,and then (ay 
it was in fight. What trick? what deuice ? what ftarting 
hole canft thou now find out,to hide thee firom this open 
and apparant fhame ? 

Poines. Come, let's heare lacke : What tricke haft 
thou now f 

Fal, I knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why heare 
ye my Mailers, was it for me to kill the Heire apparant ? 
Should I tume vpon the true Prince? Why, thou knoweft 
I am as valiant as Hercules : but beware Inftin^ the Lion 
wiU not touch the true Prince : Inftindl is a great matter. 
I was a Coward on Inftindl : I fhall thinke the better of 
my felfo, and thee, during my life : I, for a valiant Lion, 
and thou for a true Prince. But Lads, I am glad you haue 
the Mony. Hoftefl*e,clap to the doores: watch to night, 
pray to morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boyea, Harts of Gold, 
all the good Titles of Fellowfhip come to you . What, 
'ihall we be merry? ihall we.haue.a Play extempory. 

Prin. Content, and the argument fiuU be, thy runing 
away. 

Fal. A,no more of that Hall^ and thou loueft me* 
Snter Hefteffe. 

Hoft. My Lord, the Prince ? 

Prin. 
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Pritt. How now my Lady the Hoftefle , what fay^ft 
thou to me ? 

Hofteffe, Marry^my Lord, there b a Noble man of the 
Court at doore would fpeake with you: hee fayes,hee 
comes from your Father. 

Prin, Giue him at much as will make him a Royal! 
man^and fend him backe againe to my Mother. 

Falfi. What manner of man it hee ? 

HofieJJe. An old man. 

FalR, What doth Grauitie out of his Bed at Midnight^ 
Shall I giue him hit anfwere ? 

Prln, Prethee doe lacl^e, 

Falfi, *Faith,and He fend him packing. Exlu 

Prince, Now Sirs : you fought faire ; fb did you 
PetOy fo did you Bardei : you are Lyons too, you ranne 
away vpon inftind : you will not touch the true Prince ; 
no, fie. 

Bard. *Faith,I ranne when I faw others runne. 

Prin, Tell mee now in earneft, how came Falftaffes 
Sword fo hackt i 

Peto, Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid,hce 
would fweare truth out of England, but hee would make 
you beleeue it was done in fight,and perfwaded vs to doe 
the like. 

'Bard, Yea,and to tickle our Nofes with Spear-graiTe, 
to make them bleed , and then to beflubber our garments 
with it, and fweare it was the blood of true men. I did 
that I did not this feuen yeeres before, 1 bluiht to heare 
his monftrous deuices. 

Prin. O VilUine, thou ftoleft a Cup of Sacke eigh- 
teene yeeres agoe, and wert taken with the manner, and 
euer fince thou haft blufht extempore : thou hadft fire 
and fword on thy fide, and yet thou ranft away ; what 
inftind hadft thou for it ? 

'Bard, My Lord, doe you fee thele Meteors ? doe you 
behold thefe Exhalations ? 

Prin. I doc. 

'Bard, What thinke you they portend ? 

Prin, Hot Liuers,and cold Purfes. 

fBard. Choler,my Lord, if rightly taken. 

frin. No, if rightly taken. Halter. 

Enter Falftaffe. 

Heere comes leane Iac1(eyhttTt comes bare-bone. How 
now my fweet Creature of Bom baft, how long is*t agoe, 
/tffi^f ,fince thou {aw*ft tbine owne Knee ? 

Faift* My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yeeres 
(Hal) I was not an Eagles Talent in the Wafte, I could 
haue crept into any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring : a plague 
of fighing and griefe, it blowes a man vp like a Bladder 
There*6 villanous Newrs abroad t heere was Sir lobn 
'Brahy from your Father ; you muft goe to the Court in 
the Morning. The fame mad fellow of the North, P^rry; 
and hee of Wales, that gaue •Amamon the Baftinado, 
and made Lucifer Cuckold , and fwore the Deuill his true 
Liege-man vpon the CrofTe of a Welch-hooke ; what a 
plague call you him ? 

Poin. O , Glendovfcr. 

Falft. Oven y Owen ; the fame, and his Sonne in Law 
c^ortimeTy and old Nortbmnherlandy and the fprightly 
Scot of Scots, Dtmglasy that runnes a Horfe-backe vp a 
Hill perpendicular. 

Prin, Hee that rides at high fpeede,and with a Piftoll 
kills a Sparrow flying. 

Falft, You haue hit it. 



Prin, So did he neucr the Sparrow. 

Falft. Well, that Rafcall hath good mettall in him, 
hee will not runne. 

Prin, Why, what a Rafcall art thou then, to prayfe him 
fo for running f 

Falft, A Horfe-backe (ye Cuckoe) but a foot bee will 
not budge a foot. 

9rin, Yes lac^e^y^on inftinft. 

Falft. I grant ye, vpon inftind : Well, hee is there too, 
and one eMordaJ^e^ and a thoufand blew-Cappes more. 
Worcefter is ftolne away by Night : thy Fathers Beard ii 
turnM white with the Newes j you may buy Land now 
as cheape as ftinking Mackrell. 

Prin, Then *tis like, if there come a hot Sunne,and thii 
ciuill buffetdng hold, wee fhall buy Maiden-heads as 
they buy Hob-nayles, by the Hundreds. 

Falft, By the MafTe Lad, thou fay'ft true, it is like wee 
fhall haue good trading that way. But tell me fb/, art 
not thou horrible afear*d ? thou being Heire apparant, 
could the World picke thee out three fuch Enemyes i- 
gaine, as that Fiend DowglaSy that Spirit Percy, and that 
Deuill' Glendower f Art not thou horrible afraid ? Doth 
not thy blood thrill at it ? 

Prin. Not a whit: I lacke fome of thy inftind. 

Falft, Well, thou wilt be horrible chidde to morrow, 
when thou commeft to thy Father : if thou doe loue me, 
pradiife an anfwere. 

Prin. Doe thou (land for my Father, and examine mee 
vpon the particulars of my Life. 

Falft. Shall I ? content : This Chayre ihall bee my 
State , this Dagger my Scepter , and this Cufhion mjr 
Crowne. 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a Ioyn*d-Stoole, thy Gol- 
den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich 
Crowne, for a pittifull bald Crowne. 

FalSt. Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of 
thee, now (halt thou be moued. Giue me a Cup of Saclce 
to make mine eyes looke redde, that it may be thought I 
haue wept, for I muft fpeake in pafilion, and I will doe it 
in King Camhyfes vaine. 

Prin. Well, heere is my Legge. 

FalJf. And heere is my fpeech : fbnd afide Nobilide. 

Hofteffe, This is excellent fport,y faith. 

Falft. Weepe not, fweet Queene, for trickling team 
are vaine. 

Hejieffe. O the Father, how hee holdes his counte- 
nance } 

Falft, For Gods fake Lords, conuey my truftfiiU Queen, 
For teares doe ftop the floud-gates of her eyes. ft' 

Hofteffe. O rare, he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry 
Players, as euer I fee. 

Falft. Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-braine. 
Harry, I doe not onely maruell where thou fpendeft thy 
time ; but alfo, how thou art accompanied : For though 
the Camomile, the more it is troden,the h&tT\l growesj 
yet Youth, the more it is wafted, the fooner it weares. 
Thou art my Sonne : 1 haue partly thy Mothers Word, 
partly my Opinion ; but chiefely, a villanous tricke of 
thine Eye, and a fooliih hanging of thy nether Lippe,tbat 
doth warrant*me. If then thou be Sonne to mee, heere 
lyeth the point : why, being Sonne to me , art thou fo 
poynted at f Shall the bleffed Sonne of Heaoen proue a 
Micher, and eaCe Black- berryes^ a queftion not to bee 
askt. Shall the Sonne of England proue a Theefe, and 
take Purfes ? a queftion to be askt. There is a thing, 
HarryyMehXch thou haft often heard of, and it is knowne to 

many 
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yar Land, by the Name of Pitch : this Pitch (ai 
Vriten doe report) doth defile; Co doth the com- 
u Jceepeft : for Harry^ now I doe not fpeake to 
>rinke,but in Teares; not in Pleafureybut in Paf- 
>t in Words onely, but in Woes alfo : and yet 
vertuons man, whom I haue often noted in thy 
, but I know not his Name. 
What manner of man, and it like your Ma- 

A goodly portly man yfaith, and a corpulent, 
irefull Looke, a pleafing Eye, and a moft noble 
and as I thlnke,his age fome fiftie, or(byrlady) 
to threefcore ; and now I remember mee, his 
Falftaffe: if that man ihould be lewdly giuen, 
ues mee ; for Harrys I fee Vertue in his Lookes. 
le Tree may be knowne by the Fruit,as the Fruit 
ree, then peremptorily I fpeake it, there is Vertue 
aJftaffe : him keepe with, the reft banifli. And 
low, thou naughde Varlet, tell mee, where hafl 
le this moneth i 

X>*fl thou fpeake like a King ? doe thou fbnd 
and lie play my Father. 

Depofe me : if thou do*ft it halfe fo grauely, fb 
ly,both in word and matter, hang me vp by the 
- a Rabbet-fucker, or a Poulters Hare. 
Well,heere I am fet. 
A.nd heere I ftand : iudge my Mafters. 
^ow Harry f whence come you ? 
Ay Noble Lord, firom Eaft-cheape. 
The complaints I heare of thee, are grieuous. 
)rhhhf my Lord, they are falfe : Nay, He tickle 
foung Prince. 

Swearefl thou, Tngracious Boy ? henceforth 
ke on me: thou art violently carryed away from 
there is a Deuill haunts thee, in the likenefTe of a 
fan ; a Tunne of Man is thy Companion: Why 
I conuerfe with that Trunke of Humors , that 
Hutch of BeaftlinefTe, that fwolne Parcell of 
that huge Bombard of Sacke, that ftuft Cloake- 
Guts, that rofted Manning Tree Oxe with the 
in his Belly, that reuerend Vice, that grey Ini- 
at Father Ruffian, that Vanide in yeeres? where- 
ood, but to tafte Sacke, and drinke it ? wherein 
cleanly, but to carue a Capon, and eat it ? where- 
ng, but in Craft ? wherein Crafde, but in Villa- 
erein Vlllanous,but in all things ? wherein wor- 
n nothing f 

I would your Grace would take me with you : 
eanes your Grace ^ 

That villanous abhominable mis- leader of 
alSafft^ that old white-bearded Sathan. 
My Lord, the man I know* 
, I know thou do*ft. 

But to fay, I know more harme in him then in 
were to fay more then I know. That hee is olde 
e the pitde) his white hayres doe witnefTe it : 
hee is (fauing your reuerence) a Whore-ma- 
I Ttterly deny. If Sacke and Sugar bee a fault, 
lelpe the Wicked : if to be olde and merry, be a 
n many an olde Hofte that I know, is damn*d : 
at, be to be hated, then Pbaraobt leane Kine are 
led. No, my good Lord, baniih Peto^ banifh 
, baniih Petnes : but for fwcete laci^e FalBaffty 
:\e FalHaffi, true Iacl(e Faliiaffe, valiant Iacl(i Fal- 
therefore more valiant, being as hee is olde lacl^ 
banifh not him thy Uarryet companie, banifh 



not him thy Harryes companie ; banifh plumpe lac^e , and 
banifh all the World. 
Princt. I doe, I will. 

Enter ^ardoifb running. 

^Bard, O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherife, with a mofl 
moft monftrous Watch, b at the doore. 

Falji. Out you Rogue, play out the Play: I haue much 
to fay in the behalfe of that Falftaffe. 

Enter the Hofteffe. 

H^effe, O, my Lord, my Lord. 

Falft. Heigh, heigh, the Deuill rides vpon a Fiddle- 
fticke : what's the matter i 

Hofteffe. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the 
doore : they are come to fearch the Houfe , fhall I let 
them in ? 

Falft. Do*ft thou heare Hal , neuer call a true peece of 
Gold a Counterfeit : thou art eflentially made, without 
feeming fo. 

frince. And thou a naturall Coward, without in- 
ftina. 

Falft. I deny your ^Mator : if you will deny the 
Sherife, fo : if not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart 
as well as another man, a plague on my bringing vp : I 
hope I fhall as foone be fbangled with a Halter, as ano- 
ther. 

Prince. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, the refl 
walke vp aboue. Now my Maflers, for a true Face and 
good Confcience. 

Falli. Both which I haue had : but their date is oat, 
and therefore He hide me. Exit. 

Prince. Call in the Sherife. 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier* 

Prince. Now Mafter Sherife , what is your will with 
mee? 

She. Firft pardon me ,my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 
followed certaine men vnto this houfe. 

Prince. What men ? 

She. One of them b well knowne, my gracious Lord, 
a grofTe fat man. 

Car. As fat as Butter. 

Prince. The man, I doe afTure you,is not heere, 
For I my felfe at this dme haue imploy*d him : 
And Sherife, I will engage my word to thee. 
That I will by to morrow Dinner time, 
Send him to anfwere thee, or any man. 
For any thing he fhall be charged withall : 
And fo let me entreat you , leaue the houfe. 

She. I will, my Lord : there are two Gentlemen 
Haue in this Robberie loft three hundred Markes. 

Prince. It may be (o : if he haue robb*d thefe men, 
He fhall be anfwerable : and fo farewell. 

She. Good Night, my Noble Lord. 

Prince. 1 thinke it is good Morrow, is it not? 

She. Indeede,my Lord, I thinke it be two a Clocke. 

Exit. 

Prince. This ovly Rafcall is knowne as well as Poulei: 
goe call him forth. 

Peto. Falftaffe f faft afleepe behinde the Arras , and 
fnorting like a Horfe. 

Prince, Harke, how hard he fetches breath : fearch hb 
Pockets. He 
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Hi fearcbetb bis Pocl(ets , and findetb 
certaine Paters. 

Prince. What haft thou found? 

Peto, Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 

Prince. Let's fee, what be they ? reade them. 

Peto. Item, a Capon. ii.s.n.d. 

Item, Sa wee. iiii.d. 

Item, Sacke, two Gallons. ir.s.Tiii.d. 

Item, Anchoues and Sacke after Supper. u.s.vi.d. 

Item, Bread. ob. 

Prince. O monftrous, but one halfe penny-worth of 
Bread to this intoUerable deale of Sacke ^ What there is 
eire,keepe clofe,wee'le reade it at more aduanuge : there 
let him fleepe till day. He to the Court in the Morning : 
Wee muft all to the Warrcs,and thy place fliall be hono- 
rable. He procure this At Rogue a Charge of Foot, 
and I know his death will be a Match of Twelue-fcore. 
The Money ihall be pay*d backe againe with adnantage. 
Be with me betimes in the Morning : and fo good mor- 
row Peto, 

Peto, Oood morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt, 



ABus T^ertius. Scena Vrima. 



Enter HotJ^urre^ IVorcefier y Lord Mortimer ^ 
Owen Glendcmfcr, 

Mart. Thefe promifes are Aire, the parties fure, 
And our induction full of profperous hope. 

Hot^. Lord ^Mortimer^ and Coufin Glendcwer^ 
Will you fit downe ? 

And Vnckle fVorcefier ; a plague vpon it, 
I haue forgot the Mappe. 

GUnd. No,here it is : 
Sit Coufin Percyy fit good Coufin Hotjfiurre : 
For by that Name^as oft as Lancafler doth fpeake of yon. 
His Cheekes looke pale, and with a rifing figh, 
He wiflieth you in Heauen. 

Hotfi. And you in Hell, as oft as he heares (hfcn Glen- 
eUmer fpoke of. 

Glend, I cannot blame him : At my Natiuitie, 
The front of Heauen was full of fierie flupes, 
Of burning CrefTets j and at my Birth, 
The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak*d like a Coward. 

HotJj>. Why fo it would haue done at the fame feafon, 
if your Mothers Cat had but kitten'd, though your fclfe 
had neuer beene borne. 

Glend. I fay the Earth did ihake when I was borne. 

Hotjp, And I fay the Earth was not of my minde. 
If you fuppofe, as fearing you, it ihooke. 

Glend. The Heauens were all on fire , the Earth did 
tremble. 

HotJ}>. Oh, then the Earth fhooke 
To fee the Heauens on fire, 
And not in feare of your Natiuide. 
Difeafed Nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In ftrange eruptions ; and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kinde of Collick pincht and vext, 
By the imprilbning of vnruly Winde 
Within her Wombe ; which for enlargement ftriuing. 
Shakes the old Beldame Earth, and tombles downe 



Steeples,and moffe-growne Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earth, hauing this diftemperature. 
In paflion ihooke« 

Glend. Coufin : of many men 
1 doe not beare thefe Cromngs : Giue me leaue 
To tell you once againe, that at my Birth 
The front of Heauen was full of fierie fhapes. 
The Goates ranne from the Mountaines, and the Heards 
Were ftrangrly clamorous to the frighted fields: 
Thefe fignea haue markt me extraordinarie, 
And all the courfes of my Life doe fhew, 
I am not in the Roll of common men. 
Where is the Liuing,clipt in with the Sea, 
That chides the Bankes of England, Scotland, and Wales, 
Which calls me Pupill,or hath read to me? 
And bring him out, that is but Womans Sonne, 
Can trace me in the tedious wayes of Art, 
And hold me pace in deepe experiments. 

Hotfi. I thinke there^s no man fpeakes better Welft : 
He to Dinner. 

Mart. Peace Coufin Pern^ you will make him mad. 

Glend. I can call Spiriu from the vaftie Deepe. 

HotJ}>. Why fo can I,or fo can any man : 
But will they come, when you doe call for them ? 

Glend. Why, I can teach thee, Coufin; to command the 
Deuill. 

HotJ^. And I can teach thee,Coufin,to fhame the Deoil, 
By telling truth. Tell trutb, andjbame tbe Deuill. 
If thou haue power to rayfe him, bring him hither, 
And He be fworne, I haue power to fhame him hence. 
Oh, while you liue, tell truth,and fhame the Deuill. 

e^for/. Come, come, no more of this ynprofitabk 
Chat. 

Glend. Three times hath Henry BulUnghrooJ^ermAt hesd 
Againft my Power: thrice from the Banks of Wye, 
And fandy-bottom*d Seuerne,haue I hent him 
BootleflTe home, and Weather-beaten backe* 

Hotjf, Home without Bootes, 
And in foule Weather too, 
How fcapes he Agues in the Deuils name ? 

Glend. Come, heere*s the Mappe : 
Shall wee diuide our Right, 
According to our three-fold order ta'ne ? 

Mort. The Arch-Deacon hath diuided it 
Into three Limits, very eqxially : 
England, from Trent, and Seuerne, hitherto. 
By South and Eaft,is to my part afiign*d : 
All Weftward, Wales, beyond the Seuerne fhdre. 
And all the fertile Land within that bound. 
To Oven Glendor»er : And deare Couze, to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our Indentures Tripartite are drawne : 
Which being fealed enterchangeably, 
(A BufinefTe that this Night may execute^ 
To morrow, Coufin Percy ^you and I, 
And my good Lord of Worcefter,will fet forth, 
To meete your Father, and the Scottifh Power, 
As is appointed vs at Shrewsbury. 
My Father Glendot^er is not readie yet. 
Nor fhall wee neede his helpe thefe ibureteene dayei : 
Within that fpace,you may haue drawne together 
Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen. 

Glend. A fhorter time fhall fend me to you. Lords : 
And in my Condud fhall your Ladies come, 
From whom you now muil fleale,and take no leaue. 
For there will be a World of Water fhed, 

Vpon 
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irting of your Wiues and you. 

e thinks my Molty, North from Burton here, 

equals not one of yours : 

s Riuer comes me cranking in, 

: from the beft of all my Land, 

e Moone,a monftrous Cantle out. 

Currant in this place damn'd vp, 

e fmug and Siluer Trent (hall runne, 

lannell, fiiire and euenly : 

vinde with fuch a deepe indent, 

»f fo rich a Bottome here. 

n winde ? it ihall,it muft,you fee it doth. 

a, but marke how he beares his courfe, 

me vp, with like aduantage on the other fide, 

oppofed Continent as much, 

ther fide it takes from you. 

a, but a little Charge wiXX trench him here. 

North fide winne this Cape of Land, 

runnes ftraight and'euen. 
: haue it fo,a little Charge will doe it, 
: not haue it altered, 
ill not you } 
>, nor you ihall not. 
ho (hall fay me nay } 
hy,that will I. 
t me not vnderftand you then, fpeake it in 

an fpeake £ngliih,Lord,as well aa you v 
lyn'd vp in the Englifh Court j 
I but young, I framed to the Harpe 
gliih Dittie,louely well, 
e Tongue a helpefuU Ornament \ 
It was neuer feen6 in you. 
irry,and I am glad of it with all my heart, 
be a Kitten, and cry mew, 
thefe fame Meeter Ballad-mongers: 
heare a Brazen Candleftick turned, 
leele grate on the Axle-tree, 
»uld fet my teeth nothing an edge, 
nuch,as mincing Poetrie; 
forc't gat^ of a (huffling Nagge. 
me, you (hall haue Trent turn*d. 
oe not care: He glue thrice fo much Land 
-deferuing friend \ 
'ay of Bargaine, marke ye me, 
the ninth part of a hayre. 
intures drawne? (hall we be gone ? 
le Moone (bines (aire, 
ay by Night : 
Writer; and withall, 
your Wiues, of your departure hence : 
ny Daughter will runne madde, 
doteth on her Mortimer. Exit, 

ie, Coufin Percy ^ how you zioSt my Fa- 

annot chufe : fomedme he angers me, 
me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant, 
ner cMerliuj and his Prophecies ; 
agon, and a finne-le(re FKh, 
d Gri(Hn,and a moulcen Rauen, 
Lyon, and a ramping Cat, 
ieale of skimble-skamble StufFe, 
Tom my Faith. I tell you what, 
la(t Night, at Ieaft,nine howres, 
vp the feuerall Deuils Names, 
u Lacqueyes : 



I cry*d hum, and well, goe too. 

But marked him not a word. O, he is as tedious 

As a tyred Hor(e, a rayling Wife, 

Wor(e then a fmoakie Houfe. I had rather liue 

With Cheefe and Garlick in a Windmill farre. 

Then feede on Cate8,and haue him talke to me. 

In any Summer-Houfe in Chriftendome. 

Mort. In fiiith he was a worthy Gentleman, 
Exceeding well read, and profited, 
In ftrange Concealements : 
Valiant as a Lyon, and wondrous affable. 
And as bountiliill, as Mynes of India. 
Shall I tell you, Coufin, 
He holds your temper in a high refpe^l. 
And curbes himfelfe, euen of his naturall fcope, 
When you doe croSt hb humon'faith he does* 
I warrant you, that man is not aliue, 
Might (b haue tempted him,as you haue done. 
Without the ufie of danger, and reproofe : 
But doe not v(e it oft, let me entreat you, 

fForc, In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfuU blame. 
And fince your comming hither, haue done enough. 
To put him quite befides his patience. 
You muft needes learne. Lord, to amend this fiiult: 
Though fometimea it (hew GreatnefTe, Courage, Blood, 
And that's the deareft grace it renders you ; 
Yet oftentimes it doth prefent har(h Rage, 
DefeA of Manners, want of Gouernment, 
Pride, Haughtine(re,Opinion,and Difdaine : 
The leaft of which, haunting a Nobleman, 
Lofeth mens hearts, and leaues behinde a ftayne 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides. 
Beguiling them of commendation. 

HotJ^, Well, I am fchoolM : 
Good-manners be your fpeede; 
Heere come your Wiues, and let vs take our leaue. 

Enter GUndtnptr^TpUb the Ladies, 

Mart, This is the deadly fpight,that angers me, 
My Wife can fpeake no £ngli(h,I no Wel(h. 

GlendMy Daughter weepcs,(hee*le not part with you, 
Shee'le be a Souldier too,(hee'le to the Warres. 

Mort. Good Father tell her, that (he and my Aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your Condudi fpeedily* 

Qlendcfwer ^ealfes to ber in fVelJk^ andjhe an- 
fmrex bim in tbefame. 

giend, Shee is defperate heere: 
A peeuiih (elfe-will'd Harlotry, 
One that no perfwafion can doe good vpon« 

Tbe LadyJ^eakfs in fVelJb, 

Mort, I vnderfbnd thy Lookes: that pretty Wel(h 
Which thou powr*ft down from thefe fwelling Heauens, 
I am too perted in : and but for (hame. 
In fuch a parley (hould I anfwere thee. 

Tbe Lady againe in fFelJb, 

Mort, I vnderfbnd thy Kiflret,and thou mine. 
And that*s a feeling difpuUtion : 
But I will neuer be a Truant, Loue, 
Till I haue learned thy Language : for thy tongue 

Makes 



62 



The Firji 'Part ofK^ng Henry the Fourth. 



Makes Welih as fweet as Ditties highly pennM, 
Sung by a fiiire Queene in a Summers Bowre, 
With rauiihing Diuifion to her Lute. 

Qltnd, Nay, if thou melt, then will ihe runne madde. 

Tbt Lady J^eakf* againe in Welfi, 

c^ort, 0,lam Ignorance it felfe in this. 

QUnd, She bids you, 
On the wanton Rufhes lay you downe. 
And reft your gentle Head vpon her Lappe, 
And ihe will fing the Song that pleafeth you. 
And on your Eye-lids Crowne the God of Sleepe, 
Charming your blood with pleafing heauinefTe ; 
Making fuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleepe, 
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 
The houre before the Heauenly Harneis'd Teeme 
Begins his Golden ProgrefTe in the Eaft. 

e^orr. With all my heart He fit, and heare her fing: 
By that time will our Booke,I thinke,be drawne« 

Qltnd. Doe Co : 
And thofe Mufitians that fhall play to you, 
Hang in the Ayre a thoufand Leagues from thence , 
And ftraight they (hall be here : fit, and attend. 

HotJ}>. Come Kate^tYion art perfed in lying downe : 
Come, quicke, quicke, that I may lay my Head in thy 
Lappe. 

Lady. Goe,ye giddy-Goofe. 

The cMuficki pi^es, 

. Now I perceiue the Deuill vnderfbnds Wclih, 
no maruell he is To humorous : 
hee*s a good Mufitian. 
Then would you be nothing hut Muficall, 
are altogether gouerned by humors : 
ye Theefe,and heare the Lady fing in Welfh. 
, I had rather heare (Lady) my Brach howle in 

Would*ft haue thy Head broken ? 
No. 

Then be ftill. 

Neyther,*tis a Womans fault. 
Now God helpe thee. 
To the Welih Ladies Bed. 
What's that? 
Peace, ihee fings. 

Heere tbi Ladyjingi a Weljb Song. 

Hotjp. Come, He haue your Song too. 

Lady, Not mine, in good Tooth. 

Hotfi. Not yours, in good footh? 
You fweare like a Comfit-makers Wife : 
Not you, in good footh \ and, as true as I Hue ; 
And, as God ihall mend me ; and, as fure as day : 
And giueft fuch Sarcenet furetie for thy Oathes, 
As if thou neuer walk*ft further then Finsbury. 
Sweare me, ^rr, like a Lady, as thou art, 
A good mouth-filling Oath: and leaue in foothj 
And fuch proteft of Pepper Ginger-bread, 
To Veluet-Guards,and Sunday-Citizens. 
Come, fing. 

Lady. I will not fing. 

HatJ^. *Tis the next way to tume Taylor, or be Red.- \ 
breft teacher : and the Indentures be drawne, lie away 



And *tis 
Byrlady 
Lady. 
For you 
Lye ftill 

Iriih. 
Lady. 
Hotjp. 
Lady. 

Lady. 
HotJ}>. 
Lady. 



within thefe two howres: and /o come in, when j\ 
will. Exit. 

GUnd. Come, come. Lord Mortimer ^jom are as flow, 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to goe. 
By this our Booke is drawne : wee*le but feale, 
And then to Horfe immediately. 

Mart. With all my heart. Exeunt. 



ScanaSecunda. 



Enter the King^ Prince of H^aletyond otberu 

King. Lords, giue vs leaue : 
The Prince of Wales, and I, 
Muft haue fome priuate conference : 
But be neere at hand. 
For wee ihall prefently haue neede of you. 

Exeunt Lords. 
I know not whether Heauen vrill haue it To, 
For fome difpleafing feruice I haue done; 
That in his fecret Doome,out of my Blood, 
Hee*le breede Reuengement,and a Scourge for me: 
But thou do*ft in thy pafi[ages of Life, 
Make me beleeue,that thou art onely marked 
For the hot vengeance, and the Rod of heauen 
To puniih my Miftreadings. Tell me elfc. 
Could fuch inordinate and low defires. 
Such poore,ruch bare, fuch lewd, fuch meane attempti, 
Such barren pleafures, rude focietie. 
As thou art matcht withall,and grafted too, 
Accompanie the greatncfTe of thy blood. 
And hold their leuell with thy Princely heart ? 

Prince. So pleafe your Maiefty, I would I could 
Quit all offences with as cleare excufe. 
As well as I am doubtlefTe I can purge 
My fclfe of many I am <;hargM withall : 
Yet fuch extenuation let me begge. 
As in reproofe of many Tales deub*d, 
Which oft the Bare or GreatnefTe needes muft heare, 
By fmiling Pick-thankes, and bafe Newes-mongenj 
I may for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faultie wandred,and irregular, 
Finde pardon on my true rubmiflion* 

King. Heauen pardon thee : 
Yet let me wonder, ftirry. 
At thy afFedHons, which doe hold a Wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors. 
Thy place in Councell thou haft rudely loft, 
Which by thy younger Brother is fupply'de j 
And art almoft an alien to the hearts 
Of all the Court and Princes of my blood. 
The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruipM,and the Soule of euery man 
Prophetically doe fore-thinke thy fall. 
Had I fo lauifh of my prefence beene. 
So common hackneyM in the eyes of men, 
So (ble and cheape to vulgar Company ; 
Opinion, that did helpe me to the Crowne, 
Had ftill kept loyall to pofTefiion, 
And left me in reputelefTe baniftiment, 
A fellow of no marke,nor likelyhood. 
Py being feldome feene,l could not ftiirei 
But like a Comet,! was wondred at. 
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:n would tell their Children, This is hee i 
rould fayj Where, Which is BuUlngbrool^e, 
n I ftole all Courtefie firom Heauen, 
ft my felfe in fuch Humilide, 
id plucke Allegeance from mens hearty 
lowts and Saluutions from their mouthes, 
the prefence of the Crowned King, 
lid keepe my Perfon frefli and new, 
ence like a Robe Pontificall, 
uie,but wondred at : and To my State, 
but fumptuout, fhewed like a Feaft, 
ane by rarenefle fuch Solemnitie. 
>ping King hee ambled vp and downe, 
illow Iefters,and rafli Bauin Wits, 
indled,and foone burnt, carded his State, 
his Royaltie vnth Carping Fooles, 
great Name prophaned with their Scomes, 
e his Countenance, againft his Name, 
1 at gybing Boyes, and ftand the puih 
BeardlefTe vaine Comparadue ; 
Companion to the common Streetes, 
i himfelfe to Popularide : 
ng dayly fwallowed by mens Eyes, 
■feted with Honey, and began to loathe 
s of Sweetneflfe, whereof a little 
m a little, is by much too much, 
he had occaiion to be feene, 
but as the Cuckow is in lune, 
ot regarded : feene but M^th fuch Eyes, 
and blunted with Communide, 
no extraordinarie Gaze, 
a bent on Sunhe-like Maieftie, 
ihines feldome in admiring Eyes : 
tt drowz'd ,and hung their eye-lids downe, 
his Face, and rendred fuch afped 
lie men vfe to doe to their aduerfaries, 
th his pre(ence gIutted,gorg'd,and full, 
hat very Line, /f^arry, ftandeft thou : 
haft loft thy Princely Priuiledge, 
e pardcipadon. Not an Eye 
dearie of thy common fight, 
le, which hath defir'd to fee thee more : 
low doth that I would not haue it doe, 
inde it felfe with fooliih tendemefl*e. 
. I ihall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
my felfe. 

For all the World, 
art to this houre, was Richard then, 
from France fet foot at Rauenfpurgh ; 
n as I was then, is Percy now : 
my Scepter, and my Soule to boot, 
more worthy intereft to the State 
3U, the fhadow of Succeflion ; 
> Right, nor colour like to Right, 
fill fields with Harneis in the Realme, 
ead againft the Lyons armed lawes ; 
ig no more in debt to yeeres,then thou, 
icient Lords, and reuerent Biihops on 
y Battailes,and to brufing Armes. 
oer-dying Honor hath he got, 
unowned Dcvglas ? whofe high Deed^s, 
ot Incurfions, and great Name in Armes, 
>m all Souldiers chlefe Maioride, 
itarie Tide Capitall. 

all the Kingdomes that acknowledge Chrift, 
ath the Hotfiur c^ars, in fwathing Clothes, 



This Infant Warrior, in his Enterprifcs, 

Difcomfited great Domglasy ta'ne him once. 

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him. 

To fill the mouth of deepe Defiance vp. 

And fhake the peace and fafede of our Throne. 

And what fay you to this ? Percyy Nortbumbtrland^ 

The Arch-biihops Grace of Yorke, DcrtgiM, Mortimer ^ 

Capitulate againft vs,and are vp. 

But wherefore doe I tell thefe Newes to thee ? 

Why,/farfy,doc I tell thee of my Foes, 

Which art my neer*ft and deareft Enemie ? 

Thou, that art like enough, through vafTall Feare, 

Bafe Inclination, and the ftart of Spleene, 

To fight againft me vnder Percies pay. 

To dogge his heeles,and curtfie at his frownes, 

To ihew how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince, Doe not thinke Coy you fhall not finde it (b : 
And Heauen fbrgiue them , that fo much haue fway*d 
Your Maiefties good thoughts away from me : 
I vnll redeeme all this on Percies head. 
And in the clofing of fome glorious day. 
Be bold to tell you, that I am your Sonne, 
When I will weare a Garment all of Blood, 
And ftaine my fiiuoun in a bloody Maske : 
Which wafht away, (hall fcowre my (hame with it. 
And that ihall be the day, when ere it lights. 
That this fame Child of Honor and Renowne, 
This gallant Notour, thh all-prayfed Knight, 
And your vnthought-of ifivrry chance to meet : 
For euery Honor fitdng on his Helme, 
Would tney were muldtudes,and on my head 
My fhames redoubled. For the time will come. 
That I ihall make this Northeme Youth exchange 
His glorious Deedes for my Indignides : 
Percy is but my Fador, good my Lord, 
To engrofie vp glorious Deedes on my behalfe : 
And I will call him to fo ftridt account, 
That he ihall render euery Glory vp, 
Yea ,euen the fleighteft worihip of his dme. 
Or I will teare the Reckoning from his Heart. 
This, in the Name of Heauen, I promife here : 
The which, if I perfbrme, and doe furuiue, 
I doe befeech your Maieftie, may falue 
The long-growne Wounds of my intemperature : 
If not, the end of Life cancells all Bands, 
And I ^11 dye a hundred thouiand Deaths, 
Ere breake the fmalleft parcel 1 of this Vow. 

King, A hundred thouiand Rebels dye in this : 
Thou malt haue Charge, and (bueraigne trufl herein. 

Snter ^lunt. 

How now good Blunt} thy Lookes are full of fpeed. 

^lunt. So hath the Bufmeflfe that I come to fpeake of. 
Lord c^ortimer of Scotland hath fent word. 
That ^ovglai and the Engli/h Rebels met 
The eleuenth of this moneth, at Shrewsbury t 
A mighde and a fearefull Head thev are, 
(If Promifes be kept on euery hand) 
As euer ofFered fbule play in a State. 

King, The Earle of Weftmerland fet fijrth to day : 
With him my fonne, Lord lobn of Lancafter, 
For this aduerdfement is fiue dayes old. 
On Wednefday next, Harry thou (halt fet forward : 
On Thurfday,wee our felueswill march. 
Our meeting is Bridgenorth: and Harry ^yo^ ihall march 
f Through 
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Through Glocefterihire : by which account. 
Our BufinefTe valued fome twelue dayes hence, 
Our general! Forces at Bridgenorth fliall meete. 
Our Hands are full of BufinefTe : let's away, 
Aduantage feedes him fat, while men delay. Exeunt, 



Scena Tertia, 



Enter TalRaffe and 'Bardolpb, 

FalR, Bardolpb^ am I not falne away vilely, fince this 
laftadlion? doe I not bate? doe I not dwindle? Why 
my skjnne hangs about me like an olde Ladies loofe 
Gowne : I am withered like an olde Apple lobn. Well, 
He repent, and that fuddenly, while I am in fome liking : 
I ihall be out of heart ihortly , and then I (hall haue no 
ftrength to repent. And I haue not forgotten what the 
in-fide of a Church is made of, I am a Pepper-Corne, a 
Brewers Horre,the in-Hde of a Church. Company, villa- 
nous Company hath beene the fpoyle of me. 

Bard, Sir lohn^ you are To fretfiill, you cannot Hue 
long. 

Falft, Why there is it: Come,fing me a bawdy Song, 
make me merry : I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentle- 
man need to be ; vertuous enough , fwore little, dic*d not 
aboue feuen times a weeke, went to a Bawdy-houfe not 
aboue once in a quarter of an houre, payd Money that I 
borrowed, three or fourc times j liued well, and in good 
compaiTe : and now I liue out of all order, out of com- 
paflfe. 

^ard. Why, you are fo fat, Sir lebn , that you muft 
needes bee out of all compare \ out of all reafonable 
compaiTe, Sir lobn, 

Falft. Doe thou amend thy Face, and He amend thy 
Life : Thou art our Admirall, thou beareft the Lanteme 
in the Poope, but 'tis in the Nofe of thee ; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lampe. 

^ard. Why, Sir Jobn^my Face does you no harme. 

Faifl. No, lie be fworne : I make as good vfe of it, as 
many a man doth of a Deaths-Head, or a Memento cMori. 
I neuer fee thy Face, but I thinke vpon Hell fire, and Diues 
that liued in Purple \ for there he is in his Robes burning, 
burning. If thou wert any way giuen to vertue,! would 
fweare by thy Face ; my Oath iould bee, ^y this Fire : 
But thou art altogether giuen ouer ) and wert indeede, 
but for the Light in thy Face, the Sunne of vtter Darke- 
neife. When thou ran'ft vp Gads-Hill in the Night, to 
catch my Horfe, if I did not thinke that thou hadft beene 
an Ignit fattaa fOT a Ball of Wild-fire, there's no Purchafe 
in Money. O, thou art a perpetuall Triumph, an euer- 
lafting Bone-fire-Light : thou haft faued me a thoufand 
Markes in Linkes and Torches, walking with thee in the 
Night betwixt Tauerne and Tauerne : But the Sack that 
thou haft drunke me, would haue bought me Lights as 
good cheape,as the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I haue 
maintain*d that Salamander of yours with fire, any time 
this two and thirtie yeeres, Heauen reward me for it. 

Bard. I would my Face were in your Belly. 

FaiH. So fhould I be fure to be heart-burnM. 
Enter Hoftefe. 
How now. Dame Part let the Hen, haue you enquired yet 
who picked my Pocket ? 



Hoftejfe, Why Sir /o^,what doe you thinke. Sir hbn ? 
doe you thinke I keepe Theeues in my Houfe ? I haue 
fearch'd, I haue enquired, fo haz my Husband, Man bf 
Man, Boy by Boy, Seruant by Seruant : the tight of i 
hay re was neuer loft in my houfe before. 

Falfi, Ye lye HoftefTe : ^ardolpb was fhauM, and loft 
many a hayre j and lie be fworne my Pocket was pick'd : 
goe to , you are a Woman , goe. 

HoReJfe, Who I ? I defie thee i 1 was neuer call'd fo 
in mine owne houfe before. 

FaJfi. Goe to, I know you well enough. 

HoHeJfe. No,Sir lobn^yo^ doe not know me,Sir Ub 
I know you, Sir lobn : you owe me Money, Sir lobufU 
now you picke a quarrell, to beguile me of it : I bougi 
you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe. 

Fa/ft. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them 
away to Bakers Wiues,and they haue made Boulten of 
them. 

HoUeJfe. Now as I am a true Woman, Holland of ei|ht 
fhillings an £11 : You owe Money here befides. Sir bbe^ 
for your Dyet, and by-Drinkings, and Money lent yon, 
foure and twentie pounds. 

Falft. Hee had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hoftejfe, Hee ? alas hee is poore » hee hath no- 
thing. 

Falft, How? Poore? Looke vpon his Face : What call 
you Rich ? Let them coyne his Nofe , let them coyne hit 
Cheekes, He not pay a Denier. What, will you make i 
Younker of me ? Shall I not uke mine eafe in mine Inoe, 
but I fhall haue my Pocket pick'd ? I haue loft a Scale* 
Ring of my Grand -fathers, worth fortie Marke. 

Hoftejfe. I haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not 
how on, that that Ring was Copper. 

Falft. How? the Prince is a Iacke,a Sneake-Cuppc: 
and if hee were heere,I would cudgell him like a DoJ^ 
if hee would (ay fo. 

Enter tbe Trince marcbing^nd Falft affe meets 

bittif playing on bi Truncbiom 

IHe a Fife. 

Falft, How now Lad ^ is the Winde in that Doore^ 
Muft we all march ? 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate fafhion. 

Hoilejfe, My Lord,I pray you heare me. 

'Prince. What fay*ft thou, MiftrefTe Quickly T How 
does thy Husband ? I loue him well , hee is an hooeft 
man. 

Hofteffe, Good, my Lord, heare mee. 

Falft. Prethee let her alone, and lift to mee. 

Prince, What fay'ft thou, lacJ^e f 

Falft. The other Night I fell afleepe heere behind the 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt : this Houfe is tum'd 
Bawdy-houfe, they picke Pockets. 

Prince. What didft thou lofe,iirfile? 

Falft. Wilt thou bcleeuc me, Hal> Three or foure Bondi 
of fortie pound apeece, and a Seale-Ring of my Grsod- 
fathers. 

Prince, A Trifle, fome eight-penny matter. 

Hoft, So I told him, my Lord ; and I (aid, I heard yow 
Grace fay fo : and (my Lord) hee fpeakes moft vilely of 
you, like a foule-mouth'd man as hee is, and (aid, bee 
would cudgell you. 

Prince. What hee did not ? 

Hoft. There's neyther Faith, Truth, nor Woman-hoooL 

in tn* «1f* 1 

Ftf^. There's | 
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f . There's no more faith in thee then a ftu*<ie Prune; 

moie truth in thee, then in a drawne Fox : and for 

»n-hood,Maid-marian Riay be the Deputies wife 

Ward to thee. Go, you nothing: go. 

. Say , what thing? what thing ? 

. What thing? why a thing to thanke heauen on. 

I am no thing to thanke heauen on, I wold thou 
b know it : I am an honeft mans wife : and fetting 
ightbood afide, thou art a knaue to call me fo. 
f. Setting thy woman-hood afide,thou art a beaft 
>therwife. 

. Say, what beaf(,thou knaue thon? 
What beaft f Why an Otter. 
. An Otter, fir lohn} Why an Otter ? 
Why? She's neither fifh nor fleih; a man knowes 
ere to haue her. 

. Thou art vniuft man in faying fb ; thou, or anie 
tiowes where to haue me, thou knaue thou, 
te. Thou fay*fb true Hofteire,and he danders thee 
-oflely. 

. So he doth you, my Lord, and iayde this other 
ou ought him a thoufand pound. 
ce. Sirrah, do I owe you a thoufand pound t 
^ A thoufand pound Hal} A Million. Thy loue is 
a Million : thou ow*ft me thy loue. 

Nay my Lord, he called you lacke, and faid hee 
cudgell you. 
Did I, Bardolpb} 
. Indeed Sir io/w, you faid fo. 
Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper. 
ce, I fay 'tis Copper. Dar'fb thou bee as good as 
rd now ? 

Why Half thou know*fl,as thou art but a man, I 
Hit, as thou art a Prince, I feare thee, as I feare the 
of the Lyons Whelpe. 
ce. And why not u the Lyon ? 
The King himfelfe is to bee feared as the Lyon : 
bou tbinke He feare thee, as I feare thy Father ?nay 
let my Girdle breake. 

• 0,kf it fbould. how would thy guttes fall about 
:es. But firra : There's no roome for Faith, Truth, 
nefly, in this bofome of thine .- it b all filfd vppe 
ruttes and Midriff. Charge an honeft Woman 
icking thy pocket? Why thou horfon impudent 
Rafcall, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but 
e Recknings, Afemorandums of Bawdie-houfes, 
s poore peny-worth of Sugar-candie to nuke thee 
i&ded : if thy pocket were enrich 'd with anie o- 
iuries but thcfe, I am a ViUaine : And yet you will 
> it, you will not Pocket vp wrong. Art thou not 
I? 

Do'ft thou heare Hal ? Thou know*ft in the fbte 
>cency, ^iJam fell : and what fhould poore Iac](e 
r do, in the dayes of Viliany ? Thou feeft, I haue 
efh then another man, and therefore more frail^. 
nfefTe then you pickt my Pocket f 
. It appeares fo by the Story. 
Hoftefle, I forgiue thee : 
^e ready Breakfaft, loue thy Husband, 
to thy Seruanti, and cherifh thy Guefb ; 
ult find me tra^ble to any honeft reafbn: 
?eft, I am pacified ftlll. 
prethee be gone. 

Exit Hofieffe, 
al, to the newes at Court for the Robbery, Lad ? 
that anfwered ? 



Prin. O my fweet Beefe : 
I muft ftiU be good Angell to thee. 
The Monie is paid backe againe. 

Fal. 0,1 do not like that paying backe, 'tis a double 
Labour. 

Prin. I am good Friends with my Father, and may do 
any thing. 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou do'ft, 
and do it with vnwafh'd hands too. 

^ard. Do my Lord. 

Prin. I haue procured thee lac^Cyi Charge of Foot. 

Fal. I would it had becne of Horfe. Where fhal I finde 
one that can fteale well ? O, for a fine theefe of two and 
twentie,or thereabout 1 1 am heynoufly vnprouided. Wei 
God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they offend none but 
the Vertuous. I hud them, I praife them. 

Prin. ^Bardolpb. 

'Bar. My Lord. 

Prin. Go beare this Letter to Lord lobn of Lancafbr 
To my Brother lobn. This to my Lord of Wefbnerland, 
Go Pr/0, to horfe : for thou, and I, 
Haue thirde miles to ride yet ere dinner time. 
lacl^ymtitt me to morrow in the Temple Hall 
At two a docke in the afternoone. 
There fhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receiue 
Money and Order for their Furniture. 
The Land is burning, Percie flands on hye. 
And either they, or we muft lower lye. 

Fal. Rare words ! braue world. 
Hofteffe,my breakfiift, come : 
Oh, I could wifh this Tauerne were^my drumme. 

Exeunt omnei. 



ABusQuartus. Sccena^rima. 



Enter Harrie Hot^urre^ fVorctfter^ 
and Dawglas. 

Hot. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if fpeaking truth 
In this fine Age, were not thought flatterie, 
Such attribution ihould the Damglas haue. 
As not a Souldiour of this feafons ftampe, 
Should %o fo general! currant through the world. 
By heauen I cannot flatter : I defie 
The Tongues of Soothers. But a Brauer place 
In my hearts loue, hath no man then your Selfe. 
Nay,uske me to my word : approue me Lord. 

Dofw. Thou art the King of Honor ; 
No man fo potent breathes vpon the ground, 
But I will Beard him. 

Enter a AUIfenger. 

Hot. Do fo, and 'tis well. What Letters haft there ? 
I can but thanke you. 

Mejf. Thefe Letters come from your Father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? 
Why comes he not himfelfe ? 

Mef. He cannot come, my Lord, 
He is greeuous ficke. 

Hot. How? haz he the leyfure to be ficke now 
In fuch a iuftling time? Who leades his power ? 
Vnder whofe Gonernment come they along? 

f2 Me{ 
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Mtif, His Letters beares his minder not I his mindc 

H^r, I prethee tell me, doth he keepe his Bed ? 

Mejf, He did, my Lord,foure dayes ere I fet forth t 
And at the time of my departure thence. 
He was much fear*d by his Phyfician. 

MV. I would the ftate of time had firft beene whole, 
Ere he by iicknefle had beene viAted : 
His health was neuer better worth then now. 

Hof^.Sicke |now? droope now? this ficknes doth infed 
The very Life-blood of our Enterprife, 
*Tis catching hither, euen to our Campe. 
He writes me here, that inward iicknelTe, 
And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fo foone be drawne: nor did he thlnke it meet, 
To lay fo dangerous and deare a truft 
On any Soule remou*d, but on his owne. 
Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertifement, 
That with our fmall coniundlion we ihould on, 
To fee how Fortune is difpos*d to vs : 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Becaufe the King is certaineiy pofTeft 
Of all our purpofes. What lay you to it ? 

Wor. Your Fathers ficknefle is a mayme to vs. 

Hotfi, A perillous Ga/h,a very Limme lopt off: 
And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we ihall finde it. 
Were it good, to fet the exa& wealth of all our ftates 
All at one Caft? To fet fo rich a mayne 
On the nice hazard of one doubtfiiU houre. 
It were not good : for therein fhould we reade 
The very Bottome,and the Soule of Hope, 
The very Lift, the very vtmoft Bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Dtng. Faith, and fo wee fhould, 
Where now remaines a fweet reuerfion. 
We may boldly fpend, vpon the hope 
Of what is to come in : 
A comfort of retyrement liues in this. 

Hot^, A Randeuous,a Home to fiye vnto, 
If that the Deuill and Mifchance looke bigge 
Vpon the Maydenhead of our Affaires* 

War, But yet I would your Father had beene here: 
The Qualitie and Heire of our Attempt 
Brookes no diuifion : It will be thought 
By fome,that know not why he is away, 
That wifedome,loyaltie, and meere diflike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence. 
And thinke,how fuch an apprehenfion 
May turne the tyde of fisarefull Fadlion, 
And breede a kinde of queftion in our caufe : 
For well you know, wee of the offring fide, 
Muft keepe aloofe from fbri^ arbitrement. 
And ftop all figh t- holes, euery loope,from whence 
The eye of reafon may pric in vpon vs : 
This abfence of your Father drawes a Curtaine, 
That fhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare, 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot^, You ffarayne too farre. 
I rather of his abfence make this vfe : 
It lends a Luftre,and more great Opinion, 
A larger Dare to your great Enterprize, 
Then if the Earle were here : fbr men muft thinke, 
If we without his helpe,can make a Head 
To pufh againft the Kingdome \ with his helpe. 
We fhall oVe-turne it topfie-turuy downe : 
Yet all goes well, yet all our ioynts are whole. 



D<wg, As heart can thinke : 
There is not fuch a word fpoke of in Scotland, 
At this Dreame of Feare. 

Enter Sr Richard Venum, 

Hotjp, My Coufin ^«r»fl», welcome by my Souk. 

Veru. Pray God my newres be worth a welcome, Lord. 
The Earle of Wefhnerland, feuen thoufand ftroog, 
Is marching hither-wards, with Prince Iob»» 

HotJ}>, No harme: what more > 

Vern, And further, I haue learnM, 
The King himfelfe in perfon hath fet forth, 
Or hither'Wards intended fpeedily. 
With flrong and mightie preparation. 

HotJ}>, He fhall be welcome too. 
Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed Mad-Cap, Prince of Wales, 
And his Cumrades,that daft the World afide, 
And bid it pafTe ? 

Vern. All furnifht, all in Armes , 
All plum*d like Eftridges, that with the Winde 
Bayted like Eagles, hauing lately bath*d. 
Glittering in Golden Coates, like Images, 
As full of fpirit as the Moneth of May, 
And gorgeous as the Sunne at Mid-fummer, 
Wanton as youthfull Goates,wilde as young Bulls. 
I (aw young Harry with his Beuer on. 
His Cufhes on his thigh es, gallantly arm*d. 
Rife from the ground like feathered ^Hercury^ 
And vaulted with fuch eafe into his Seat, 
As if an Angell dropt downe from the Clouds, 
To turne and winde a fierie PigaJiUy 
And witch the World with Noble Horfemanfhtp. 

HotJ}>. No more, no more, 
Worfe then the Sunne in March : 
This prayfe doth nourifh Agues : let them come. 
They come like Sacrifices in their trimme. 
And to the fire-ey*d Maid of fmoakie Warre^ 
All hot, and bleeding, will wee offer them : 
The mayled ^Mars fhall on his Altar fit 
Vp to the eares in blood. I am on fire, 
To heare this rich reprizall is fo nigh. 
And yet not ours* Come, let me uke my Horie, 
Who is to beare me like a Thunder-bolt, 
Againft the bofome of the Prince of Wales. 
Harry to /furry, fhall not Horfe to Horfe 
Meete,and neVe part, till one drop downe a Coarfe^ 
Oh, that GUndffwer were come. 

Ver, There is more newes : 
I learned in Worcefter,as I rode along, 
He cannot draw his Power this fbureteene dayes. 

Dowg, That's the worft Tidings that I heaie ot 
yet. 

H^or, I by my faith, that beares a frofly found. 

HotJlf, What may the Kings whole Battaile reacb 
vnto ? 

Fer. To thirty thoufand. 

Hot. Forty let it be. 
My Father and GUndcner being both away. 
The povrres of vs, may feme fo great a day. 
Come, let vs take a mufter fpeedily: 
Doomefday is neere; dye all, dye merrily. 

i>o». Talke not of dying, I am out of feare 
Of death, or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare. 

BxeuMt Owam. 1 
Sce0 
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Scana Secunda. 



Enter Falfiaffe and Bardolpb. 

rdolfb^ get thee before to Couentry, fill me a 
ickyour Souldiers (hall march through:wee']e 
»p-hill to Night. 

'ill you giue me Money, Captaine ? 
y out, lay out. 

lis Bottle makes an Angell. 
id if it doe, uke it for thy labour : and if it 
ie, take them all. He anfwere the Coynage. 
itenant Peto meete me at the Townes end. 
vill Captaine : fiirewell. Exit, 

I be not alham*d of my Souldiers, I am a 
et: I haue mif-vs'd the Kings Prefle dam- 
lue got, in exchange of a hundred and fiftie 
iree hundred and odde Pounds. I preHTe me 
ood Houfe-holders, Yeomens Sonnes:enquire 
traded Batchelers, fuch as had beene ask*d 
e Banes: fuch a Commoditie of warme Haucs, 
rue heare the Deuill, as a Drumme ; fuch as 
rport of a Caliuer,worfe then a ftruck-Foole, 
Ide-Ducke. I preft me none but fuch Toftes 
with Hearts in their Bellyes no bigger then 
s, and they haue bought out their feruices: 
ny whole Charge confifts of Ancients, Cor- 
enants. Gentlemen of Companies, Slaues as 
a%anu in the painted Cloth, where the Glut- 
licked his Sores; and fuch, as indeed were 
iers, but dif-carded vniuft Seruingmen,yo\m- 
to younger Brothers, reuolted Tapfters and 
ie-^lne, the Cankers of a calme World, and 
, tenne times more dis-honorable ragged, 
•fac*d Ancient \ and fuch haue I to fill vp the 
kem that haue bought out their feruices: that 
binke, that I had a hundred and fiftie totterM 
itely come from Swine-keeping, from eating 
imkes. A mad fellow met me on the way, 
,1 had vnloaded all the Gibbets, and preft the 
. No eye hath feene fuch skar-Crowes: He 
Jirough Couentry with them,thafs flat. Nay, 
llainea march wide betwixt the Legges, as if 
rues on \ for indeede, I had the moft of them 
D. There's not a Shirt and a halfe in all my 
and the halfe Shirt is two Napkins Uckt to- 
throwne ouer the fhoulders like a Heralds 
It fleeues : and the Shirt, to fay the truth, 
mv Hoft of S. Albones, or the Red-Nofe 
' 0/ Dauintry. But that's all one,they*le finde 
igh on euery Hedge. 

tbt Princi^nd the LordofJVefimerland, 

low now blowne Iac\f how now Quilt? 
hat HalfWovi now mad Wag, what a Deuill 
in Warwickfhirc? My good Lord of Wcft- 
ry you mercy, I thought your Honour had al- 
at Shrewsbury. 

ith,Sir /oi&ff, 'tis more then time that I were 
you too : but my Powers are there alreadie. 
: can tell you, lookes for ts all : we muft away 



Falfi. Tut,neuer feare me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, to 
fteale Creame. 

Prince. I thinke to fteale Creame indeed, for thy theft 
hath alreadie made thee Butter : but tell me, itfc/(^ whofe 
fellowes are thefe that come after ? 

Falft, Mine, fiir/, mine. 

Prince. I did never fee fuch pittifull Rafcals. 

Falfi. Tut, tut, good enough to tofre:foodc for Pow- 
der, foode for Powder: they'le fill a Pit,u well as better: 
tufh man,mortaIl men,mortall men, 

JVeJhn. I, but Sir hbn^ me thinkes they are exceeding 
poore and bare, too beggarly. 

Falfi. Faith, for their pouertie,! know not where they 
had that; and for their barenelTe, I am fure they neuer 
learn'd that of me. 

Pr/ffr«.No,Ile be fworne,vnlen*e you call three fingers 
on the Ribbes bare. But firra, make hafte, Percy is already 
in the field. 

Falfi. What, is the King encamp'd? 

IVefim, Hee is, Sir lobn^ I feare wee ihall ftay too 
long. 

Falfi. Well, to the latter end of a Fray, and the begin- 
ning of a Feafl, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueft. 

Exeunt, 



Sccena Tertia. 



Bmter H9t^ur^1Vwcefier^Dimgla6^and 
Vernon. 

Hotfi. Wee'le fight with him to Night. 

fVorc, It may not be, 

Dcvg. You giue him then aduantage. 

Vern. Not a whit. 

Hotfi. Why fay you fo ? lookes he not for fupply? 

Vern. So doe wee. 

HotjP. His is cerUine,ours is doubtfull. 

fVorc. Good Coufin be aduis'd,ftirre not to night. 

Vern. Doe not, my Lord« 

Dovg. You doe not counfaile well : 
You fpeake it out of feare, and cold heart. 

Vern. Doe me no dander, Dcvglas: by my Lift, 
And I dare well maintaine it with my Life, 
If well-refpeded Honor bid me on, 
I hqld as little counfaile with weake feare. 
As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day Hues, 
Let it be feene to morrow in the Battell, 
Which of vs feares. 

D»»g. Yea, or to night. 
Vern. Content. 

Hotjf. To night, fay I. 

Vern. Come, come, it may not be. 
I wonder much,being mS of fuch great leading as you are 
That you fore-fee not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horfe 
Of my Coufin Vernons are not yet come vp. 
Your Vnckle IVorctfieri Horfe came but tp day, 
And now their pri<|e and mettall is afleepe, 
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 
That not a Horfe is halfe the halfe of himfelfe. 

Hot^. So are the Horfes of the Encmie 
In generall ioumey bated, and brought low : 
The better part of ours are full of reft. 

f 3 Wor. The 

— - 
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Wore, The number of the King cxccedcth ours : 
For Gods fake, Cou(in,ftay till all come in. 



the Trumpit founds a Parley. 
Walter 'Blunt . 



Enter Sir 



'Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the King, 
If you vouchfafe mc hearing, and rcfpcdf. 

HotjP. Welcome,S\r Walter 'Blunt : 
And would to God you were of our determination. 
Some of V8 loue you well : and eucn thole fomc 
Enuie your great deferuings,and good name, 
Becaufe you are not of our qualitie. 
But (hind againft vs like an Enemie. 

'Blunt. And Heauen defend, but ftill I fhould ftand fo. 
So long as out of Limit, and true Rule, 
You ftand againfl anoynted Maieftie. 
But to my Charge. 
The King hath fent to know 
The nature of your Griefes,and whereupon 
You coniure from the Breft of Ciuill Peace, 
Such bold Hoftilitie, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Crueltic. If that the King 
Hauc any way your good Deferts forgot. 
Which he confefTeth to be manifold, 
He bids you name your Griefc8,and with all fpccd 
You fhall haueyour defires,with intereft; 
And Pardon abfolute for your felfe, and thefe. 
Herein mis-led, by your fuggeftion. 

Hotj^. The King is kinde : 
And well wee know, the King 
Knowes at what time to promifc,when to pay. 
My Father, my Vnckle,and my felfe. 
Did giue him that fame Royaltie he weares : 
And when he was not fixe and twcntie ftrong, 
Sicke in the Worlds regard, wretched, and low, 
A poore vnmindcd Out-law, fneaking home, 
My Father gaue him welcome to;hc fhore : 
And when he heard him fweare,and vow to God, 
He came but to be Duke of Lancaftcr, 
To fue his Liuerie,and begge his Peace, 
With leares of Innocencie,and tearmes of Zealc; 
My Father, in kinde heart and pitty mou*d, 
Swore him afriflance,and performed it too. 
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realme 
Perceiu'd Northumberland did leane to him. 
The more and leflc came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 
Attended him on Bridges, flood in Lanes, 
Layd Gifts before him.profFcrM him their Oathes, 
Gaue him their Hcircs,as Pages followed him, 
Euen at the heeles,in golden multitudes, 
«c prefently,as GrcatnefTc knowes it felfe, 
Steps me a little higher then his Vow 
Made to my Father, while his blood vras poore, 
Vpon the naked fhore at Rauenfpurgh : 
And now (fbrfooth) takes on him to reforme 
Some certaine Edi£b,and fomc ftrait Decrees, 
That lay too heauie on the Common -wealth; 
Cryes out vpon abufes,feemes to weepe 
Oucr his Countries Wrongs: and by this Face, 
This feeming Brow of Iuftlce,did he winne 
The hearts of all that hce did angle for. 
Proceeded further, cut mc off the Heads 
Of all the Fauorites,that the abfent King 
In depuution left behinde him heere, 



When hee was perfonall in the Irifh Warre. 

^lunt. Tut, I came not to heare this. 

HotJ>, Then to the point. 
In fhort time after, hee depos*d the King. 
Soone after that,depriu*d him of his Life : 
And in the neck of that,ta8k*t the whole State. 
To make that worfe,fufFcr'd his Kinfman vMarcb^ 
Who is,if euery Owner were placed, 
Indeede his King,to be engagM in Wales, 
There, without Ranfome,to lye forfeited : 
DifgracM me in my happie Viftorics, 
Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 
Rated my Vnckle from the Councell-Boord, 
In rage difmifs*d my Father from the Court, 
Broke Oath on Oath, committed Wrong on Wroof, 
And in conclufion,droue vs to feeke out 
This Head of fafetie; and withall, to prie 
Into his Title : the which wee finde 
Too indired, for long continuance. 

'Blunt, Shall I returne thisanfwer to the King? 

Hotjg>. Not fo, Sir WaUer. 
WeeMe with-draw a while : 
Goe to the King, and let there be impawn*d 
Some furetie for a fafe returne againe. 
And in the Morning early fhall my Vnckle 
Bring him our purpofe : and fo farewelL 

Blunt, I would you would accept of Grace and Loue. 

HotJ}>. And't may be,fo wee fhall. 

Blunt, Pray Heauen you doe. Exeunt. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter the jtrcb-Bi/bop ofTor^e^andSirMichelL 

jircb.Kit^gwA Sir Mlcbell, hezre this fealed Briefe 
With winged hafle to the Lord Marfhall, 
This to my Coufin Scroope^ and all the reft 
To whom they are direftcd- 
If you knew how much they doe import, 
You would make hafte. 

Sir Mich. My good Lord, I gueffe their tenor. 

j^cb. Like enough you doe. 
To morrow, good Sir Micbell,\s a day. 
Wherein the fortune of ten thoufand men 
Mufl bide the touch. For Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly giuen to vnderftand. 
The King, with mightie and quick-rayfed Power, 
Meetes with Lord Harry : and I feare,Sir MicbelL, 
What with the fickncfTc of Northumberland, 
Whofe Power was in the firfl proportion j 
And what with Oven Glendowers abfence thence, 
Who with them was rated firmely too. 
And comes not in, ouer-rulM by Prophecies, 
I fcare the Power of Per^y is too weake. 
To wage an inflant tryall with the King. 

Sir ATich.V/hy y my good Lord, you need not feare, 
There u ^6ir^A«,and Lord ^Mortimer. 

jirch. KOfcMortimer is not there. 

Sir Mic. Bnt there is Mordal^ ^VernonylMtd Harry fertj, 
And there is my Lord of Worcefler, 
And a Head of gallant Warriors, 
Noble Gentlemen. 

jlreb. And 
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rcb. And (b there is, but yet the King hath drawhe 

peciali head of all the Land together : 

•rince of Wales, Lord lobn of Lancafter, 

•Joblc Weftmerland, and warlike ^lunt ; 

many moeCorriuals,and deare men 

amation, and command in Armes. 

r M. Doubt not my Lord, he ihall be well opposM 

rcb. I hope no lefle? Yet ncedfuirtis to fearc, 

to preuenc the worft, Sir Micbtll fpeed ; 

"Lord Percy thriue not, ere the King 

ifle his power, he meanes to vifit v$ : 

e hath heard of our Confederacie, 

*ds but Wifcdome to make (Irong againft him ; 

sfore make haft, I muft go write againe 

her Friends : and fo farewell, Sir Mkhell. Exeunt. 



iSius Quintus. Scena Vrima. 



r the Kingf Prince of ^aleSyLord lobn of Lancafter^ 
Earle ofWefhmerland^ Sr JValter Blunt ^ 
and Falfiaffe. 

ng. How. bloodily the Sunne begins to pecre 

e yon busky hill : the day lookes pale 

s dlftemperature. 

w* The Southeme vrinde 

play the Trumpet to his purpofes, 

by his hollow whittling in the Leaues, 

is a Tempeft,and a biuft*ring day. 

9g. Then with the lofers let it fympathiae, 

othing can feeme foule to thofe that win. 

The Trumpet fiunds. 
Enter Worcefier. 

ng. How now my Lord of Worftcr? Tis not well 
you and I ihould meet vpon fuch tearmes, 
>w we meet. You haue deceiu*d our truft, 
made vs dofFe our eafie Robes of Peace, 
Tifli our old limbes in vngentle Steele : 
is not well, m^ Lord, this is not well. 
: fay you to it? Will you againe vnknit 
churlifli knot of all-abhorred Warre? 
tnoue in that obedient Orbe againe, 
re you did giue a faire and naturall light, 
be no more an exhalPd Meteor, 
Kligie of Feare, and a Portent 
oached Mifcheefe, to the vnbome Times? 
r. Heare me, my Liege : 
line owne part, I could be well content 
itertaine the Lagge-end of my life 
quiet houres : For I do proteft, 
e not fought the day of this diflike, 
ng. You haue not fought it : how comes it then? 
/. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
-in. Peace, Chevret, peace. 
or. It pleasM your Maiefty, to turne your lookes 
inour, from my Selfe, and all our Houfe ; 
yet I muft remember you my Lord, 
rere the firft, and deareft of your Friends : 
ou, my ftafFe of Office did I breake 
chords time, and poafted day and night 
keete you on the way, and kifle your hand. 



When yet you were in place, and in account 

Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate, as I j 

It was my Selfe, my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-dare 

The danger of the time. You fwore to vs. 

And you did fweare that Oath at Doncafter, 

That you did nothing of purpofe*gainft the State, 

Nor claime no further, then your new-£ilne right. 

The feate of Gtf«fff,Dukedome of Lancafter, 

To this, we fware our aide : But in fhort fpace. 

It rain*d downe Fortune fhowring on your head, 

And fuch a floud of Greatnefte fell on you, 

What with our helpe,what with the abfcnt King, 

What with the iniuries of wanton time, 

The Teeming fuf)«rances that you had borne, 

And the contrarious Windes that held the King 

So long in the vnlucky Irifh Warres, 

That all in England did repute him dead : 

And from this fwarme of faire aduantages. 

You tooke occafion to be quickly woo'd, 

To gripe the gcnerall fway into your hand. 

Forgot your Oath to vs at Doncafter, 

And being fed by vs, you vs*d vs fo. 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowes Bird, 

Vfcth the Spa^w, did oppreiTe our Neft, 

Grew by our Feeding, to fo great a bulke. 

That euen our Loue durft not come neere your fight 

For feare of fwallowing : But with nimble wing 

We were inforc*d for fafcty fake, to flye 

Out of your fight, and raife this prefent Head, 

Whereby we (hind oppofed by fuch meanes 

As you your felfe, haue forged againft your felfe. 

By vnkmde vfage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation of all ^ith and troth 

Swome to vs in yonger enterprire. 

Kin. Thefe things indeedc you haue articulated, 
ProclaimM at Market Crofres,read in Churches, 
To face the Garment of Rebellion 
With fome fine colour, that may pleafe the eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poore Difcontents, 
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the newes 
Of hurly burly Innouation : 
And neuer yet did Infurre^on want 
Such water-colours, to im paint his caufe : 
Nor moody Beggars, ftaruing for a time 
Of pell-mell hauocke,and confufion. 

Prin, In both our Armies, there is many a foule 
Shall pay full dearely for this encounter. 
If once they ioyne in triall. Tell your Nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth ioyne with all the world 
In praifc of Henry Percie: By my Hopes, 
This prefent enterprise fet off his head, 
I do not thinke a brauer Gentleman, 
More adtiue, valiant, or more valiant yong. 
More daring, or more bold, is now aliue, 
To grace this latter Age with Noble deeds. 
For my part, I may fpeake it to my fhame, 
I haue a Truant bcenc to Chiualry, 
And fo I heare, he doth account me too : 
Yet this before my Fathers Maiefty, 
I am content that he fhall take the oddes 
Of his great name and eftimation. 
And will, to faue the blood on either fide. 
Try fortune with him, in a Single Fight. 

King. And Prince of Wales, fo dare we venter thee. 
Albeit, confiderations infinite 



Do 
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Do make againft it: No good Worfter,no, 
Wc loue our people well j eucn thofe we loue 
That are milled vpon your Coufins part : 
And will they take the offer of our Grace : 
Both he, and they, and you; yea,euery man 
Shall be my Friend againe, and lie be his. 
So tell your Coufin^and bring me word, 
What he will do. But if he will not yeeld, 
Rebuke and dread corre^ion waite on ts, 
And they (hall do their Office. So bee gone, 
We will not now be troubled with reply. 
We offer faire, take it aduifedly. 

Exit V^orceftir. 

Prin, It will not be accepted,on my life, 
The Dowglas and the Hotjjfurrt both together, 
Are confident againft the world in Armes. 

lCing» Hence therefore, euery Leader to his charge, 
For on their anfwer will we fet on them ; 
And God befriend vs, as our caufe is iufl. Exeunt. 

Manet Prince and Faiftaffe. 

Fal. Half if thou fee medowne in the battell, 
And beftride me, fo ; *tis a point of friend/hip. 

I^rM.Nothing but a Coloflus can do thee that firendfhip 
Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

FaL I would it were bed time f£i/,and dl well. 

frin. Why, thou ow*ft heauen a death. 

Fa/ft, *Tis not due yet : I would bee loath to pay him 
before his day. What neede I bee fo forward with him, 
that cairs not on me ? Well, *ti3 no matter, Honor prickes 
me on* But how if Honour pricke me off when I come 
on ? How then f Can Honour fet too a legge? No : or an 
arme ? No : Or take away the greefe of a wound ? No. 
Honour hath no skill in Surgerie,then ?No.What is Ho- 
nour? A word. What is that word Honour? Ayre: A 
trim reckoning. Who hath it ? He that dy*de a Wednef- 
day. Doth he feele it^No. Doth hee heare it? No. Is it 
infenfible then? yea, to the dead. But wii it not liue with 
the liuing?No. Why ? Detraction wil not fufFer it,ther- 
fore lie none of it. Honour is a meete Scutcheon, and fo 
ends my Catechifme. Exit. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter IVorcefter^ and Sir ^cbard 'Uernon. 

Wor. O no, my Nephew muft not know, Sir Richard^ 
The liberail kinde offer of the King. 

yer. Twere beft he did. 

fFer, Then we are all vndone. 
It is not poffible, it cannot be. 
The King would keepe his word in louing vs. 
He will fufpedt vs ftill, and finde a time 
To punifh this offence in others faults : 
Suppofition,all our Hues, fhall be fhicke full of eyes ; 
For Treafon is but trufted like the Foxe, 
Who ne*re fo tame, fo cheriflit,and lock'd vp, 
Will haue a vdlde tricke of his Anceflors : 
Looke how he can, or fad or merrily. 
Interpretation will mifquote our lookes. 
And we fhall fcedc like Oxen at a ftall. 
The better cherifht, flill the nearer death. 
My NepheMres trcfpafle may be well forgot. 
It hath the excufe of youth, and heate of blood, 



And an adopted name of Ptiuiledge, 

A haire-brain*d /fcr^ttrrf, gouern*d by a Spleene.* 

All his offences liue vpon my head. 

And on his Fathers. We did traine him on. 

And his corruption being tane from vs. 

We as the Spring of all, fhall pay for all : 

Therefore good Coufin, let not Harry know 

In any cafe, the offer of the King. 

yer. Deliuer what you will,I]e fay 'tis fb. 
Heere comes your Cofin. 

Eater Hotjfutrre, 

Hot. My Vnkle is returned, 
Deliuer vp my Lord of Weflmerland. 
Vnkle, what ncwe-f 

Wor. The King will bid you battell prcfently. 

^ctr. Defie him by the Lord of Weftmerland. 

Hot. Lord Dor^glas : Go you and tell him fb. 

D<n». Marry and fhall, and verie willingly. 

Exit DoiUx. 

Wor. There is no feeming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you begge any? God forbid. 

Wor. I told him gently of our greeuances. 
Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus. 
By now forfwearing that he is forfworne, 
He cals vs Rebels, Traitors, and will fcourge 
With haughty armes, this hateful! name in vs. 
Enter Dovrglas. 

^Gvr. Arme Gentlemen, to Armes, for I haue thrown 
A braue defiance in King Henries teeth : 
And Weflmerland that was ingagM did beare it. 
Which cannot choofe but bring him quickly on. 

Wor. The Prince of Wales flept forth before the king, 
And Nephew, challenged you to fingle fight* 

Hot. O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads, 
And that no man might draw fhort breath to day. 
But I and Harry Monmouth. Tell me, tell mee, 
How fhew*d his Talking ?Seem*d it in contempt? 

yer. No, by my Soule : I neuer in my life 
Did heare a Challenge vrg*d more modeflly, 
Vnleffe a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
To gentle exercife, and proofe of Armes. 
He gaue you all the Duties of a Man, 
Trimm'd vp your praifes with a Princely tongue. 
Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, 
Making you euer better then his praife, 
By flill difpraiftng praife, valewM with you : 
And which became him like a Prince indeed. 
He made a blufhing citall of himfelfe. 
And chid his Trewant youth with fuch a Grace, 
As if he maflred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching, and of learning inflantly : 
There did he paufe. But let me tell the World, 
If he out-Hue the enuie of this day, 
England did neuer owe fo fweet a hope, 
So much mifconflrued in his Wantonneffe* 

Hot. Coufin, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his Follies : neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo wilde at Liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 
I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arme, 
That he fhall fhrinke vnder my curtefie. 
Arme, arme with fpeed. And Fellow's, Soldiers, Friends, 
Better confider what you haue to do. 
That I that haue not well the gift of Tongue, 

an 
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r blood vp with perfwafion. 

Enter a cMeJfemger, 
Lord, heere are Letten for you. 
mot reade them now. 
n, the time of life is /hort ; 
at (hortnefTe bafely^were too long, 
ie vpon a Dials point, 
at the arriuall of an houre, 
lue, we liue to treade on Kongt: 
r death, when Princes dye with vs; 
■ Confciences, the Armes is faire, 
ktent for bearing them is iuft. 

Enter another c^ejfenger, 
r Lord prepare, the fCing comes on apace, 
mke him, that he cuts me from my tale: 
Pe not talking: Onely this, 
in do his beft. And heere I draw a Sword, 
hy temper I intend to ftaine 
:ft blood that I can meete withall, 
iture of this perillous day. 
nee Percy, and fet on : 
e lofty Inftrimients of Warre, 
: Muficke, let vs all imbrace : 
to earth, fome of vs neuer ihall, 
ne do fuch a curtefie. 

embrace jtbe Trumpets fiundj the King enteretb 
b bit former f alarum vnto the battelL Then enter 
pglaSfand Sir ff^a/ter 'Blunt, 
t IS thy name, that in battel thus y croiTeftme? 
* doft thou feeke vpon my head ? 
low then my name is Dwglas, 
lunt thee in the battell thus, 
e tell me, that thou art a King, 
bey tell thee true. 

s Lord of StaflFord deere to day hath bought 
fe : for infted of thee King Harry, 
hath ended him, fo fhall it thee, 
1 yeeld thee as a Prifoner. 
IS not borne to yeeld, thou haughty Scot, 
lalt finde a King that will reuenge 
rdi death. 

bt, Blunt ujlaincytben enters Hotjfur^ 
hwglasyh^dfk thou fought at Holmedon thus 
triumphed o>e a Scot. 

[*s done,airs won,here breathles lies the king 
jeref 
!ere. 

is Dcfwglas} No, I know this face full well : 
night he was, his name yru 'Blunt, 
irnifhM like the King himfelfe. 

I foole : go with thy foule whether it goes. 
Title haft thou bought too deere. 

hou tell me, that thou wer*t a King ^ 
King hath many marching in his Coats, 
w by my Sword,! will kill all his Coates, 

II hu Wardrobe peece by peece, 
t the King. 

md away, 

rs fhnd full ^rely for the day. Exeunt 

Uarum,and enter Faljiaffejolud, 
ugh I could fcape mot-free at London,! fear 
re.: here*s no fcoring, but vpon the pate.Soft 
? Sir fValter 'Blunt, there*s Honour for you : 
nity, ! am as hot as molten Lead, and as hea- 
len keepe L.ead out of mee, I neede no more 
mine owne Bowelles. I haue led my rag of 




Muffins where they are peppered : there*s not three of my 
150. left aliue, and they for the Townes end, to beg du- 
ring life. But who comes heere ? 
Enter the Prince. 

Pr/.What,fbnd*ft thou idle here? Lend me thy fword, 
Many a Nobleman likes ftarke and ftifFe 
Vnder the hooues of vaunting enemies, 
Whofe deaths are vnreueng*d. Prethy lend me thy fword 

FaJ. O Hal,\ prethee giue me leaue to breath awhile : 
Turke Gregory neuer did fuch deeds in Armes, as I haue 
done this day. I haue paid Percy, I haue made him fure. 

Prin, He is indeed, and liuing to kill thee : 
I prethee lend me thy fword. 

Falft. Nay Hal, if Percy bee aliue, thou getfl not my 
Sword ; but take my Piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prin, Giue it me : What, is it in the Cafe f 

Fal, I Hal, *tis hot : There's that will Sacke a City. 
The Trince drawes out a 'Bottle of Sacl(e. 

Prin. What, is it a time to left and dally now. Sxit. 
Tbrenes it at him. 

Fal. Jf Percy be aliue, He pierce him : if he do come in 
my way,ro : if he do not, if 1 come in his (willingly) let 
him make a Carbonado of me. I like not fuch grinning 
honour as Sir fValter hath : Giue mee life, which if I can 
iaue, To : if not, honour comes vnlook*d for, and ther*s an 
end. Exit 



%Alarum,excurJio9s, enter the King, the Prince, 

Lord lohn of Lancafter, and Earle 

ofJVefimtrland, 

King. I prethee Harry withdraw thy felfe, thou blee- 
deft too much: Lord lobn of Lancafter, %o you with him. 

P. lob. Not !,my L^rd.vnlelTe I did bleed too. 

Prin. I befeech your Maiefty make vp, 
L«aft you retirement do amaze your friends. 

King. \ will do fo : 
My Lord of Weftmerland leade him to his Tent. 

^eft. Coipe my Lord, !le leade you to your Tent. 

Prin. Lead me my Liord? ! do not need your helpe : 
And heauen forbid a fhallow fcratch fhould driue 
The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this, 
Where fbin*d Nobility lyes troden on. 
And Rebels Armes triumph in maflfacret. 

lob. We breath too long: Come cofin Weftmerland, 
Our duty this way lies, for heauens fake come. 

Prin. By heauen thou haft deceiuM me Lancafter, 
I did not thinke thee L.ord of fuch a fpirit : 
Before, I lou*d thee as a Brother, Ubn ; 
But now, I do refped thee as my Soule. 

Kmg. I faw him hold L.ord Percy at the point. 
With luftier maintenance then ! did looke for 
Of fuch an vngrowne Warriour. 

Prin. O this Boy, lends mettall to vs all. £xfV. 

Enter Domglas. 

Doj». Another King?They grow like Hydra's heads: 
I am the Dowglas, fa tall to all thofe 
That weare thofe colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfcit^ft the perfon of a King ? 

King.The King himfelfe : who Dawglas grieues at hart 

So 
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So many of his fludowes thou haft met, 
And not the very King, I haue two Boyes 
Seeke ^ercy and thy felfe about the Field : 
But feeing thou fiiirft on me fo luckily, 
I will aflay thee : fo de/iend thy felfe. 

^ovr. I feare thou art another counterfeit ; 
And yet infaith thou bear*ft thee like a King : 
But mine I am fure thou art, whoere thou be, 
And thus I win thee. They fight ^ the K.heing in danger ^ 
Enter Prince, 

Prin, Hold vp they head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe : the Spirits 
Of valiant Sberly, Stafford j^Biunt^airc in my Armes; 
It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee. 
Who neuer promifeth, but he meanes to pay. 

They Fight yfDovgloiJijeth, 
Cheerely My Lord: how fiire's your Grace ? 
Sir Nicholas Gavrfn hath for fuccour fent. 
And fo hath C^ifion : He to Clifton ftraight. 

Kin^. Stay,and breath awhile. 
Thou naft redeem*d thy loft opinion. 
And ihew*d thou mak*ft fome tender of my life 
In th'u faire reicue thou haft brought to mee. 

Prin, O heauen, they did me too much iniury. 
That «uer faid I hearkned to your death. 
If it were (o^ I might haue let alone 
The infulting hand of Dor^glas ouer you. 
Which would haue bene as fpeedy in your end. 
As all the poyfonous Potions in the world, 
And fauM the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 

K, Make vp to C^ifton^Wt to Sir Nicholas Gaufey, Exit 
Enter Hotjpur, 

Hot, If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

Prin, Thou fpeak^ft as if I would deny my name. 

Hot, My name is Harrie Percie, 

Priir«Why then I (ee a very valiant rebel of that name. 
I am the Prince of Wales,and thinke not Tercyj 
To ikare ^th me in glory any more : 
Two Starres keepe not their motion in one Sphere, 
Nor can one England brooke a double reignc. 
Of Harry Percy^znA the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Nor (hall it Harry^ for the houre is come 
To end the one of vs; and would to heauen, 
Thy name in Armes, were now as great as mine, 

Prin. He make it greater, ere I part from thee. 
And all the budding Honors on thy Creft, 
He crop, to make a Garland for my head. 

Hot, I can no longer brooke thy Vanities. Fight, 

Enter Falfiaffe. 

Fal. Well faid Hal^to it Hal Nay you (hall finde no 
Boyes play heere,I can tell you. 

Enter Dewgias M fight s with Falfiaffe fWbofals dnnt 

ax if he Tftre dead.The Prince kjlleth Percie, 

Hoi, Oh /Tarry, thou haft rob*d me of my youth : 
I better brooke the lolTe of brittle life, 
Then thofe proud Titles thou haft wonne of me. 
They wound my thoghts worfe,then the fword my fleih: 
But thought*s the flaue of Life,and Life, Times foole; 
And Time, that takes furuey of all the world, 
Muft haue a ftop. O, I could Prophefie, 
But that the Earth, and the cold hand of death. 
Lyes on my Tongue : No Percy ^thon art duft 
And food for 

Prin. For Wormes,brauc P^rry.Farewell great heart: 
Ill-weau*d Ambition, how much art thou flirunke? 
When that this bodie did containe a fpirit. 



A Kingdome for it was too fmall a bound : 
But now two paces of the vileft Earth 
Is roome enough. This Earth that beares the dead, 
Beares not aliue fo ftout a Gentleman. 
If thou wer*t fenfible of curtefle, 
I ihould not make fo great a (hew of Zeale. 
But let my fauours hide thy mangled face. 
And euen in thy behalfe,Iie thanke my felfe 
For doing thefe fayre Rites of Tendemeflfe. 
Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heauen, 
Thy ignomy fleepe with thee in the graue. 
But not reroembred in thy Epitaph. 
What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all this fleih 
Keepe in a little lifef Poore lacke, farewell : 
I could haue better fpar*d a better man. 
O, I ihould haue a heauy miife of thee. 
If I were much in loue with Vanity. 
Death hath not ftrucke fo fat a Deere to day, 
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray : 
Imboweird will I fee thee by and by, 
Till then, in blood, by Noble Pereie lye. Exit. 

Falfiaffe rijeth vf. 

Falfi. Imboweird? If thou imbowcU mee to day, lie 
giue you leaue to powder me, and eat me too to morow. 
'Twas time to counterfet, or that hotte Termagant Scot, 
had paid me fcot and lot too.Counterfeit? I am no coon- 
tcrfcitj to dye, is to be a counterfeit, for hee is but the 
counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life of a man : Bat 
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby llueth,is to be 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfedl image of life in- 
decde. The better part of Valour, is Difcretion j in the 
which better part, I haue faued my life. I am aftraide of 
this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How if hee 
ihould counterfeit too, and rife ? I am afraid hee would 
proue the better counterfeit: therefore He make him fare; 
yea,and He fweare 1 kiird him. Why may not hee rife at 
well as I : Nothing confutes me but eyes, and no-bodie 
fees me.Therefore firra, with a new wound in your thigh 
come you along me. Tal(es Hotfiurre on bit hac^. 

Enter Prince and John of Lancafier. 

Prin. Come Brother lohn^ full brauely haft thoo flelht 
thy Maiden fword. 

lohn. But foft, who haue we heere ? 
Did you not tell me this Fat man was dead ? 

Prin. I did, I faw him dead, 
BreathlefTe.and bleeding on the ground: Art thou alioe? 
Or is it fantafie that playes vpon our eye-fight? 
I prethee fpeake, we will not truft our eyes 
Without our cares. Thou art not what thou feem'ft. 

Fal. No, that^s certaine : I am not a double nun : hot 
if I be not lac^e Falfiaf e^then am I a lacke : There is P^- 
fy, if your Father will do me any Honor, fo : if not, let him 
kill the next Percie himfelfe. I looke to be either Earle or 
Duke, I can aflTure you. 

Prin. Why f Percy I kiird my felfe, and faw thee dead. 

Fal. Did'ft thou? Lord, Lord, how the world is giucn 
to Lying? I graunt you I was downe, and out of Breath, 
and fo was he, but we rofe both at an infbnt,and fousht 
a long houre by Shrewsburie clocke. If I may bee belee- 
ued,fo : if not, let them that ihould reward Valour, beire 
the (inne vpon their owne heads. He take't on my death 
I gaue him this wound in the Thigh : if the man were a- 
Iiue,and would deny it, I would make him eate a peece 
of my fword. 

lohn. This is the ftrangeft Tale that e're I heard. 

Prw. This is the ftrangeft Fellow, Brother John, 

Come 
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Ming your luggage Nobly on your backe : 

' part, if a lye may do thee grace, 

1 it with the happieft tearmes I haue. 

*A Retreat is founded » 
rumpeti (bund Retreat, the day is oun: 
Brother, let*s to the higheft of the Held, 
what Friends are liuing, who are dead. Exeunt 
De follow as tbey fay, for Reward. Hee that re- 
me, heauen reward him. If I do grow great again, 
»w lefTe } For lie purge, and leaue Sacke, and liue 
,as a Nobleman ihould do. Exit 



ScanaQuarta. 



The Trumpets fiuMd. 
r the Kingy Prince offVales, Lord lobn of LancaftTy 
Earle of Wefimerlandy with fTorcefter & 
Vernon Prifoners. 

r. Thus euer did Rebellion finde Rebuke, 
ited Worcefter, did we not fend Grace, 
I, and tearmes of Loue to all of you f 
t>u]d*ft thou turne our oflters contrary ? 
the tenor of thy Kinfmans truft ? 
Knights vpon our party flaine to day, 
le £arle,and many a creature elfe, 
lene aliue this houre, 
a Chriftian thou had*ft truly borne 
t out Armies, true Intelligence. 
. What I haue done, my iafety vrg^d me to^ 



And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
Since not to be auoyded, it fals on mee. 

King, Beare Worcefter to death, and Vernon too: 
Other Ofienders vre will paufe vpon* 

Exit H^orcefier and Vernon. 
How goes the Field ? 

Prin. The Noble Scot Lord Dtrnglas^ when hee faw 
The fortune of the day quite turned from him. 
The Noble Percy flaine, and all bis men, 
Vpon the foot of fearc, fled with the reft ; 
And fkllisg firom a hill, he was fo brujz*d 
That the purfuers tooke him. At my Tent 
The Demrias is, and I befeech your Grace. 
I may di^fe of him. 

King. With all my heart. 

Prin. Then Brother lobn of Lancafter, 
To you this honourable bounty (hall belong : 
Go to the DovfgiasyZnd deliuer him 
Vp to his pleahire, ranfomlefle and free : 
His Valour ihewne vpon our Crefts to day. 
Hath taught vs how to cheriih fuch high deeds, 
£uen in the bofome of our Aduerfaries. 

King, Then this remaines : that we diuide our Power. 
You Sonne /oi&ff,and my Coufin Weftmerland 
Towards Yorke fliall bend you, with your deereft fpeed 
To meet Northumberland, and the Prelate Scroofe^ 
Who(as we heare)are bufily in Armes . 
My Selfe, and you Sonne Harry will towards Walei^ 
To fight with GlendomerfZnd the Earle of March. 
Rebellion in this Land (hall lo(e his way, 
Meeting the Checke of fuch another day : 
And (ince this BufmelTe fo (aire is done. 
Let vs not leaue till all oar owne be wonnt. Exeunt, 
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aASius Primus. Sccena Vrima. 



Indvction. 




Enter ^I^jmour, 

Pen your Eares : For which of you wiXX ftop 
The vent of Hearing, when loud Rumor fpealces? 
I, from the Orient, to the drooping Weft 
(Making the winde my Poft-horfe) ftill vnfold 
The A^ commenced on this Ball of Earth. 
Vpon my Tongue, continuall Slanders ride. 
The which, in euery Language, I pronounce. 
Stuffing the Eares of them with falfe Reports : 
I fpeake of Peace, while couert Enmitie 
(Vnder the fmile of Safety) wounds the World : 
And who but Rumour^ who but onely I 
Make fearflill Mufters, and prepared Defence, 
Whirft the bigge yeare, fwolnc with fome other griefes. 
Is thought with childe, by the fterne Tyrant, Warre, 
And no fuch matter? Kjumour^ is a Pipe 
Blowne by Surmifes, leloufies, Coniedures; 
And of fo eafie, and To plaine a ftop. 
That the blunt Monfter, with vncounted heads, 
The ftill difcordant, wauering Multitude, 
Can play vpon it. But what neede I thus 
My well-knowne Body to Anathomize 
Among my houfhold ? Why is Rumour heere ? 
I run before King Harries viftory. 
Who in a bloodie field by Shrewsburie 
Hath beaten downe yong Hotg>urre^ aud his Troopes, 
Quenching the flame of bold Rebellion, 
Euen with the Rebels blood. But what meane I 
To fpeake fo true at iirftf My Office is 
To noyfe abroad, that Harry eMonmoutb fell 
Voder the Wrath of Noble Hotjpurrei Sword : 
And that the King, before the ^<mglM Rage 
StoopM his Annointed head, as low as death. 
This haue I rumour'd through the peafant-Townes, 
Betweene the Royall Field of Shrewsburie, 
And this Worme-ea ten -Hole of ragged Stone, 
Where Hotfiurrex Father, old Northumberland, 
Lyes crafty ficke. The Poftes come tyring on, 
And not a man of them brings other newes 
Then they haue leamM of Me. From Rumouri Tongues, 
They bring fmooth-Comfbrts-folfe, worfe then True- 
wrongs. Exit, 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Lord ^ardolfe^ and the Porter. 

L^Bar, Who keepes the Gate heere hoa? 
Where is the Earle ? 

For. What (hall I fay you are ? 

Bar. Tell thou the Earle 
That the Lord Bardolfe doth attend him heere. 

For, His Lordfhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard, 
Pleafe it your Honor, knocke but at the Gate, 
And he himfelfe will anfwer. 

Bnter Northumberland, 

LSBar. Heere comes the Earle. 

Nor, What newcs Lord Bardolfe} Eu'ry minute now 
Should be the Father of fome Stratagem; 
The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horfe 
Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke loofe. 
And beares downe all before him. 

L.Bar, Noble Earle, 
I bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury. 

Nor, Good, and heauen will. 

L.Bar, As good as heart can wifh : 
The King is almoft wounded to the death : 
And in the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 
Prince Harrie (laine out-right : and both the Blunts 
Kill*d by the hand of Dcvrglas, Yong Prince lobny 
And Weftmerland, and Stafibrd, fled the Field. 
And Harrie Monmouth's Brawne (the Hulke Sir lehn] 
Is prifoner to your Sonne. 0,fuch a Day, 
(So fought, fo followed, and fo fiiirely wonne) 
Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times 
Since dtfars Fortunes. 

Nor, How is this deriuM? 
Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 

L,Bar,\ fpake with one (my L.)that came fr6 thence, 
A Gentleman well bred,and of good name. 
That freely rendered me thefe newes for true. 

Nor, Heere comes my Seruant Trauersy whom I feot 
On Tuefday laft, to liften after Newes. 
Enter Trauers* 

LfBar, My Lord, I ouer-rod him on the way, 
And he is fumifhM with no certainties. 
More then he (haply)may retaile from me. , . 

Nor.Uow Trauersy what good tidings comes fto yoo? 

\!^ 
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f Lord, Sir lobn Vm/ratill tam^d me backe 

11 tydings; and (being better hors*d] 

e. After him, came fpurring head 

lan (almoft fore-fpent with fpeed) 

'd by me, to breath his bloodied horfe. 

fie way to Chefter : And of him 

nd what Newes firom Shrewsbury : 

;» that Rebellion had ill lucke, 

ong Harry Percies Spurre was cold. 

he gaue his able Horfe the head, 

ng &rwards ftrooke his able heeles 

t panting fides of his poore lade 

R.owell head, and ftarting fo, 

in running, to deuoure the way, 

longer queftion. 

-la? Againe: 

ig Harrie Percfes Spurre was cold ? 

»iirr«, cold-Spur re?) that Rebellion, 

llucke? 

My Lord : He tell you what. 

Lord your Sonne, haue not the day^ 
; Honor, for a filken point 
' Barony. Neuer ulke of it. 

ihould the Gentleman that rode by Trauers 
fuch inftances of LoiTe ^ 
Who, he? 
ne hielding Fellow, that had ftolne 

he rode-on : and vpon my life 
4uenture. Looke^here comes more Newes. 

Enter t^ortou, 

a, this mans brow, like to a Title-leafe, 
le Nature of a Tragicke Volume : 
he Strond, when the Imperious Flood 

witncft Vfurpation. 
f did*ft thou come firom Shrewsbury ? 
ran fi-om Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) 
efull death put on his vgUeft Maske 
ur party. 

-low doth my Sonne,and Brother? 
brft; and the whitenefle in thy Cheeke 
n thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand, 
a man. To faint, fo fpiritleHTe, 
dead in looke, fo woe-be-gone, 
ms Curtaine,in the dead of night, 
I haue told him, Halfe his Troy was burn*d. 
found the Fire, ere he his Tongue : 

Ptrciii death, ere thou report*ft it. 

would*ft fay : Your Sonne did thus,and thus: 
ser, thus . Sio fought the Noble Dowglas^ 
ly greedy eare,with their bold deeds, 
end (to ftop mine £are indeed) 
a Sign, to blow away this Praife, 
h Brother, Sonne, and all are dead. 
^owgUs is liuing,and your Brother,yet: 

Lord, your Sonne, 
iVhy.he is dead. 

ready tongue Sufpition hath : 
t feares the thing, he would not know, 
iftind, knowledge from others Eyes, 

he feard, is chanc*d. Yet fpeake(Af0r/oji) 
iiy Earle,his Diuination Lies, 

take it, as a fweet Difgrace, 

thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong, 
ou are too great, to be (by me) gainfaid : 



Your Spirit is too true, your Feares too certaine. 

North, Yet for all this, fay not that Perc'm dead. 
I fee a flrange Confeffion in thine Eye : 
Thou ihak'ft thy head, and hold*fl it Feare, or Sinne, 
To fpeake a truth. If he be (laine,fay fo : 
The Tongue offends not, that reports his death : 
And he doth finne that doth belye the dead : 
Not he, which fayes the dead is not aliue : 
Yet the iirft bringer of vnwelcome Newes 
Hath but a loofing Office : and his Tongue, 
Sounds euer after as a fullen Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 

L.^Bar, I cannot tbinke(my Lord)your Ton is dead. 

Mor, I am forry, I ihould force you to beleeue 
That, which I would to heauen, I had not feene.' 
But thefe mine eyes, fa w him in bloody ftate. 
Rendering faint quittance (weaned, and out-breath*d) 
To Henrie Monmouth^ whole fwift wrath beate downe 
The neuer-daunted Percie to the earth. 
From whence(with life)hc neuer more fprung yp. 
In fewj his death (whofe fpirit lent a fire, 
Euen to the dulleft Peasant in his Carape) 
Being bruited once, tooke fire and heate away 
From the beft tempered Courage in his Troopes. 
For from his Mettle, was his Party fteelM j 
Which once, in him abated, all the reft 
Turn*d on themfelues, like dull and heauy Lead : 
And as the Thing, that's heauy in it felfe, 
Vpon enforcement, flyes with greateft fpeede, 
So did our Men, heauy in HotJ^urres lolTe, 
Lend to this weight, luch lightnelTe with their Feare, 
That Arrowes fled not fwifter toward their ayme. 
Then did our Soldiers ("ayming at their fafety) 
Fly from the field. Then was that Noble Worcefter 
Too foone ta*ne prifoner : and that furious Scot, 
(The bloody D&»glas) whofe well-labouring fword 
Had three times llaine th'appearance of the King, 
Can vaile his ftomacke, and did grace the fiiame 
Of thofe that turn*d their backes : and in his flight. 
Stumbling in Feare, was tooke. The fumme of all, 
Is, that the King hath wonne : and hath fent out 
A fpeedy power, to encounter you my Lord, 
Vnder the ConduA of yong Lancafler 
And Weftmerhind. This is the Newes at full. 

North. Jor this, I /hall haue time enough to moume. 
In Poyfon, there is Phyficke : and this newes 
(Hauing beene well)that would haue made me ficke, 
Being ficke, haue in fome meafure,made me well. 
And as the Wretch, whofe Feauer-weakned ioynts, 
Like fh-engthlefle Hindges, buckle vnder life. 
Impatient of his Fit, breakes like a fire 
Out of hjs keepers armes : Euen fo, my Limbes 
(Weak*ned with greefe) being now inragM with greefe. 
Are thrice themfelues. Hence therefore thou nice crutch, 
A fcalie Gauntlet now, with ioynts of Steele 
Muft gloue this hand. And hence thou fickly Quoife, 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which Princes, fleih*d with Conqueft,ayme to hit. 
Now binde my Browes with Iron, and approach 
The ragged'ft houre,that Time and Spight dare bring 
To fix>wne vpon th*enrag*d Northumberland. 
Let Heauen kifle Earth : now let not Natures hand 
Kecpe the wilde Flood confin*d : Let Order dye, 
And let the world no longer be a ftage 
To feede Contention in a lingering A€t : 
But let one fpirit of the Firft-borne Caine 

g Reigne 
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Relgne in all bofomes, chat each heart being fet 

On bloody Courfes, the rude Scene may end. 

And darlcnefTe be the burier of the dead. (Honor. 

L.Bar. Sweet Earle,diuorce not wifedom firom your 

Mor^ The Hues of all your louing Complices 
Leane-on your health, the which if you giue-o*Fe 
To ftormy PafHon, muft perforce decay* 
You caft th*euent of Warrc(myNoble Lord) 
And fumm*d the accompt of Chance, before you (aid 
Let vs make head : It was your prefurmite, 
That in the dole of blowes,your Son might drop. 
You knew he walk'd o're perils, on an edge 
More likely to fall in, then to get o*re : 
You were aduis^d his flefli was capeable 
Of Wounds, and Scarres ; and that his forward Spirit 
Would lift him, where mod trade of danger rang*d, 
Yet did you fay go forth : and none of this 
(Though ftrongly apprehended) could reflraine 
The ftiffe-borne AQion : What hath then befalne ? 
Or what hath this bold enterprise bring forth, 
More then that Being, which was like to be ? 

L. Bar. We all that are engaged to this lofle, 
Knew that we venturM on fuch dangerous Seas, 
That if we wrought out life, was ten to one : 
And yet we venturM for the gaine propos'd, 
Choak'd the rcfpcft of likely perill fear*d, 
And fince we are o*re-fet, venture againe. 
Come, we will all put forth; Body, and Goods, 

Mor.*Ti8 more then time : And ( my moft Noble Lord) 
I heare for certaine, and do fpeake the truth : 
The gentle Arch-bi(hop of Yorke is vp 
With well appointed Powres : he is a man 
Who with a double Surety bindes his Followers. 
My Lord (your Sonne)had onely but the Corpes, 
But Ihadowes, and the ihewes of men to fight. 
For that fame word(Rebellion) did diuide 
The a^on of their bodies, from their foules. 
And they did fight with queafinefle, conftrain*d 
As men drinke Potions ; that their Weapons only 
Seem*d on our fide : but for their Spirits and Soules, 
This word (Rebellion)it had froxe them vp, 
As Fi(h are in a Pond. But now the Bifhop 
Turnes Infurre^on to Religion, 
Suppos*d fincere,and holy in his Thoughts: 
He*8 folIowM both wth Body,and with Minde: 
And doth enlarge his Rifing, with the blood 
Of faire King Richard^ fcrapM from Pomfret ftones, 
Deriues from heauen,hisQuarrell,and his Caufe : 
Tels them, he doth beftride a bleeding Land, 
Gafping for life, vnder great BuIIingbroohf 
And more, and lefTcfdo flocke to follow him. 

North. I knew of this before. But to fpeake truth, 
This prefent greefe had wipM it from my minde. 
Go in with me,and councell euery man 
The apteft way for fafety, and reuenge : 
Get Pofts,and Letters, and make Friends with fpeed, 
Neuer fo few, nor neuer yet more need. Exeunt. 

Scena Tertia. 

Enter Falflaffe^and Pan. 

Fi>/.Sirra,you giant, what fiies the Do^.to my water? 

Pag. He faid fir, the water it felfe was a good healthy 
water.but for the party that owM it, he might haue more 
difeafes then he knew for. 

Fal. Men of all forts take a pride to gird at mee: the 



braine of this fbolifh compounded Clay-man, is r 
to inuent any thing that tends to laughter, more 
inuent,or is inuented on me. I am not onely witr 
felfe, but the caufe that wit is in other men* I do 
walke before thee, like a Sow, that hath o*rewheI 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into r 
uice for any other reafon , then to fet mee oB\ wh) 
haue no iudgement. Thou horfon Mandrake, tl 
fitter to be worne in my cap, then to wait at my h 
was neuer manned with an Agot till now : but I w 
you neyther in Gold, nor Siluer, but in vilde appat 
fend you backe againe to your Mailer, for a lewel 
Iuuenaii{the Prince your Mailer) whofe Chin is 
fledg*d, I will fooner haue a beard grow in the Pa 
my hand, then he ihall get one on his cheeke : yet 
not ilicke to fay, his Face is a Face-Royall. Heau 
finish it when he will, it is not a haire amiiTe yet : 
keepe it ftill at a Face-Royall , for a Barber ihal 
eame fix pence out of it; and yet he will be crowir 
he had writ man euer fince his Father was a Batcl 
He may keepe his owne Grace, but he is almoil 
mine, I can aifure him. What faid M.Domhledon^ 
the Satten for my ihort Cloake,and Slops f 

Pag. He faid fir, you ihould procure him bettei 
ranee, then ^ardolft : he wold not take his Bond A 
he lik*d not the Security. 

Fal. Let him bee damn*d like the Glutton, n 
Tongue be hotter, a horfon Acbitopbel\ a Rafcal 
forfooth-knaue,t6 beare a Gentleman in hand, ai 
ihnd rpon Security ? The horfon fmooth-pates d< 
weare nothing but high ihoet, and bunchet of K 
their girdles : and if a man is through with them 
neil Taking-vp, then they muil iland vpon Secu 
had as liefe they would put Rats-bane in my moi 
offer to iloppe it with Security. I looked hee ihou 
fent me two and twenty yards of Satten (as I aj 
Knight) and he fends me Security. Well, he may 
Security, for he hath the home of Abundance : : 
lightneiTe of his Wife ihines through it, and yet 
he fee, though he haue his owne Lanthorne to ligl 
yFfhttet'Bardolfe} 

Pag. He*s gone into Smithfield to buy your 
a horfe. 

Fal. I bought him in Paules,and heel buy mee 
in Smithfield. If I could get mee a wife in the St( 
were Mann*d,Hors'd,and Wiu*d. 

Enter Chief e luftice^and Senumt. 

fag. Sir, heere comes the Nobleman that con 
the Prince for ilriking him, about ^Bardolje, 

Fal. Wait clofe, I will not fee him. 

Ch.Juft. What's he that goes there ? 

Ser. Faifiaffeyzn^\ pleafe your Lordihip. 

Jufi. He that was in queilion for the Robbery ? 

Ser. He my Lord, but he hath fince done good 
at Shrewsbury: and(as I heare) is now going wit 
Charge, to the Lord lohn of Lancafter. 

JuB. What to Yorke? Call him backe againe. 

Ser. Sir John Falfiaffe. 

Fal. Boy, tell him, I am deafe. 

Pag. You muft fpeake lowder,mr Mafterb dea 

lujt. I am fure he is, to the heanng of any thin 
Go plucke him by the Elbow, I muft fpeake with 1 

Ser. Sir John. 

Fis/.What^a yong knaue and beg? Is there not 
there not imployment/l>oth not the K.lack fubit 
not the Rebels want Soldiers? Though it be a ihan 
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t but one, it is worfe flume to begge, then to 

word fide, were it worfe then the name of Re- 

1 tell how to make it. 

»u miftake me Sir. 

hy fir? Did 1 fiiy you were an honeft man?Set- 

Cnight-hood, and my Souldierfliip afide, I had 

r throat, if I had faid (o, 

pray you (Sir) then fet your Knighthood and 

lier-ihip afide, and giue mee leaue to tell you, 

your throat, if you fay I am any other then an 

n. 

sine thee leaue to tell me fo ? I lay a-fide that 

wet to me? If thou get*ft any leaue of me, hang 

tu tak*ft leaue, thou wer*t better be hang*d :you 

nter, hence : Auant. 

,my Lord would fpeake with you. 

r lobu Falftafft^z word with you, 

y good Lord: giue your Lordihip good time of 

am glad to fee your Lord/hip abroad : I heard 

Lordfiiip was ficke. I hope your Lordfhip goes 

aduife. Your Lord/hip (though not clean paft 

i)hath yet (bme fmack of age in you: fome rel- 

laltneiTe of Time, and I moft humbly befeech 

(hip, to haue a reuerend care of your health. 

r lobHy I fent you before your Expedition, to 

ie. 

it pleafe your Lordfhip, I heare his Maieftie is 

rith fome difcomfort from Wales. 

talke not of his Maiefty : you would not come 

nt for you ? 

nd I heare moreouer,his Highnefle is ialne into 

whorfon Apoplexie. (y^* 

rll,heauen mend him. I pray let me fpeak with 

bis Apoplexie is(as I uke it]a kind of Lethar- 

>ing of the blood,a horfon Tingling. 

'hat tell you me of it? be it as it is. 

hath it originall from much greefe; from ftudy 
rbation of the braine. 1 haue read the caufe of 
in Galen, It is a kinde of deafenefTe. 
thinke you are filne into the difeafe : For you 
what I fay to you. 
ery well(my Lord)very well: rather an*t pleafe 

die difeafe of not Liftning, the malady of not 
th^t I am troubled withali. 
3 punl/h you by the heeles, would amend the 
3f your eares,& I care not if I be your Phyfitian 
am as poore as Job, my Lordjbut not fo Patient: 
l/hip may minifter the Potion of imprifonment 
refpeA of Pouertie : but how I fiiould bee your 
I follow your prefcriptions, the wife may make 
n of a fcruple,or indeede,a fcruple it felfe. 
fent for you (when there were matters againft 
lur life) to come fpeake with me. 
s I was then adulfed by my learned Councel,in 
of this Land-feruice, I did not come. 
d,the truth is (fir /o/w)you liue in great in^my 

that buckles him in my bel(,cSnot liue in lefTe. 
ur Meanes is very flender,and your waft great, 
would it were otherwife : I would my Meanes 
ter, and my wafte flenderer. 
ou haue mifled the youthfliU Prince, 
he yong Prince hath mifled mee. I am the Fel- 
the great belly, and he my Dogge. 
:]1,I am loth to gall a new-healM wound: your 
lice at Shrewsbury, hath a little gilded ouer 
Its exploit on Gads-hill. You may thanke the 



▼n(}uiet time, for your quiet o*re-poftin g that Action. 

FaL My Lord ^ (Wolfe. 

Iuft.B\it fince all is wel,keep it fo: wake not a flceping 

FaL To wake a Wolfe, is as bad as to fmell a Fox. 

/tf.What^ou are as a candle, the better part burnt out 

Fal. A Wafifell-Candle, my Lord; all Tallow i if I did 
(ay of wax, my growth would approue the truth. 

Jufi. There is not a white haire on your face, but (hold 
haue his efk€t of grauity. 

FaL His tffe€t of grauy, grauy, grauy. 

Jufi You follow the yong Prince Tp and downe, like 
his euill Angell. 

FaJ. Not fo (my Lord) your ill Angell is light : but I 
hope, he that lookes vpon mee, will take mee without, 
weighing: and yet,in fome refpeAs I grant,! cannot go : 
I cannot tell.Vertue is of fo little regard in thefe Coftor- 
mongerSythat true valor is turn'd Beare.heard. Pregnan- 
cie is made a Tapfter, and hath his quicke wit wafted in 
giuing Recknings : all the other gifts apperdnent to man 
(as the malice of this Age fliapes them) are not woorth a 
Goofebcrry. You that are old, confider not the capaci> 
ties of vs that are yong : vou meafure the heat of our Li- 
ners, with the bitternes of your gals: 8c we that are in the 
vaward of our youth,! muft confefire,are wagges too. 

luff. Do you fet downe your name in the fcrowle of 
youth, that are written downe old, with all the Charrac- 
ters of age?Haue you not a moift eye ? a dry hand? a yel- 
low cheeke?a white beard? a decreafing leg? an increfing 
belly? Is not your voice broken /your winde (hort?your 
wit fingle? and euery part about you blafted with Anti* 
quity?and wil you cal your felfe yong?Fy,fy,fy, fir John. 

FaL My Lord,! was borne with a white head, Sc fom- 
thing a round belly. For my voice, I haue loft it with hal- 
lowing and finging of An themes. To approue my youth 
farther,! will not: the truth is, I am onely olde in iudge- 
ment and vnderftanding: and he that will caper with mee 
for a thoufand Markes,let him lend me the mony,& haue 
at him. For the boxe of th'eare that the Prince gaue you, 
he gaue it like a rude Prince,and you tooke it like a fenfi- 
ble Lord. I haue checkt him for it, and the yong Lion re- 
pents : Marry not in a/hes and iacke-cloath, but in new 
Silke,and old Sacke. 

^.Wel,heauen fend the Prince a better companion. 

FaL Heauen fend the Companion a better Prince : I 
cannot rid my hands of him. 

lufl. Well, the King hath feuer*d you and Prince Har- 
ry,! heare you are going with Lord Jobn of Lancafter, a- 
gainft the Arch biihop, and the Earle of Northumberland 

FaL Yes,! thanke your pretty fweet wit for it : but 
looke you pray, (all you that kifl*e my Ladie Peace, at 
home)that our Armies ioyn not in a hot day: for if ! take 
but two fliirts out with me,and I meane not to fweat ex- 
traordinarily : if it bee a hot day, if I brandifh any thing 
but my Bottle, would ! might neuer fpit white againe : 
There is not a daungerous Adion can peepe out his head, 
but I am thruft vpon it. Well, I cannot laft euer. 

/<2^. Well,be honeft,be honeft,and heauen blefle your 
Expedition. 

FaL Will your Lordfhip lend mee a thoufiind pound, 
to furnifb me forth ? 

Jufl. Not a peny , not a peny : you are too impatient 
to beare croffes. Fare you well. Commend mee to my 
Cofin Weftmerland. 

FaL If I do,fillop me with a fhrec-man-Beetle. A man 

can no more feparate Age and Couetoufnefire,then he can 

part yong limbes and letchery : but the Gowt piles the 

g 2 one , 
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one,and the pox pinches the other ; and fo both the De- 
grees preuent my curfes. Boy ? 

Page. Sir. 

Fal, What money is in my purfe ? 

Page, Seuen groats, and two pence. 

Fal, I can get no remedy againft this Confumption of 
the purfe. Borrowing onely lingers, and lingers it out, 
but the difeafe is incureable. Go beare this letter to my 
Lord of Lancafter, this to the Prince, this to the Earle of 
Weftmerland, and this to old Miftris VrfuUty whome I 
haue weekly fwome to marry, fince I perceiu'd the firft 
white haire on my chin. About it : you know where to 
finde me. A pox of this Gowt, or a Gowt of this Poxe : 
for the one or th'other playes the rogue with my great 
toe : It is no matter, if I do halt, I haue the warres for my 
colour, and my Penfion (hall feeme the more reafonable. 
A good wit will make vfe of any thing : I will turne dif- 
eafes to commodity. Exeunt 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter ^Arcbhi/bop , Haflings , e!^ovfSray , and 
Lord ^ardolfe, 
^.Thus haue you heard our caures,& kno our Means : 
And my moft noble Friends, I pray you all 
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes. 
And firft (Lord Marfhall)what (ay you to it? 

Aioyf, I well allow the occafion of our Armes, 
But gladly would be better fatisfied, 
How (in our Meanest we fliould aduance our feluet 
To looke with forhead bold and big enough 
Vpon the Power and puifance of the King. 

Hafl, Our prefent Mufters grow vpon the File 
To fiue and twenty thoufand men of choice : 
And our Supplies, liue largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whofe bofome bumes 
With an incenfed Fire of Iniuries. 

L.^tfr. The queftion then(Lord HaBings)^zndtth thus 
Whether our prefent fiue and twenty thoufand 
May hold-vp-head, without Northumberland: 

Haft, With him, we may. . 

L^Bar, I marry,there*s the point: 
But if without him we be thought to feeble. 
My iudgement is, we fliould not (lep too hirt 
Till we had his Afsiftance by the hand. 
For in a Theame fo bloody facM, as this, 
Coniedure, £xpe^tion,and Surmife 
Of Aydes incertaine,fhould not be admitted. 

Arch, 'Tis very true Lord 'Bardolf e^for indeed 
It was yong HotJ>urret cafe, at Shrewsbury. 

L,Bar, It was(my Lord)who lin'd himfelf with hope, 
Eating the ayre, on promife of Supply, 
Flattering himfelfe with Proied of a power. 
Much fmaller, then the fmalleft of his Thoughts, 
And fo with great imagination 
(Proper to mad men ) led his Powers to death, 
And ^winking) leap*d into deftrudtion. 

Haft. But (by your leaue)it neuer yet did hurt. 
To lay downe likely-hoods, and formes of hope. 

L. Bar, Yes, if this prefent quality of warre. 
Indeed the inftant adion: a caufe on foot, 
Liues fb in hope : As in an early Spring, 
We fee th*appearing buds, which to proue fhiite, 
Hope giues not fo much warrant, as Difpaire 
That Frofts will bite them. When we meane to build. 
We firft furuey the Plot, then draw the Modell, 



And when we fee the figure of the hou(e. 

Then muft we rate the coft o{ the Eredtion, 

Which if we finde out-weighes Ability, 

What do we then, but draw a-new the Modell 

In fewer offices f Or at leafl, defift 

To builde at all? Much more,in this great worke, 

(Which is(almoft) to plucke a Kingdome downe. 

And fet another vp)fliould we furuey 

The plot of Situation, and the Modell; 

Confent vpon a fure Foundation : 

Queftion Surueyors, know our owne eftate, 

How able (uch a Worke to vndergo, 

To weigh againft his Oppofite? Or elfe. 

We fortifie in Paper,and in Figures, 

Vfing the Names of men, inftead of men : 

Like one, that drawes the Modell of a houfe 

Beyond his power to builde it; who(halfe through) 

Giues o're,and leaues his part-created Coft 

A naked fubied to the Weeping Clouds, 

And wafte, for churlifli Winters tyranny. 

Haft. Grant that our hopes(yet likely of faire byrth) 
Should be flill-borne : and that we now pofifeft 
The vtmoft man of expe^tion : 
I thinke we are a Body ftrong enough 

(Euen as we are) to equall with the King. 

I.. ^r. What is the King but fiue ic twenty thoufand? 
Haft. To vs no more : nay not fo muck Lord ^Baridf, 

For his diuifions (as the Times do braul) 

Are in three Heads : one Power againft the French, 

And one againft Glendvwer: Perforce a third 

Muft take vp vs : So is the vnfirme King 

In three diuided : and his Coflers found 

With hollow Pouerty,and Emptineffe. 

•^.That he fliould draw his feuerall ftrengths togither 

And come againft vs in full puiflance 

Need not be dreaded. 
Haft, If he fliould do fo. 

He leaues his backe vnarm'd, the French, and Welch 

Baying him at the heeles : neuer feare that. 

L.Bar, Who is it like fliould lead his Forces hither? 
Haft. The Duke of Lancafter, and Weftmerland : 

Againft the Welfli himfelfe, and Harrle Muunwtb. 

But who is fubftituted *gainft the French, 

I haue no certaine notice. 
Arcb. Let vs on : 

And publifli the occafion of our Armes. 

The Common* wealth is ficke of their owne Choice, 

Their ouer-greedy loue hath furfetted : 

An habitation giddy, and vnfure 

Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 

O thou fond Many, with what loud applaufe 

Did*ft thou beate heauen with bleffing ^nllingbrockf^ 

Before he was, what thou would*ft haue him be? 

And being now trimmM in thine owne defires. 

Thou fbeaftly Feeder)art Co full of him. 

That thou prouok*ft thy (elfe to caft him vp. 

So,fo,(thou common Dogge) did*ft thou difgorge 

Thy glutton-bofome of the Royall Ricbard, 

And now thou wouId*ft eate thy dead vomit vp. 

And howl'ft to finde it. What truft is in thefe Timei? 

They,that when Ricbard liu*d, would haue him dye. 

Are now become enamoured on his graue. 

Thou that threw*ft duft vpon his goodly head 

When through proud London he came fighing on. 

After th*ad mired heeles of ^ul/ingbroofy, 

Cri*ft now, O Earth, yeeld vs that King agioe. 

Aw 
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And take thou this (O thoughts of men accursM) 
•* Pafi,/Md to Comeyjemes teft-y things Prefent,worfi. 

Mow. Shall we go draw our numbers, and fet on ? 

HaS.We are Times fubie^, and Time bids, be gon. 

ASiusSecundus. Sccena^rima. 



Enter Hoftejiy with two Officers , Fang, and Snare. 

HoBefJe. Mr.Fangyhtiit you entred the Adion ? 

Fang. It is entered. 

HoBeffe. Wher*s your Yeoman/ Is it a lufty yeoman^ 
Willheftand toit? 

Fang. Sirrah, whcre's Snare f 

HoBfffe. l,lygoodM.Snare.. 

Snare. HeeTe,heere. 

Fang. Snare, we muft Arreft Sir lobn Falfiaffe, 

Hef. I good ^.Snarey\ haue enter*d him, and all. 

Sa.\x may chance coft fome of vs our liues'.he wil ftab 

H^JUJfe. Alas the day: take heed of him : he ftabd me 
io mine owne houfe, and that moft beaftly : he cares not 
what mifcheefe he doth, if his weapon be out. Hee will 
%ne like any diuell, he will fpare neither man, woman, 
nor chjlde. 

Fang. If I can clofe with him, I care not for his thruft. 

HoBeffe. No, nor I neither : He be at your elbow. 

Fang. If I but fift him once:if he come but within my 
Vke. 

H^. I am Tndone with his going:! warrant he is an 
infinitiue thing vpon my fcore. Good lA.Fang hold him 
rure:good M. Snare let him not fcape, he comes continu- 
antly to Py-Corner(rauing your manhood8)to buy a fad- 
dle, and hee is indited to dinner to the Lubbars head in 
Lombardftreet, to M.Smeotbes the Silkman.I pra*ye,fince 
my Exion is enter*d,and my Cafe fo openly known to the 
world, let him be brought in to his anrwer:A roo.Marke 
is a long one, for a poore lone woman to beare: 8c I haue 
bome,and borne,and borne, and haue bin fiibMofF, and 
fbb*d-off, from this day to that day, that it is a fliame to 
lie thought on.There is no honefty in fuch dealing, vnles 
a woman fliould be made an Aflfe and a Beaft, to beare e- 
very Knaues Mnrong. Enter Fa/fiaffe and Bardolfe. 

Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmefey-Nofe Bar- 
Mfe vrith him.Do your Offices, do your offices:M.Ftfff^, 
dc lA.SnareyAo me, do me, do me your Offices. 

Ftf/.How nowf whofe Mare*s dead?what*s the matter ? 

Famg. Sir lobnyX arrefl you, at the fuit of Mift.^iV/^Ar. 

Falft. Kytvj Varlets,draw ^Bardoift : Cut me off the 
Villaines head: throw the Queane in the Channel. 

£fo^. Throw me in the channell? He throw thee 'there. 
Wilt thou? wilt thoufthou baflardly rogue. Murder, mur- 
der, O thou Hony-fuckle Tillaine,wilt thou kill Gods of- 
ficers, and the Kings? O thou hony-feed Rogue, thou art 
a honyfeed,a Man-queller,and a woman-queller. 

Falft. Keep them otfjBardolfe. Fang. A, rercu,a refcu. 

Hoji. Good people bring a refcu.Thou wilt not?thou 
inlt not^ Do, do thou Rogue; Do thou Hempfeed. 

Page.A^ny you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Fuftil- 
Iirian:Ile tucke your Cataftrophe. Enter. Ch.Iuftice. 

luff. What's the matter? Keepe the Peace here, hoa. 

Hoff. Good my Lord be good to mee. I befeech you 
fbnd to me. 

Qb.Iuff.Hoyr now fir /o^?What are you brauling here? 
Doth tnis become your place,your time,and bufinelTe? 
You fhould haue bene well on your way to Yorke. 
Stand from him Fellow ; wherefore hang*ft vpon him T 
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Hoft. Oh my moft worihipfull Lord,and*t pleafe your 
Grace, I am a poore widdow of Eaftcheap, and he is arre- 
fted at my fuit. Cb. luft.Yor what fumme ? 

Hoff. It is more then for rome(my Lord)it is for all: all 
I haue,he hath eaten me out of houfe and home; hee hath 
put all my fubfbnce into that ht belly of his : but I will 
haue fome of it out againe, or I will ride thee o*Nights, 
like the Mare. 

Falff. I thinke I am as like to ride the Mare, if I haue 
any vantage of ground, to get vp. 

Cb'.luff, How comes this, Sir lobn} Fy, what a man of 
good temper would endure this tempeft of exclamation ? 
Are you not afhamM to inforce a poore Widdowe to fb 
rough a courfe, to come by her owne f 

Falft. What is the grofiTe fumme that I owe thee? 

Hoft. Marry (if thou wer't an honeft man)thy felfie,& 
the mony too. Thou didft fweare to mee vpon a parcell 
gilt Goblet, fitting in my Dolphin-chamber at the round 
table, by a fea-cole fire, on Wednefday in Whitfon week, 
when the Prince broke thy head for lik*ning him to a fin- 
ging man of Wmdibr; Thou didft fweare to me then(as I 
was wafhing thy wound)to marry me,and make mee my 
Lady thy wife.Canft y deny it ? Did not goodwife Keecb 
the Butchers wife come in then, and cal me gofTip ^iVi(- 
ly} comming in to borrow a meffe of Vinegar: telling vs, 
ftie had a good difh of Prawnes:whereby y didft defire to 
eat fome : whereby I told thee they were ill for a greene 
wound? And didft not thou ( when (he was gone downe 
ftaires)defire me to be no more familiar with fuch poore 
people, faying, that ere long they fhould call me Madam? 
And did*(l y not kifTe me, and bid mee fietch thee 30.S ? I 
put thee now to thy Book-oath, deny it if thou canft? 

Fal. My Lord, this is a poore mad foule:and fhe fayes 
vp U downe the town, that her eldeft fon is like you.She 
hath bin in good cafe,& the truth is, pouerty hath diftra- 
ded her : but for thefe foolifti Officers, I befeech you, I 
may haue redrefTe againft them. 

luft. Sir Jobny fir Jobn^ I am well acquainted with your 
maner of wrenching the true caufe,the falfe way.It is not 
a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that come 
with fuch (more then impudent )fawcines from you, can 
thruft me from a leuell confideration,! know you ha*pra- 
di$*d vpon the eafie-yeelding fpirit of this woman. 

Hoft. Yes in troth my Lord. 

/tf^.Prethee peace:pay her the debt you owe her, and 
vnpay the villany you haue done her:the one you may do 
with fterling mony,& the other with currant repentance. 

Fal.My Lord, I will not vndergo this fneape without 
reply. You call honorable Boldnes, impudent SawcinefTe: 
If a man wil curt*fie,and fay nothing,he is vertuous: No, 
my Lord(your humble duty remebred)! will not be your 
futor.I fay to you, I defire deliuVance from thefe Officers 
being vpon hafty employment in the Kings Afiaires. 

Juft. You fpeake,as hauing power to do wrong : But 
anfwer in the effed of your Reputation, and fatisfie the 
poore woman. 

Ftf^. Come hither HoftefTe. Enter M.Gcwer 

Cb.Iuft. Now Mafter Gcwer\ What newes ? 

Gow.Tht King(my Lord) and Henrie Prince of Wales 
Are neere at hand: The reft the Paper telles. 

Falft. As I am a Gentleman. 

Hoft. Nay, you faid fo before. 

Fal. As I am a GentIeman.Come,no more words of it 

Hoft. By this Heaucniy ground I tread on, I muft be 
faine to pawne both my Plate, and the Tapiftry of my dy- 
ning Chambers. 

g 3 Falft ^ 
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Fal, GUflTciyglairei, is the onely drinking : and for 
thy wallet a pretty flight Drollery, or the Stone of the 
Prodigal!, or the Germane hunting in Water worke, is 
worih a thoufand of thefe Bed-hangings, and theie Fly- 
bitten Tapiftries. Let it be tenne pound (if thou canft.) 
Come, if it were not for thy humors, there is not a better 
Wench in England. Go, wafli thy face, and draw thy 
A^on : Come, thou muft not bee in this humour with 
roc, come, I know thou was't fet on to this. 

Hoji, Prethee ( Sir John) let it be but twenty Nobles, 
I loath to pawne my Plate, in good earneft la. 

FaU Let it alone, lie make other (hift : you*l be a fool 
(till. 

Hoji, Well, you fhall haue it although I pawne my 
Gowne. I hope you*l come to Supper: You*l pay me al- 
together ? 

Fal. Will I liue^ Go with her, with her x hooke-on, 
hooke-on. 

Hoji, Will you haue Doll Tmrt-lbcet meet you at fup- 
per^ 

FaL No more words. Let*s haue her. 

CbJuB. I haue heard bitter newes. 

Fal What's the newes (my good Lord?) 

CbJu, Where lay the King laft night? 

Met, At Bafingdoke my Lord. 

FaL I hope (my Lord fall's well. What is the newes 
my Lord ? 

CbJmft. Come all his Forces backe ? 

Mif. No: Fifteene hundred Foot, fiue hundred Horfe 
Are march'd vp to my Lord of Lancafter, 
Againft Northumberland, and the Archbifliop. 

Fal. Comes the King backe from Wales, my noble L? 

Ch.Iuft. You (hall haue Letters of me preiendy. 
Come, go along with noe, good M. Gtmre. 

Fal. My Lord. 

Cb.Jm/l. What's the matter ? 

Fal. Mafter Gewrtf fluU I entreate you with mee to 
dinner ? 

Gcv. I muft waite trpon my good Lord heere. 
I thanke you, good Sir John. 

CbJufi, Sir /a^ff,you loyter heere too long, being you 
are to take Souldiers vp, in Countries as you go. 

FaL Will you fup with me, Mafter Gcwrti 

Cb.Imft. What foolifli Mafter taught you thefe man- 
ners, Sir lobm ? 

FaL Mafter Gmtr^ if they become mee not, hce was a 
Foole that taught them mee. This is the right Fencing 
grace (my Lord) tap for top, and {o part faire. 

Cb.Iufi. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great 
Foole. E^ftitat 



Scene Secunda. 



Enter Prime* Henry^ Pamfv, ^Bmrdolfi^ 
and Pag*. 
Prtn. Truft me, I am exceeding weary. 
Poim. Is it come to that? I had thought wearines durft 
not haue attached one of fo high 1>lood. 

Prim. It doth me: though it difcolours the complexion 
of my Greatnefle to acknowledge it. Doth it not ihew 
Ytldety in me, to de6re fmall Beere ? 

Para. Why, a Prince ihould not be fo looiely ftudied, 



as to remember fo weake a Compofition. 

Prince. Belike then, my Appetite was not Princelj 
got : for (in troth) I do now remember the poore fea- 
ture. Small Beere. But indeode thefe humble confidera- 
tions make me out of loue with my GreatnefTe. What a 
difgrace is it to me, to remember thy name ? Or to know 
thy face to morrow ? Or to take note how many paire of 
Silk ftockings y haft^ (Viz. thefe, and thofe that were thj 
peacb-colour*d ones:) Or to beare the Inuentorie of thy 
(hirts, as one for fuperfluity, and one other, for vfe. Bat 
that the Tennis-Court-keeper knowes better then I, for 
it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou kept'ft 
not Racket there, as thou haft not done a great while, be- 
caufe the reft of thy Low Countries, haue made a ihift to 
eate yp thy Holland. 

Poin. How ill it followes, afber you haue labour*d fo 
hard, you fliould talke fo idlely?Tell me how many good 
yong Princes would do fo, their Fathers lying fo ficke, at 
yours is ? 

Prim, Shall I tell thee one thing, Point% i 

Poin. Yes : and let it be an excellent good thing. 

Prin. It fhall ferue among wittes o( no higher breed- 
ing then thine. 

foin. Go to : I ftand the pufh of your one thing, that 
you*l tell. 

Prin. Why, I tell thee, it is not meet, that I ihould be 
fad now my Father is ficke : albeit I could tell to thee(ai 
to one it pleafes me, for fault of a better, to call my friend) 
I could be fad,and fad indeed too. 

Poin, Very hardly yvpon fuch a fubied. 

Prin, Thou think'ft me as farre in the Diuels Booke,ai 
thou, and Falftaffe^ for obduracie and perfiftencie. Let the 
end try the man. But I tell thee, my hart bleeds inward- 
ly, that my Father is fb ficke : and keeping fuch vild com- 
pany as thou art, hath in reafon taken firom me, all ofteo- 
tation of forrow» 

Poin, The reafon ? 

}>ri«.What would'ft thou think of me, if I ihold weep? 

Poim, I would thinke thee a moft Princely hypocrite^ 

Prin, It would be euery mans thought : an4 thou art 
a blefTed Fellow, to thinke as euery man thinkes : neuera 
mans thought in the world, keepes the Rode-way better 
then thine : euery man would thinke me an Hypocrite in- 
deede, And wlut accites your moft worihipful tbought 
to thinke fo ? 

Poin^ Why,becaufe you haue beene fo lewde, andfo 
much ingrafFed to Falftaffe. 

Prin. And to thee. 

PointK, Nay, I am well fpoken of^ I can heare it with 
mine owne eares:the worft that they can (ay of me is, that 
I am a fecond Brother, and that I am a proper Fellowe of 
nay hands : and thofe two things I confefle I canot helpc 
Looke, looke, here comes ^BarJolfi. 

Prince, And the Boy that I gaue Falfiaffe^ he had hioi 
from me Chriftian,and fee if the fat villain haue not traoi 
fbrm*d him Ape. 

Enter Bardolfe. 

fBar, Saue your Grace, 

Prin. And yours,moft Noble ^Bori*^. 

Poin. Come you pernidous Aire,you bafhfull Foolef 
muft you be blufliing ? Wherefore blufh you now / what 
a Maidenly man at Armet are you become ? Is it fuch a 
matter to get a Pottle-pots Maiden-head / 

Page. He call*d roe euen now (my Lord)through a red 
Lattice, and I could difceme no part of his £ice from the 

window: 
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at laft I fpyM his eyes, and me thought he had 
> holes in the Ale-wiues new Petticoat, & pee- 
•gh. 

Hath not the boy profited ? 
Vway,you horfon vpright Rabbet, away. 
Away, you rafcally Altbeai dreame,away. 
Inftru^ vsBoy : what dreame, Boy / 
Marry ( my Lord) •Altkea dream*d, flie was de- 
a Firebrand, and therefore I call him hir dream. 
. A Crownes- worth of good Interpretation : 
is. Boy. 

3 that this good Bloflbme could bee kept from 
Well, there is fix pence to preferue thee. 
If you do not make him be hang*d among you, 
yes (hall be wrong*d. 

And how doth thy Mafter, Bardolfb ? 
Veil, my good Lord : he heard of your Graces 
to Towne. There's a Letter for you. 
)eliuer*d with good refpeft : And how doth the 
IS, your Mafter ? 
In bodily health Sir. 

tlarry, the immortall part needes a Phyfitian ; 
moues not him : though that bee ficke, it dyes 

I do allow this Wen to bee as familiar with 
' dogge : and he holds his place, for looke you 

nter. lobn Falftaffe Kn'tgbt : (Euery man muft 
it,as oft as hee hath occafion to name himfelfe:) 
: thofe that are kinne to the King, for they neuer 
nr finger,but they fay,there is fom of the kings 
t. How comes that ( fayes he ) that takes vpon 
to conceiue ? the anfwer is as ready as a borrow- 
am the Kings poore Cofin,Sir. 
Nay, they will be kin to V8,but they wil fetch 

tpbet. But to the Letter: Sir John Falftaffty 

9 the Sonne of the King^ neereft bis Fatber^ Harrie 
Xfales ^greeting. 
Why ihis is a Certificate. 
Peace. 

ate tbe bonourable Romaines In breuitie. 
lure he meanes breuity in breath :ihort- winded, 
f me to tbeey I commend tbee^and I leaue tbet. Bee 
nlliar yvitb Pointx, for bee mifujes tby Favours fo 
f bejxfeares tbou art to marrie bis Sfter Nell. Re- 
le times as tbou mayfl^and fo farewell, 
ne^by yea and no : xpbicb is as n-.iub as tofcn^ as tbou 
Zjefi bin. lacke FalftjfFe witb my Fanriiiars: 
lohn wtb my Trotbers and Sfier:&Sir 
lohn, witb all Europe. 
1 1 will fteepe this Letter in Sack, and make him 

rhat*s to make him eate twenty of his Words. 

>u vfe me thus Ned} Muft I marry your Sifter? 

day the Wench haue no worfe Fortune. But I 

l(o. 

Well, thus we play the Fooles with the time,& 

I of the wife, fit in the clouds, and mocke vs : Is 

ter heere in London ? 

Yes my Lord. 

iVhere fuppes he ? Doth the old Bore, feede in 

ranke? 

kt the old place my Lord, in Eaft-cheape. 

Vhat Company ? 

Lphefians my Lord,of theold Church. 

iup any women with him ? 



Page, None my Lord, but old Miftris Quic^iy^md M. 
Doli Teare-Jbeet. 

Prin, What Pagan may that be ? 

Page' A proper Gentlewoman,Sir, and a Kinfwoman 
of my Mafters. 

frin. Euen fuch Kin, as the Parifii Heyfors are to the 
Towne-Bull ? 
Shall wefteale Tpon them {Ned) at Supper? 

Poin, I am your fliadow,my Lord, lie /bllow yoa. 

Prin. Sirrah, you boy, and 'Bardoipb^ no word to your 
Mafter that I am yet in Towne. 
There's for your filence. 

Bar. I haue no tongue, fir. 

Page. And for mine Sir, I will gouerne it. 

Prin. Fare ye well : go. 
This Doll Teare-Jheet fhould be fome Rode. 

Poin. I warrant you,as common as the way betweene 
S.Albans,and London. 

Prin. How might we fee Falft^e beftow himfelfe to 
night, in his true colours,and not our felues be feene/ 

Poin. Put on fwo Leather lerkins, and Aprons, and 
waite vpon him at his Table, like Drawers. 

Prin. From a God, to a Bull? A heauie declenfion : It 
was loues cafe. From a Prince, to a Prentice, a low tranf- 
formation, that fball be mine: for in euery thing, the pur- 
pofe muft weigh with the folly. Follow me Ned. Exeunt 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Nortbumberland bis Ladie^smd Harrie 
Percies Ladie, 

Nortb. I prethee louing Wife,and gentle Daughter, 
Giue an euen way vnto my rough AfiFairest 
Put not you on the vifage of the Times, 
And be like them to Percie, troublefome. 

ffnfe. 1 haue giuen ouer, 1 will fpeak no more. 
Do wnat you will : your Wifedome, be your guide. 

Nortb, Alas(fweet Wife) my Honor is at pawne. 
And but my going, nothing can redeeme it. 

La, Oh yet, for heauens fake, go not to thefe Warrs; 
The Time was( Father) when you broke your word, 
When you were more endeer*d to it, then now. 
When your owne Percy, when my heart-deere- Ifarry, 
Threw many a Northward looke, to fee his Father 
Bring vp his Powres : but he did long in Taine. 
Who then perfwaded you to fby at home ? 
There were two Honors loftj Yours, and your Sonoes. 
For Yours, may heauenly glory brighten it: 
For His, it ftucke vpon him, as the Sunne 
In the gray vault of Heauen : and by his Light 
Did all the Cheualrie of England mouc 
To do braue Aas. He was (indeed )the GlafTe 
Wherein the Noble- Youth did drefle therofelues. 
He had no Legges, that pradtic'd not his Gate : 
And fpeaking thicke fwhich Nature made his blemiih) 
Became the Accents of the Valiant. 
For thofe that could fpeake low, and tardily. 
Would turne their owne Perfe^on, to Abufe, 
To feeme like him. So that in Speech, in Gate, 
In Diet, in Afl^^ons of delight. 
In Miliurie Rules, Humors of Blood, 



82 



Thefecond Vart ofJ^ng Henry the Fourth. 



He was the Marke,and GlafTe, Coppy,and Booke, 
That fafhion'd others. And him, O wondrous! him, 

Miracle of Men ! Him did you leaue 
(Second to none) vn-feconded by you, 
To looke vpon the hideous God of Warre, 
In dir-aduantage,to abide a field, 

Where nothing but the found of Hot^urs Name 
Did feeme defenfible : fo you left him. 
Neuer,0 neuer doe his Ghoft the wrong, 
To hold your Honor more precife and nice 
With others,then with him. Let them alone : 
The Marihall and the Arch-biihop are ftrong. 
Had my fweet Harry had but halfe their Numbers, 
To day might I (hanging on Hotjpurt Necke) 
Haue talked Qi^MonmoutWt Graue. 

North, Befhrew your heart, 
(Faire Daughter) you doe draw my Spirits from me. 
With new lamenting ancient Ouer-fights. 
But I muft goe,and meet with Danger there, 
Or it will feeke me in another place. 
And finde me worfe prouided. 

fFife. O flye to Scotland, 
Till that the Nobles,and the armed Commons, 
Haue of their Puiflance made a little ufte. 

Lad^. If they get ground, and vantage of the King, 
Then loyne you with them, like a Ribbe of Steele, 
To make Strength ftronger. But, for all our loues, 
Firft let them trye themfelues. So did your Sonne, 
He was fo fuffer*d ; to came I a Widow : 
And neuer (hail haue length of Life enough. 
To raine vpon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 
That it may grow,and fprowt,as high as Heauen, 
For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 

Aar/i&. Come, come, go in with mentis with my Minde 
As with the Tyde,fweird vp vnto his height. 
That makes a ftill-ftand, running neyther way. 
Faine would I goe to meet the Arch-bifhop, 
But many thoufand Reafons hold me backe. 

1 will refolue for Scotland : there am I, 

Till Time and Vantage craue my company. Exeunt, 



Scana Quarta. 



Eater two Drawers, 

1. Drawer, What haft thou brought there? Apple- 
lohns ? Thou know*ft Sir lobn cannot endure an Apple- 
lohn . 

i.Draw. Thou fay'ft true : the Prince once fet a Difh 
of Apple-Iohns before him, and told him there were fiue 
more Sir lobKs: and, putting off his Hat,faid,I will now 
take my leaue of tbefe fixe drie, round, old-wither*d 
Knights. It anger'd him to the heart: but heehath for- 
got that. 

I. Draw, Why then couer, and fet them downe : and 
fee if thou canft finde out Snea(es Noyfe j Miftns Teart- 
Jbeet would faine haue fome Mufique. 

2. Draw. Sirrha, heere will be the Prince, and Mafter 
Pom/j, anon : and they will put on two of our lerkins, 
and Aprons, and Sir John muft not know of it : ^ardotpb 
hath brought word. 

I. Draw. Then here will be old Vtis : it will be an ex- 
cellent ftraugem. 



2 . Draw, lie fee if I can finde out Snea^e. Exit. 
Enter Hoftejfe^ and ^oL 

Hofl, Sweet-heart, me thinkes now you are in an ex- 
cellent good temperalitie : your Pulfidge beatet as ex- 
traordinarily, as heart would defire j and your Colour 
(I warrant you) is as red as any Rofe: But you haue 
drunke too much Canaries, and that*s a maruellous fear- 
ching Wine $ and it perfumes the blood, ere wee can fkj 
what's this. How doe you now ? 

Doi, Better then I was : Hem. 

Hoft. Why that was well (aid : A good heart's worth 
Gold. Looke, here comes Sir Jobn. 

Enter Falftaffe, 

Falft. When Arthur firft In Cb»r/— (emptie the lordao) 
and was a worthy King : How now Miftris Do/} 

HoB. Sick of a Calme : yea, good-footh. 

FalB, So is all her Se^ : if they be once in a Calme, 
they are fick. 

Dol. You muddle Rafcall,is that all the comfort yoo 
giue me ? 

Falft. You make fiit Rafcalls, Miftrts ^ol, 

DoL I make them ? Glutconie and Difeafes make 
them, I make them not. 

Falft. If the Cooke make the Gluttonie, you helpeto 
make the Difeafes (^«/) we catch of you (Dol) we atch 
of you : Grant that, my poore Vertue, grant that. 

^ol. I marry, our Chaynes,and our lewels. 

Falft, Your Brooches, Pearles, and Owches : For to 
feme brauely,is to come halting off: you know,to come 
off the Breach, with his Pike bent brauelv, and to Surge- 
rie brauely ; to venture vpon the charg*d-Chambcn 
brauely. 

Hoft, Why this is the olde fafhion : you two neuer 
meete,but you fall to fome difcord: you are both (ia 
good troth) as Rheumatike as two drie Toftes, you cm- 
not one beare with anothers Confirmities. What the 
good-yere? One muft beare, and that muft bee you: 
you are the weaker Veffell j as they fay, the emptier 
Veffell. 

Dol, Can a weake emptle Veffell beare fuch a huge 
full Hogs-head f There's a whole Marchants Venture 
of Burdeux-Stuf)e in him: you haue not feene a Hulice 
better ftufft in the Hold. Come, He be friends with thee 
lacl^: Thou art going to the Warres, and whether I 
fhall euer fee thee againe, or no, there is no body 
cares. 

Enter^rawer. 

Drawer. Sir, Ancient PUioll it below, and would 
fpeake with you. 

^ol. Hang him, fwaggering Rafcall, let him not 
come hither : it it the foule-mouth'dft Rogue in Eng- 
Und. 

Hoft. If hee fwagger, let him not come here : I muft 
Hue amongft my Neighbors, lie no Swaggerers: lam 
in good name, and fame, with the very beft : fhut the 
doore, there comes no Swaggerers heere : I haue not 
liu'd all this while, to haue fwaggering now : fhut the 
doore, 1 pray you. 

FalB. Do'ft thou hcare,Hoftcffe? 

Hcft.*Pny you pacific your felfe(Sir lohn^theTt comet 
no Swaggerers heere. 

Falft.Wh 
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FalSf, Do*ft thou heare? it is mine Ancient. 

HqR, TiIly-fally(Sir /oAii)neuer tell me, your ancient 

' Swaggerer comes not in my doores. I was l>efbre Mafter 

! Tifcl^ the Deputie, the other day : and as hee faid to me, 

' it was no longer agoe then Wednefday laft : Neighbour 

I ^^(k!y (^^y^ ^^Cj) Mafter Domhe^oyxr Minifter,was by 

then: Neighbour ^Icl^jy (fayes hee^ receiue thofe that 

are Ciuill ; for ((ayth hee) you are in an ill Name ; now 

hee (aid To,! can tell whereupon : for(rayes hee) you are 

an honeft Woman, and well thought on ; therefore take 

hcedc what Guefts you receiue : Receiue (fayes hee) no 

fwaggering Companions. There comes none heere. You 

would blelTe you to heare what hee (aid. No, He no 

Swaggerers. 

Falji. Hce's no Swaggerer(Hofte{re: )a tame Cheater, 
hee: you may ftroake him as gently, as a Puppie Grcy- 
boand : hee will not fwagger with a Barbarie Henne, if 
her feathers turne backe In any (hew of refiftance. Call 
him yp (Drawer.) 

Hbji. Cheater, call you him ? I will banre no honeft 
man my houfe, nor no Cheater : but I doe not loue fwag- 
g^ing ; I am the worfe when one fayes, fwagger : Feele 
Mafters,how 1 fliake: looke you, I warrant you. 
Del. So you doe, HofteiTe. 

Hoji, Doc I ? yea, in very truth doe I,if it were an Af- 
pen Leafe : I cannot abide Swaggerers. 

Enter Piftolyand *BartioIpb and bis Boy. 

Piji, 'Saue you. Sir John. 

Falft, Welcome Ancient Piftol. HeTc{Pifle/)l charge 
you with a Cup of Sacke : doe you difcharge vpon mine 
Hoftefle. 

Pift. I will difcharge vpon her (Sir lobn) with two 
Bullets. 

Fa/fi. She is Piftoll-proofe (Sir) you ihall hardly of- 
ftnd her. 

Hoft, Come, He drinke no Proofes,nor no Bullets: I 
will drinke no more then will doe me good, for no mans 
pleafure, I. 

Pift. Then to you (Miftris Dorotbie) I will charge 
you. 

'Dot. Charge me } I fcome you (fcuruie Companion) 
what? you poore, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lacke-Linnen- 
Mate : avray you mouldie Rogue, away ; I am meat for 
your Mafter. 

Plft. I know you, Miftris Dorotbie. 

DoL Away you Cut-purfe Rafcall, you filthy Bung, 
away : By this Wine, He thruft my Knife in your mouldie 
Chappes,if you play the fawcie Cuttle with me. Away 
you Bottle-Ale Rafcan,you Basket-hilt ftale Iugler,you. 
Since when, I pray you, Sir? what, with two Points on 
your ftioulder ? much. 

Tift, I will murther your Ruffe, for this. 

Hoft. No, good Captaine Piftol : not heere, fweete 
Captaine. 

DoL Captaine ? thou abhominable damn*d Cheater, 
art thou not afhamM to be ciird Captaine ? If Captaines 
were of my minde,they would trunchion you out, for ta- 
king their Names vpon you, before you haue earn*d them. 
You a Captaine? you fliue,for what ? for tearing a poore 
Whores Ruffe in a Bawdy-houfe? Hee a Captaine? hang 
him Rogue, hee Hues vpon mouldie ftew*d-Pruines, and 
dry*de Cakes. A Captaine ? Thefe Villaines will make 
the word Captaine odious : Therefore Captaines had 
neede looke to it. 
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Bard. 'Pray thee goc downe, good Ancient. 

Falft. Hearke thee hither, Miftris Dol. 

PiB. Not I : I cell thee what, Corporall ^Bardolpb^ I 
could teare her : He be reueng*d on her. 

Page. Tray thee goe downe. 

Pift. He fee her damn*d ftrft : to Pluto^s damn*d Lake, 
to the Infernall Deepe, where Erebus and Tortures vilde 
alfo. Hold Hooke and Line, fay I : Downe : downe 
Dogges, downe Fates: haue wee not Hiren here ? 

Hoft. Good Captaine Pee/el be quiet, it is very late : 
I beleeke you now,aggrauate your Choler. 

Pift. Thefe be good Humors indeede. Shall Pack- 
Hories, and hollow-pamper*d lades of Afia, which can- 
not goe but thirtie miles a day, compare with Cajar, and 
with Caniballs,and Troian Greekes? nay, rather damne 
them with King CerberuSy^nd let the Welkin roare: (hall 
wee fall foule for Toyes ? 

Hoft. By my troth Captaine, thefe are very bitter 
words. 

^ard. Be gone, good Ancient: this will grow to a 
Brawle anon. 

Pift. Die men, like Dogges ;giue Crownes like Pinnes: 
Haue we not Hiren here ? 

Hoft. On my word (Captaine) there*s none fuch here. 
What the good-yere, doe you thinke I would denye her ? 
I pray be quiet. 

PiSf. Then feed,and be ht {my hire CalipoB.) Come, 
giue me fome Sack, Si fortune me tormente, fierato nu w«- 
tente. Feare wee broad-fides / No, let the Fiend giue fire: 
Giue me fome Sack : and Sweet-heart lye thou there : 
Come wee to full Points here , and are et cetera* s no- 
thing ? 

Fal. PiRolyl would be quiet. 

PiB. Sweet Knight,! kifTe thy Neafie: what? wee haue 
feene the feuen Starres. 

Dol. Thruft him downe ftayres, I cannot endure fuch 
a Fuftian Rafcall. 

Pift. Thruft him downe (byres ? know we not Gallo- 
way Nagges f 

Fal. Quoh him downe {Bardolpb) like a (houe-groat 
(hilling : nay, if hee doe nothing but fpeake nothing, hee 
(hall be nothing here. 

^Bard. Come, get you downe ftayres. 

Pift. What ? (hall wee haue Incifion ? (hall wee em- 
brew ? then Death rocke me aileepe, abridge my doleful! 
dayes: why then let grieuous, gaftly, gaping Wounds, 
vntwin'd the Sifters three: Come jltrofos^l fay. 

HoH. Here's good ftuffe toward. 

Fal. Giue me my Rapier, Boy. 

Dol. I prethee Jacf^^ 1 prethee doe not draw. 

Fal. Get you downe (byres. 

Hoft. Here*s a goodly tumult: He forfweare keeping 
houfe, before !le be in thefe tirrits,and frights. So: Mur- 
ther I warrant now. Alas, alas, put vp your ijaked Wea- 
pons, put vp your naked Weapons. 

Dol. I prethee lacl^^ be quiet, the Rafcall is gone : ah, 
you whorfon little valiant Villaine,you. 

HoB. Are you not hurt i'th*Groyne ? me thought hee 
made a (hrewd Thruft at your Belly. 

Fal. Haue you turn*d him out of doores < 

Bard. Yes Sir : the RafcalKs drunke : you haue hurt 
him (Sir) in the (houlder. 

Fal, A Rafcall to braue me. 

Dol. Ah, you fweet little Rogue, yon : alas, poore Ape, 
how thou fweat*ftf Come, let me wipe thy Face: Come 
on, you whorfon Chops s Ah Rogue,! loue thee: Thou 

art 
__ 
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art as valorous as Ht^r of Troy, worth fiue of A^a 
non^ and tenne times better then the nine Worthies : ah 
Villaine. 

FaL A rafcally Slaue,! will toiTe the Rogue in a BUn- 
Icet. 

M. Doe,if thou dar*ft for thy heart : if thou doo*ft, 
He canuas thee betweene a paire of Sheetes. 

Enter ^Mujique, 

Page, The Mufique is come, Sir. 

Fat. Let them play : play Sirs. Sit on my Knetf Dol. 
A Rafcall, bragging Slaue t the Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-filuer. 

DoL And thou followd*ft him like a Church: thou 
wborfon little tydie Bartholmew Bore-pigge,whcn wilt 
thou leaue fighting on dayes,and foyning on nights, and 
begin to patch vp diine old Body for Heauen ? 

Enter the Prince and Poina Mfguis'd, 

Fal. Peace (good Dol) doe not fpeake like a Deaths- 
head : doe not bid me remember mine end. 

DoL Sirrha,what humor is the Prince of? 

Fal, A good (hallow young fellow : hee would haue 
made a good Pantler, hee would haue chipp'd Bread 
well. 

DoL They fay Points hath a good Wit. 

FaL Hee a good Wit/ hang him Baboone,his Wit is 
as tbicke as Tewksburie Muftard : there is no more con- 
ceit in him, then is in a Mallet. 

DoL Why doth the Prince loue him fo then ? 

FaL Becaufe their Legges are both of a bigneiTe: and 
hee playes at 'Quoits well,and eates Conger and Fennell, 
and drinkes off Candles ends for Flap-dragons, and rides 
the wUde-Mare with the Boyes,and iumpes vpon Ioyn*d- 
flooles, and fweares with a good grace, and weares his 
Boot very fmoothylike vnto the Signe of the Legge; and 
breedes no bate with telling of difcrcetc ftories: and fuch 
other Gamboll Faculties hee hath, that fhew a weake 
Minde,and an able Body, for the which the Prince admits 
him ; for the Prince himfelFe is fuch another : the 
weight of an hayre will turne the Scales betweene their 
Haber-dt'foit. 

Prince, Would not this Naue of a Wheele haue his 
Eares cut off? 

Poin, Let vs beat him before his Whore. 

Prince, Looke, if the withered Elder hath not his Poll 
claw*d like a Parrot. 

Poin, U it not ftrange, that Defire fhould fo many 
yeercs out-liue performance ? 

FaL Kiffe me DoL 

Prince, Saturne and Venui this yeere in Coniundtion? 
What (ayes the Almanack to that ? 

foin. And looke whether the fierie Tr/^x, his Man, 
be not lifping to his Mafters old Tables, his Note-Booke, 
his Counccll-keeper ? 

FaL Thou do'fl giue me flattVing Buffes. 

DoL Nay truely, I kifTe thee with a mo(l confbnt 
heart. 

FaL I am olde, I am olde. 

DoL I loue thee better, then I loue ere a fcuruie young 
Boy of them all. 

FaL What StuiFe wilt thou haue a Kirtle of ? I /hall 
receiue Money on Thurfday : thou (halt haue a Cappe 
to morrow. A merrie Song, come : it growes late. 



wee will to Bed. Thou wilt forget me, when I am 
gone. 

DoL Thou wilt fet me a weeping, if thou (ay^fl fo i 
proue that euer I dreffe my felfe handfome, till thy re- 
turne : well, hearken the end. 

FaL Some Szok^Francis. 

frin,Poin. Anon,anon,Sir. 

FaL Ha ? a Bafbrd Sonne of the Kings? And art not 
thou PoineSf his Brother ? 

Prince, Why thou Globe of finfuU Condnents, whtt 
a Life do*ft thou lead / 

FaL A better then thou : I am a Gentleman, thou art 
a Drawer. 

Prince, Very true. Sir : and I come to draw you out 
by the Eares. 

Hoft. Oh, the Lord preferue thy good Grace: Wel- 
come to London. Now Heauen bleffe that fweete Face 
of thine: what, are you come from Wales? 

FaL Thou whorfon mad Compound of Maief^: bjr 
this light Flefh,and corrupt Blood, thou art welcome. 

DoL How?you fat Foole, I fcorne you. 

Poin, My Lord, hee will dciue you out of your re- 
uenge, and turne all to a merryment, if you take not the 
heat. 

Prince, You whorfon Candle -myne you, how vildly 
did you fpeake of me euen now, before this honeft, fcr- 
tuous, ciuill Gentlewoman ? 

Hoft. *BlefIing on your good heart, and Co fhee is by 
my troth, 

FaL Didfl thou heare me ? 

Trince, Yes: and you knew me, as you did when yoa 
ranne away by Gads-hill : you knew 1 was at your back, 
and fpoke it on purpofe,to trie my patience. 

FaL No,no,no : not fo : I did not thinke, thou waA 
within hearing. 

Prince. I (hall driue you then to confefTe the wilfoll 
abufe, and then I know how to handle you. 

Fal, No abufe {Hall) on miae Honor, no abufe. 

Prince. Not to difprayfe me? and call me Pantler, and 
Bread-chopper, and I know not whatf 

FaL No abufc(ffia/.; 

Poin. No abufe ? 

FaL No abufe {Ned) in the World : honcft Ned none. 
I difpraysM him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 
might not fall in loue with him : In which doing, I haue 
done the part of a carefiill Friend, and a true Subied, and 
thy Father is to giue me thankes for it. No abufe (Htf/:) 
none (Ned) none ; no Boyes, none. 

Prince. See now whether pure Feare,and entire Cow- 
ardife, doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle- 
woman, to clofe with vs? Is (hee of the Wicked ? Is thtoe 
Hofleffe heere, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of ibe 
Wicked? Or hone^ Bardolpb {'whoft Zeale bumesinhis 
Nofe) of the Wicked? 

foin, Anfwere thou dead £lme,anfwere. 

FaL The Fiend hath prickt downe 'Bardolpb irrecoue- 
rable, and his Face is Lucifers Priuy-Kltchin, where hee 
doth nothing but roft Mault-Wormes : for the Eoy, 
there is a good Angell about him, but the Deuill out- 
bids him too. 

Prince. For the Women ? 

FaL For one of them, (hee is in Hell alreadie, and 
burnes poore Soules : for the other , I owe her Mo- 
ney ; and whether (hee bee damn*d for that, I know 
not. 

Hoft, No, I warrant you. 

Fii/.No, 
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Fat. No, I thJnlce thou art not : I thinke thou art quit 
for that. Marry, there is another Indi^roent vpon thee, 
for fuflfering fleih to bee eaten in thy houfe, contrary to 
the Law, for the which I thinke thou wilt howle. 

H*a. All Viauallers doe £0 : What it a loyot of 
Mutton,or two,ia a whole Lent/ 

Prim, You, Gentlewoman. 

a>«/. What fayet your Grace ? 

Fat/, Hit Grace (ayes that , which his fleih rebells 
againft. 

Hcfl. Who knocks fo lowd at doore ? Looke to the 
doorc there, Francm f 

Enter Peto. 

Prmee» Peto^ how now ? what newes ? 

Pet9. The King, your Father, is at Weftminfter, 
And there are twentie weake and wearied Poftes, 
Come from the North : and as I came along, 
1 met, and ouer-tooke a dozen Captaines, 
Bare-headed^fweating, knocking at the Tauemes, 
And asking euery one for Sir lob/i Faiftaffe. 

Prima. By Heauen {Poitus) I feele me much to blame. 
So idiy to prophane the precious time. 
When Tempeft of Commotion,like the South, 
Boroe with black Vapour, doth begin to melt, 
And drop vpon our bare vnarmed heads. 
Gioe me my Sword, and Cloake : 
Faiiafifgood night. Exit. 

' FaiS. Now comes in the fweeteft Morfell of the 
night, and wee muft hence, and leaile it vnpickt. More 
knocking at the doore? How now ? what's the mat- 
ter? 

^Bard, You muft away to Court, Sir, prefently, 
A dozen Captaines ftay at doore for you. 

Fa/ft. Pay the Mufitians, Sirrha : farewell Hoftefle, 
Jewell Dc/. You fee (my good Wenches) how men of 
Merit are fought after : the vndeferuer may (leepc,when 
the man of Adion is callM on. Farewell good Wenches: 
if I be not fent away pofte , I will fee you againe, ere I 
goe. 

Do/, I cannot fpeake : if my heart bee not readie 
to burft— Well ( fweete IacJ(i ) haue a care of thy 
felfie. 

Fa/ft. Farewell, farewell. Exit. 

HoS. Well, fare thee well x I haue knowne thee 
thefe twentie nine yeeres, come Pefcod-time : but an 

hooefter , and truer-hearted man Well , fare thee 

well. 

Bard. Mif^ris Teare-fieet. 

Hof. What's the matter ? 

Bard. Bid Miftris Teare-Jhtet come to my Mafter. 

Haft. Oh runne ^0/, runne : run ne, good ^0/. 
Exeumt. 



A6lus Tertius. Scena Vrima. 



Erttir the King^ with a fage, 

King.Got^QzW the Earles of Surrey, and of Warwick : 
But ere they come, bid them ore-reade thefe Letters, 
And well confider of them : make good fpeed. Exit. 



How many thoufand of my pooreft Sublet 

Are at this howre afleepe ? O Slcepe,0 gentle Sleepe, 

Natures foft Nurfe, how haue I frighted thee. 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe. 

And fteepe my Sences in Forgetful nefTc ? 

Why rather (Sleepe) lyeft thou in fmoakie Cribs, 

Vpon vneafie Pallads ftretching thee. 

And huifht with buffing Night, flyes to thy flumber^ 

Then in the perflim*d Chambers of the Great ? 

Vnder the Canopies of coftly State, 

And luird with founds of fweeteft Melodie? 

O thou dull God, why lyeft thou with the vilde, 

In loathfome Beds,and leau'ft the Kingly Couchy 

A Watch-cafe,or a common Lamm-Bell ? 

Wilt thou, vpon the high and giddie Maft, 

Seale vp the Ship-boy es Eyes, and rock his Braines, 

In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 

And in the vifitation of the Windes, 

Who uke the Ruffian Billowes by the top, 

Curling their monfbous heads, and hanging them 

With deafTning Clamors in the flippVy Clouds, 

That with the hurley, Death itfelfe awakes? 

Canft thou (O partiall Sleepe) giue thy Repofe 

To the wet Sea-Boy,in an houre fo rude t 

And in the calmeft,and moft iUUeft Night, 

With all appliances, and meanes to boote, 

Deny it to a King ? Then happy Lowe, lye downe, 

Vneafie lyes the Head, that weares a Crowne, 

Enter H^arvtickf and Surrey. 

JVar. Many good-morrowes to your Maieflie. 

King, Is it good-morrow, Lords? 

JVar. *Ti8 One a Clock, and paft. 

AT/ff^.Why then good-morrow to you all(my Lords:) 
Haue you read oVe the Letters that 1 fent you T 

JVar, We haue (my Liege.) 

King. Then you perceiue the Body of our Kingdome, 
How toule it is : what ranke Difeafes grow. 
And with what danger, neere the Heart of it ? 

JVar, It is but as a Body, yet diftemper*d, 
Which to his former ftrength may be reftor*d, 
With good aduice,and little Medicine : 
My Lord Nortbumherland will foone be cooPd. 

King.Oh Heauen, that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And fee the reuolution of the Times 
Make Mountaines leuell,and the Continent 
(Wearie of folide firmenefle)melt it felfe 
Into the Sea t and other Times, to fee 
The beachie Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Neptunet hippes ; how Chances mocks 
And Changes fill the Cuppe of Alteration 
With diuers Liquors. *Tis not tenne yeeres gone, 
Since Ricbard, and Northumberland^ great friends. 
Did feaft together ; and in two yeeres after. 
Were they at Warres. It is but eight yeeres fince. 
This Percie was the man, neereft my Soule, 
Who, like a Brother, toyl'd in my Affaires, 
And layd his Loue and Life vnder my foot : 
Yea, for my fake,euen to the eyes of ^cbard 
Gaue him defiance. But which of you was by 
(You Coufin NatilyM I may remember) 
When RicbardfW'ith his Eye, brim -full of Teares, 
(Then cbeck*d,and rated by Nortbnmberland) 
Did fpeake thefe words (now prou'd a Prophecie:) 
Northumberland, thou Ladder, by the which 

My 
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My Coufin ^ullingbroofy afcends my Throne : 

(Though then,Heauen knowes,! had no fuch intent, 

But that necefficle Co bow'd the State, 

That I and Greatneffe were compelFd to kifle:) 

The Time /hall come (thus did hee follow it) 

The Time will come,that foule Sinne gathering head, 

Shall breake into Corruption : fo went on, 

Fore-telling this fame Times Condition, 

And the diuifion of our Amitie. 

ff^ar. There is a Hiftorie in all mens Liues, 
Figuring the nature of the Times deceased : 
The which obferu'd, a man may prophecie 
With a necre ayme,of the maine chance of things, 
As yet not come to Life, which in their Seedes 
And weake beginnings lye entreafured : 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time ; 
And by the necefTarie forme of this, 
King Richard might create a pcrfeft gueffe, 
That great Northumberland^thtTi falfe to him. 
Would of that Seed, grow to a greater falfenefle. 
Which fliould not finde a ground to roote vpon, 
Vnlefle on you. 

King, Are thefe things then Neceflities ? 
Then let vs meete them like Neceflities ; 
And that fame word,euen now cryes out on vs: 
They (ay, the Biihop and Nortbumbtrland 
Are fiftie thoufand ftrong. 

War. It cannot be (my Lord:) 
Rumor doth double, like the Voice, and Eccho, 
The numbers of the feared. Pleafe it your Grace 
To goc to bed, vpon my Life (my Lord) 
The Pow'rs that you alreadie haue fent forth. 
Shall bring this Prize in very eafily. 
To comfort you the more, I haue receiuM 
A certaine inftance,that GUndour is dead. 
Your Maieftie hath beene this fort^night ill, 
And thefe vnfeafonM howres perforce muft adde 
Vnto your Sicknefle. '' 

King. I will take your counfaile : 
And were thefe inward Warres once out of hand. 
Wee would ( deare Lords^ vnto the Holy-Land. 

Exeunt, 
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Bnttr Sba/Icw and Silence: wtb Meuldie^Sbadow^ 
Hearty Feeblcy "BulUalfe, 

Sbal. Come-on, come-on, come-on : giue mee your 
Hand,Sir; giue mee your Hand, Sir: an early Airrer,by 
the Rood. And how doth my good Coufin Silence f 

Sil. Good-morrow, good Coufin Sballtw. 

Sbal, And how doth my Coufin, your Bed-fellow^ 
and your faireft Daughter, and mine, my God-Daughter 
Ellen ? 

Sil. AIa8,a blacke Ouzell (Coufin Shallow.) 

Sbal.By yea and nay, Sir, I dare fay my Coufin ff^illiam 
is become a good Scholler ? hee is at Oxford ftill, is hee 
not? 

Sil. Indeede Sir, to my coft. 

Sbal. Hee muft then to the Innes of Court /hortly : I 
was once of Oements Innc j where (I thinke) they will 
talke of mad Shallow yet. 



Sil, You were call'd luftie Sballim then(Coufin.) 

Shal, I was caird any thing : and I would haue done 
any thing indeede too, and roundly too. There was I,and 
little lohn Doit of Stafford ihi re, and blacke George 'Bare, 
and Francis PicJ^-bonCfZnd JVill SqueU a Cot-ial-man, you 
had not foure fuch Swindge-bucklers in all the Innes of 
Court againe : And I may fay to you, wee knew where 
the ^na-1^ba*s were, and had the bcft of them ail at 
commandement. Then was JacJ(e Falflaffe{now Sir Ifibn) 
a Boy , and Page to ThomM cMwbray^ Duke of Nor- 
fblke. 

Sil. This Sir /oj&n (Coufin) that comes hither anoa i- 
bout Souldiers ? 

Shal. The fame Sir Jobn^ the very fame : I (aw him 
breake Scoggan*s Head at the Court-Gate, when hee was 
a Crack, not thus high : and the very fame day did I fight 
with one Sampfrn Seocl(-/!jhy a Fruiterer, behinde Grejcs- 
Inne. Oh the mad dayes that I haue fpent ! and to fee 
how many of mine olde Acquaintance are dead ? 

Sil. Wee ihall all follow (Coufin.) 

Sbal. Certaine : 'tis certaine: very furc, very fore: 
Death is certaine to all, all ihall dye. How a good Yoke 
of Bullocks at Stamford Fayre ? 

Sil, Truly Coufin,! was not there. 

Shal. Death is certaine. Is old Double of your Towne 
liuing yet ? 

Sil. Dead, Sir. 

Shal. Dead f See, fee : hee drew a good Bow : and 
dead ? hee /hot a fine /hoote. lohn of Gaunt loocd 
him well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead ? 
hee would haue clapt in the Clowt at Twelue-fcorc,aAd 
carryed you a fore-hand Shaft at foureteene, and foare- 
teene and a halfe, that it would haue done a mans heart 
good to fee. How a fcore of Ewes now f 

Sil. Thereafter as they be : a fcore of good Ewei 
may be worth tenne pounds. 

Shal, And is olde Double dead ? 

Enter ^Bardolph and bit Bty^ 

Sil. Heere come two of Sir lohn Falfiaffei Men (ai I 
thinke.) 

Shal. Good-morrow, honeft Gentlemen. 

^ard. I befeech you, which is luftice Shallow} 

Shal. I am Robert ShalUw{Sir)z poore Efquire of this 
Countie, and one of the Kings luftices of the Peace : 
What is your good pleafure with me ? 

Bard. My Captaine (Sir) commends him to yoo: 
my Captaine, Sir John Falftaffe : a tall Gentleman, and a 
moft gallant Leader. 

Shal. Hee greetes me well : ( Sir) I knew him i 
good Back-Sword-man. How doth the good Knight? 
may I aske, how my Lady his Wife doth ? 

Bard. Sir, pardon : a Souldier is better accommoda- 
ted, then with a Wife. 

Shal. It is well faid,Sir; and it is well faid, indeede, 
too : Better accommodated ? it is good, yea indeede it 
it : good phrafes are furely,and euery where very com- 
mendable. Accommodated, it comes of AcccmmodB: 
very good, a good Phrafe. 

^Bard. Pardon, Sir, I haue heard the word. Phrafe 
call you it ? by this Day, I know not the Phrafe : hot 
I will maintaine the Word with my Sword , to bee a 
Souldier-like Word, and a Word of exceeding good 
Command. Accommodated : that is, when a man is 
(as they (ay) accommodated : or, when a man is, being 

whereby 
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e thought to be accommodated , which is an 
iiing. 

Enter Falfiaffe, 

it very iuft : Looke, heere comes good Sir 
\ me your hand, giue me your Worfhips good 
ft me, you looke well : and beare your yeares 

Welcome, good Sir hbm. 
m glad to fee you well, good M . Rohtrt Sbal- 

• Sure-card as I thinke } 

9 fir John, it is my Cofin Silence: in Commifli- 

ce. 

>od M. SiUncty it well befits you (hould be of 

ar good Wor/hip is welcome. 

^ this is hot weather ( Gentlemen) haue yov 

le heere halfe a dozen of fufficient men? 

any haue we fir : Will you fit ? 

t me fee them, I befeech you. 

^here*s the RoU^ Where's the Roll.? Where's 

Let me fee, let me fee, let me fee : fo, fo, fo, fo : 

Sir. Raphe Mouldie xltt them appeare as I call: 

o fo, let them do fo : Let mee fee. Where is 

[eere,if it pleafe you. 

hat thinke you (Sir lobn) a good limbM fel* 

ftrong, and of good firiends. 

hy name Mouldie ? 

Yea, if it pleafe you. 

s the more time thou wert tsM. 

I, ha, ha, moft excellent. Things that are mouU 

vfe : very fingular good. Well faide Sir hbn^ 

aid. 

icke him. 

\ was prickt well enough before, if you could 

e alone : my old Dame will be vndone now, for 

her Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you need 

* prickt me, there are other men fitter to goe 

> too: peace Mouldie^ you /hall goe. cMouIScy 
ou were fpent. 
ipent ? 
Peace, fellow, peace; fland afide : Know yon 
are? For the other fir John : Let me ieetSimon 

larry, let me haue him to fit vnder : he*s like to 

bu Idler. 

here*s Sluidow ? 

eere fir, 

tdowj whofe fonne art thou f 

[y Mothers fonne, Sir. 

hy Mothers fonne : like enough, and thy Fa- 

w : fo the fonne of the Female, is the (hadow 

e : it is often fo indeede, but not of the Fathers 

you like him, fir John ? 
tadovf will ferue for Summer : pricke him : For 
number of fiiadowes to fill vppe the Mufter* 

hemas JVart ? 
7^herc*8 he ? 
cere fir. 

thy name Wart} 
ea fir. 
5u art a very ragged Wart. 



ShaL Shall I pricke him downe. 
Sir lohn ? 

Falfi, It were fuperfluous: for his apparrel is built vp- 
on his backe, and the whole frame (lands vpon pinssprick 
him no more. 

Sbal, Ha, ha, ha, you can do it fir : you can doe it : I 
commend you well. 
Francis Feeble* 

Feeble, Heere fir. 

Sbal, What Trade art thou Feeble ? 

Feeble, A Womans Taylor fir. 

Sbal. Shall I pricke him, fir? 

Fal, You may : 
But if he had beene a mans Taylor, he would haue prickM 
you. Wilt thou make as many holes in an enemies Bat- 
taile,as thou haft done in a Womans petticote? 

Feeble. I will doe my good will fir, you can haue no 
more. 

Falft. Well faid,good Womans Tailour : Well fayde 
Couragious Feeble : thou wilt bee as valiant as the wrath - 
fill! Doue,or moft magnanimous Moufe. Pricke the wo- 
mans Taylour well Mafter Shallow^ deepe Maifter Sbal- 
Um. 

Feeble. I would Wart might haue gone fir. 

Fal, I would thou wert a mans Tailor, that y might'ft 
mend him, and make him fit to goe. I cannot put him to 
a priuate fouldier, that is the Leader of fo many thou- 
lands. Let that fuflice,moft Forcible Feeble, 

Feeble, It (hall fuffice. 

Falft. I am bound to thee, reuerend Feeble, Who is 
the next ? 

Sbal. Peter Bulcalfe of the Greene. 

Falft. Yea marry, let vs fee bulcalfe, 

Bui, Heere fir. 

Fal, Truft me, a likely Fellow. Come, pricke me *B«/- 
calfe till he roare again e. 

^ul. Oh, good my Lord Captaine. 

Fal. What? do*ft thou roare before th'art prickt. 

Bui. Oh fir, I am a difeafed man. 

Fal, What difeafe haft thou ? 

BuL A whorfon cold fir, a cough fir, which I caught 
with Ringing in the Kings aflfayres, vpon his Coronation 
day, fir. 

Fal, Come, thou (halt go to the Warres in a Gowne : 
we will haue away thy Cold, and I will uke fuch order, 
that thy friends (hall ring for thee. Is heere all ? 

Sbal, There is two more called then your number : 
you muft haue but foure heere fir, and fo I pray you go in 
with me to dinner. 

Fal, Come, I will goe drinke with you, but I cannot 
terry dinner. I am glad to fee you in good troth, Mafter 
Sballtm. 

Sbal. O fir lobn^ doe you remember fince wee lay all 
night in the Winde.mill,in S Georges Field. 

Falftaffe, No more of that good Mafter Sballvw : No 
more orthat. 

Sbal. Ha/ it was a merry night. And is Jane Night- 
worl(e aliue ? 

Fa/, She Ymcs,M.Shall<m. 

Sbal. She neuer could away with me. 

Fal, Neuer, neuer : (he would alwayes fay (hee could 
not abide M.Sballcw, 

Sbal. 1 could anger her to the heart : (hee was then a 
Bcna-Roba. Doth (he hold her owne well. 

Fal, 01d,old, M. Sballor^. 

Sbal, Nay, (he muft be old, (he cannot choofe but be 
g g old: 
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old : certaine ihee*s old : and had Robin Nigbt-»orJ(e , by 
old Ntgbt-worl(€ f before I came to Clerrietits Inne. 

Sii» Thac*8 iiftie flue yeeres agoe, 

Sbal. Hah, Coufin Silence ^ that thou hadft feene that, 
that this Knight and 1 haue feene : hah, Sir Jobn^ faid I 
well ? 

Falft, Wee haue heard the Chymea at mid-night, Ma- 
iler Sba/lw, 

Sbal. That wee haue, that wee haue ; in faith, Sir /a&n, 
wee haue : our watch-word was. Hem -Boy es. Come, 
Iet*s to Dinner; come, let's to Dinner t Oh the dayes that 
wee haue feene. Come, come. 

Sul. Good Mailer Corporate 'Bardolpb , ibnd my 
fi'iend, and heere is foure Harry tenne ihilJings in French 
Crownes for you : in very truth,iir,I had as lief be hang*d 
iir, as goe : and yet,for mine owne part,iir,I do not care ; 
but rather, becaufe I am vn willing, and for mine owne 
part, haue a deiire to ilay with my fiends : eife, iir, 1 did 
not care, for mine owne part,fo much. 

Bard, Go-too : iland aiide. 

Mould. And good Mailer Corporall Captaine, for my 
old Dames fake, ibnd my friend : ihee hath no body to 
doe any thing about her, when I am gone : and ihe is old, 
and cannot helpe her ielfe : you ihall haue fbrtie,iir. 

'Bard. Go-too : ibnd aiide. 

Feeble. I care not, a man can die but once : wee owe « 
death. I will neuer beare a bafe minde ; if it be my deili- 
nie,fo : if it be not,fo : no man is too good to feme his 
Prince : and let it goe which way it will, he that dies this 
yeere, is quit for the next. 

Bard, Well faid, thou art a good fellow. 

Feeble. Nay, I will beare no bafe minde. 

Falft. Come iir, which men ihall I haue? 

Sbal. Foure of which you pleafe. 

^tfr^.Sir, a word with you : I haue three pound, to 
free cMouldie and Bull-calfe. 

Falft. Go-too: well. 

Sbal, Come, iir /ei>ff, which foure will you haue ? 

Falft, Doe you chufe for me. 

Sbal. Marry then , c^^fouldie, Bull-calfe , Feeble, and 
Sbadow, 

Falft. Mouldicy and ^ulUcalfe : for you Mouldie^^v^ 
at home, till you are pail feruice : and for your part, ^ii//. 
(alfe^%xovr till you come vnto it : I will none of you. 

Sbal, Sir /o^ff,Sir lobn y^ot not your felfe wrong, they 
are your likelycil men » and I would haue you feru*d with 
the beil. 

Falft. Will you tell me (Mailer SbalUxv) how to chufe 
a man ? Care I for the Limbe, the Thewes, the ftature, 
bulke, and bigge afTemblance of a man ? giue mee the 
fpirit (Mailer Sballw.) Where's PTart^ you fee what 
a ragged appearance it is : hee ihall charge you, and 
difcharge you, with the motion of a Pewterers Ham- 
mer : come oiF, and on, fwifter then hee that gibbets on 
the Brewen Bucket. And this fame halfe-fac*d fellow, 
SbadeWf giue me this man : hee prefents no marke to the 
Enemie, the foe-man may with as great ayme leuell at 
the edge of a Pen-knife : and for a Retrair, how fwifcly 
will this Feeble, the Womans Taylor, runne oif. O, giue 
me the fpare men, and fpare me the great ones. Put me a 
Calyuer into Hearts hand, Bardol/^b. 

Bard. Hold f^art, Trauerfe : thus, thus, thus. 

Falft. Come, manage me your Calyuer: fo:very well, 
go-too, very good, exceeding good. O, giue me aiwayet 
a little, leane, old, chopt, bald Shot. Well faid ^iir/,thou 
art a good Scab : hold, there is a Teiler for thee. 



Sbal, Hee b not his Crafts-mailer, hee doth not doe 
it right. I remember at Mile-end-Greene, when I kj 
at Clements Inne, I was then Sir Wagoner in •Artbm 
Show : there was a little quiuer fellow, and hee would 
manage you his Peece thus : and hee would about, 
and about, and come you in, and come you in : Rah, 
tah, tah, would hee fay, Bownce would hee (ay, and 
away againe would hee goe, and againe would he come: 
I ihall neuer fee fuch a fellow. 

Falft. Thefe fellowes will doe well, Mafter ^Ikw. 
Farewell Mailer Slence, I will not vfe many wordcs with 
you : fiire you well. Gentlemen both : I thanke yoa: 
I muil a dozen mile to night. *Bardolpb,p\xt the Sonldien 
Coates. 

Sbal. Sir lobn, Heauen bleiTe you, and profper your 
Aifaires , and fend vs Peace. As you retunie , ? iiit 
my houfe. Let our old acquainUnce be renewed t per- 
aduenture I will with you to the Court. 

Falft, I would yx)u would. Mailer SbalUv, 

Sbal, Go-too : I haue fpoke at a word. Fare you 
well. Exit, 

Falft, Fare you well , gentle Gentlemen, On ^Btr- 
dolpb, leade the men away. As I returne, I will fetch off 
thefe luilices : 1 doe iee the bottome of luftice Shal- 
low, How fubie^l wee old men are to this vice of Ly- 
ing? This fame ibru*d luilice hath done nothing but 
prate to me of the wildeneiTe of his Youth, and the 
Feates hee hath done about TurnbaU-ibeet, and eoery 
third word a Lye , duer payM to the hearer, then the 
Turkes Tribute. I doe remember him at Clemeatt Inne, 
like a man made after Supper, of a Cheefe-paring* When 
hee was naked, hee was, for all the world, like a forked 
Radiih, with a Head iantailically caru*d vpon it with a 
Knife. Hee was fo forlorne, that his Dimenlsons (to 
any thicke fight ) were inuincible. Hee was the very 
Genim of Famine : hee came euer in the rerc-ward of 
the Faihion : And now is this Vices Dagger become a 
Squire, and talkes as familiarly of hbn of Gaunt, at if 
hee had beene fworne Brother to him : and lie be fworae 
hee neuer faw him but once in the Tilt-yard, and then be 
buril his Head, ibr crowding among the Marihals men. 
I faw it , and told John of Gaunt, hee beat his owne 
Name, for you might haue truis'd him and all his Ap- 
parrell into an Eele-skinne : the Cafe of a Treble Hoe- 
boy was a Manfion for him : a Court : and now hath 
hee Land, and Beeucs. Well, I will be acquainted with 
him, if I returne : and it ihall goe hard, but I will make 
him a Philofophers two Stones to me. If the young 
Dace be a Bayt for the old Pike , I fee no reafon,in the 
Law of Nature, but I may fnap at him. Let time ihape, 
and there an end. Exeunt, 



ABus Quartus. Scena ^rima. 



Enter the *Arcb-bift?op, ^Mevbray, HaHings, 
H^cHmerland, Coleuile. 

fBi/b. What is this Forrcil callM ? 

Haft. Tis Gualtree Forreft, and't ihall pleafe your 
Grace. 

^iftf.Here iland (my Lords) and fend diicouerers forth, 
To know the numbers of our Enemies. 

HaH, Wee 
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. Wee haue fent forth alreadie. 

. Tis well done. 

iends,and Brethren (in thefe great Afiaires) 

acquaint you, that I haue receiu*d 

ated Letters ^om Nor tbumbtr land: 

cold intent, tenure^and fubftance thus. 

loth hee wifli his Perfon^with fuch Powers 

;ht hold fortance with bis QiuHcie, 

hich hee could not leuie : whereupon 

retyr*d,to ripe his growing Fortunes, 

>tland ^ and concludes in heartie prayers, 

rour Attempts may ouer-Iiue the hazard, 

arefull meeting of their Oppofite. 

. Thus do the hopes we haue in him, touch ground, 

aih themfelues to pieces. 

Enter a MeJJengtr, 

f. Now ? what newes ? 
J. Weft of thb Forreft,fcarcely ofFa mile, 
dly forme, comes on the Enemie : 
y the ground they hide, I iudge their number 
or neere, the rate of thirtie thoufand. 
r. The iuft proportion that we gaue them out. 
rway-on,and face them in the field. 

Enfr fVeflmerland. 

>.What well-appointed Leader fronts vs here ? 
V. I thinke it is my Lord of Weftmerland. 
\. Health,and ^ire greeting from our Generall, 
'rince,Lord /0^,and Duke of Lancafter. 
\. Say on (my Lord of Weftmerland) in peace: 
doth concerne your comming ? 
ff. Then (my Lord) 
your Grace doe I in chiefe addrefTe 
ubftance of my Speech. If that Rebellion 
like it relfe,in bafc and abied Routs, 
n by bloodie Youth,guarded with Rage, 
ountenanc*d by Boyes,and Beggerie : 
if damn*d Commotion fo appeare, 
true, natiue, and moft proper ihape, 
Reuerend Father, and thefe Noble Lords) 
lot beene here, to drefTe the ougly forme 
re,and bloodie Infurredlion, 
your fai re Honors. You,Lord Arch-bi/hop, 
ie Sea is by a Ciuill Peace maintained, 
e Beard, the Siluer Hand of Peace hath touch'd, » 
e Learning, and good Letters, Peace hath tutor*d, 
e white Inueftments figure Innocence, 
)oue,and very blefTed Spirit of Peace, 
efore doe you fo ill tranfiate your felfe, 
f the Speech of Peace, that beares fuch grace, 
he harfli and boyftrous Tongue of Warre ? 
ngyour Bookes to Graues, your Inke to Blood, 
Pennes to Launces,and your Tongue diuine 
lowd Trumpet,and a Point of Warre. 
h. Wherefore doe I tliis ? fo the Queftion fbnds. 
;ly to this end : Wee are all difeas*d, 
with our furfetting,and wanton howres, 
brought our felues into a burning Feuer, 
Mree muft bleede for it : of which Difeafe, 
ate King i{/V/&tfri/( being infeded) dy*d. 
my moft Noble Lord of Weftmerland) 
: not on me here as a Phyfician, 
Ice J, as an Enemie to Peace, 



Troope in the Throngs of Militarie men : 

But rather fhew a while like fearefiill Warre, 

To dyet ranke Mindes,ficke of happinefle. 

And purge th*obftru£tions, which begin to ftop 

Our very Veines of Life : heare me more plainely. 

I haue in equall ballance iuftly weigh*d. 

What wrongs our Arms may do, what wrongs we fufter. 

And finde our Griefi^ heauier then our Oftenccs. 

Wee fee which way the ftreame of Time doth runne, 

And are enforc'd from our moft quiet there, 

By the rough Torrent of Occafion, 

And haue the fummarie of all our Griefet 

(When time fhall ferue) to (hew in Articles ; 

Which long ere this, wee ofter*d to the King, 

And might, by no Suit,gayne our Audience : 

When wee are wrongM,and would vnfold our Griefei, 

Wee are deny*d accefle vnto his Pcrfon, 

Euen by thofe men, that moft haue done vs wrong. 

The dangers of the dayes but newly gone, 

Whofe memorie is written on the Earth 

With yet appearing blood ; and the examples 

Of euery Minutes inftance (prefent now) 

Hath put vs in thefe ilUbefeeming Armes : 

Not to breakc Peace, or any Branch of it. 

But to eftablifti here a Peace indeede, 

Concurring both in Name and Qu^alitie. 

Wiji, When euer yet was your Appeale deny*d ? 
Wherein haue you beene galled by the King / 
What Peere hath beene fuborn*d,to grate on you. 
That you fhould feale this lawlefTe bloody Booke 
Of forg*d Rebellion, with a Scale diuine^ 

Bijh, My Brother generall, the Common-wealth, 
I make my QaarTelI,in particular. 

JVefi. There is no neede of any fuch redrefte \ 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Mavf. Why not to him in part, and to vt all. 
That fcele the bruizes of the dayes before. 
And fuffer the Condition of thefe Times 
To lay a heauie and vnequall Hand vpon our Honors ? 

IVeft, O my good Lord c^owbrayy 
Conftrue the Times to their Neceflities, 
And you ihall fay (indeede) it is the Time, 
And not the King,that doth you iniuries. 
Yet for your part, it not appcares to me, 
Either from the King,orin the prefent Time, 
That you ftiould haue an ynch of any ground 
To build a Griefe on : were you not reftor*d 
To all the Duke of Norfolkes Seignories, 
Your Noble,and right wet 1-remem bred Fathers? 

Afotr. What thingjn Honor, had my Father loft, 
That need to be reuiu*d,and breath*d in me? 
The King that lou*d him, as the State ftood then. 
Was fbrc*d, perforce compell'd to banifti him : 
And then, that Henry BulUngbrooJ^ and hee 
Being mounted, and both rowfed in their Seates, 
Their neighing Courfere daring of the Spurre, 
Their armed Staues in charge, their Beauers downe, 
Their eyes of fire,fparkling through fights of Steele, 
And the lowd Trumpet blowing them together: 
Then, then, when there was nothing could haue ftay*d 
My Father from the Brtzfk of ^uUinghrool^e ', 
O, when the King did throw his Warder downe, 
(His owne Life hung vpon the Staffe hee threw) 
Then threw hee downe himfelfe,and all their Liues, 
That by Indidment,and by dint of Sword, 
Haue fince mif-carryed vnder fBuilingbrooi^, 

g g 2 fpyt.YoM 



92 



TbefecondVart of^ng Henry the Fourth. 



Wefi,Y oyx rpea)c(Lord Mmhray) now you know not what. 

The Earlc of Hereford was reputed then 

In Engbnd the moil valiant Gentleman. 

Who knowesyon whom Fortune would then haue fmird? 

But if your Father had beene Vi^or there, 

Hee neVe had borne it out of Couentry. 

For all the Countrey,in a generall voyce, 

Cry*d hate Tpon him : and all their prayers, and loue, 

Were fet on Herfird^whom they doted on, 

And blefsMyand grac*d,and did more then the King. 

But this is meere digreflion from my purpofe. 

Here come I from our Princely Generall, 

To know your Griefes;to tell you, from hu Grace, 

That hee will giue you Audience : and wherein 

It (hall appeare,that your demands are iuft, 

You ihall enioy them,euery thing fet off. 

That might fo much as thinke you Enemies. 

Man, But hee hath forc'd vs to compell this OfFer, 
And it proceedes from Pollicy,not Loue. 

fVeft. e^ovhrayfjou ouer-weene to take it fo: 
This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Feare. 
For loe, within a Ken our Army lyes, 
Vpon mine Honor, all too confident 
To giue admittance to a thought of feare. 
Our Battaile is more full of Names then yours. 
Our Men more perfeA in the vfe of Armes, 
Our Armor all as ftrong,our Caufe the beft; 
Then Reafon will, our hearts ihould be as good. 
Say you not then, our Offer is compelled. 

Afbw. Well, by my will, wee (hall admit no Parley. 

fVeff. That argues but the (hame of your ofience: 
A rotten Cafe abides no handling. 

Haft. Hath the Prince John a full Commiffion, 
In very ample vertue of his Father, 
To heare,and abfolutely to determine 
Of what Conditions wee (ball (bnd vpon ? 

f^ffi' That is intended in the Generals Namet 
I mule you make fo flight a Queftion. 

^i^. Then uke(my Lord of Weftmerland)this Schedule, 
For this containes our generall Grieuances: 
Each (euerall Article herein redre(s'd, 
All members of our Caufe, both here, and hence, 
That are in fine wed to this A£tion, 
Acquitted by a true fubftanttall forme. 
And prefcnt execution of our wills. 
To vs,and to our purpofes confined. 
Wee come within our awfull Banks againe. 
And knit our Powers to the Arme of Peace. 

fVeft.TKxi will I (hew the Generall. Pleafe you Lords, 
In (ight of both our Battailes, wee may meete 
At either end in peace : which Heauen fo frame. 
Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 
Which muft decide it, 

^ijb. My Lord, wee will doe fo. 

Aibw. There is a thing within my Bofome tells me. 
That no Conditions of our Peace can (bnd. 

HaB, Feare you not, that if wee can make our Peace 
Vpon (uch large termes,and fo abfolute, 
As our Conditions (hall confift vpon. 
Our Peace (hall fbnd as (irme as Rockie Mountaines. 

e3foi». I, but our valuation (hall be fuch. 
That euery flight, and falfe-deriued Caufe, 
yea,euery idle, nice, and wanton Reafon, 
Shall, to the King,ta(le of this Adlion : 
That were our Royall faiths, Martyrs in Loue, 
Wee (hall be winnowed with fo rough a winde. 
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That euen our Corne (hall feeme as light as Chaf!e, 
And good from bad finde no partition. 

Bijh. No,nO(my Lord) note this; the King is wearie 
Of daintie,and fuch picking Grieuances : 
For hee hath found, to end one doubt by Death, 
Reuiues two greater in the Heires of Life. 
And therefore will hee wipe his Tables cleane, 
And keepe no Tell-tale to his Memorie, 
That may repeat, and Hiftorie his loffe, 
To new remembrance. For full well hee knowes, 
Hee cannot fo precifely wecde this Land, 
As his mif-doubts prefent occa(ion : 
His foes are fo en-rooted with his firiends, 
That plucking to vnfixe an Enemie, 
Hee doth vnfaften fo,and (bake a friend. 
So that this Land, like an offenfiue wife. 
That hath enrag'd him on, to offer ftrokes, 
As he is (Iriking, holds his Infant vp. 
And hangs refoluM Correction in the Arme, 
That was vprear*d to execution. 

Haft, Befides,the King hath wafted all hb Rods, 
On late Offenders, that he now doth lacke 
The very Inftruments of Chafficement : 
So that his power, like to a Fangleffe Lion 
May offer, but not hold. 

^ijh. *Tis very true : 
And therefore be affur*d (my good Lord Marihal) 
If we do now make our attonement well. 
Our Peace, will (like a broken Limbe vnited) 
Grow ftronger,fbr the breaking. 

Mff». Be it fo : 
Heere is return*d my Lord of Weftmerland. 
Enter Weftmtrland. 

n^f^.The Prince is here at handtpleafeth your Lordfliip 
To meet hb Grace, iuft di(bnce *tweene our Armtesf 

Afotr. Your Grace of Yorke, in heauen^t name then 
forward. 

^ip>. Before, and greet his Grace(my Lord) we come. 

Enttr Prince lobn, 
lobn.Yovi are wel encountred here(my cofin Mewhrafj 
Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbi(hop, 
And fo to you Lord Haftings fZnd to all. 
My Lord of Yorke, it better (hew*d with you. 
When that your Flocke (affembled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to heare with reuerence 
Your expofition on the holy Text, 
Then now to fee you heere an Iron man 
Chearing a rowt of Rebels with your Drum me. 
Turning the Word, to Sword; and Life to death : 
That man that (iu within a Monarches heart,' 
And ripens in the Sunne-(hine of his fauor. 
Would heeabufe the Countenance of the King, 
Abck,what Mifchiefps might hee fet abroach, 
In (badow of fuch Greatneffe^With you. Lord Bi(hop, 
It is euen fo. Who hath not heard it fpoken. 
How deepe you were within the Bookes of Heauen ? 
To vs, the Speaker in his Parliament ; 
To vs,thMmagine Voyce of Heauen it felfie : 
The very Opener, and Intelligencer, 
Betweene the Grace, the Sanctities of Heauen, 
And our dull workings. 0,who (hall beleeue. 
But you mif-vfe the reuerence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance, and Grace of Heauen, 
As a falfe Fauorite doth his Princes Name, 
In deedes dif-honorable f You haue taken vp, 

Vnder 
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le counterfeited Zcalc of Heauen, 
ie€tM of Heauens Subftitute, my Father, 
b againft the Peace of Heauen,and him, 
re vp-fwarmed them. 
Good my Lord of Lancafter, 
: here againft your Fathers Peace : 
told my Lord of Weftmerland) 
le (mif-orderM^ doth in common fence 
s,and cniih vs,to this monftroos Forme, 
our (afetie vp. I fent your Grace 
:els, and particulars of our Griefe, 
ch hath been with fcorne fhou'd firom the Court: 
) this Ifydra-Sonnt of Wane is borne, 
angerous eyes may well be charm'd afleepe, 
lunt of our moft iuft and right defires ; 
! Obedience, of this MadnelTe cur'd, 
imely to the foot of Maieftie. 
If not, wee readie are to crye our fortunes, 
ift man. 

And though wee here fall downe, 
le Supplyes, to fecond our Attempt r 
3if-carry, theirs flull fecond them, 
fuccefle of Mifchiefe fliall be borne, 
re from Hcire Hx^ll hold this Quarrell vp, 
England fhall haue generation. 
You are too fhallow {^Haftingx) 

ihallow, 

1 the bottome of the after-Times. 

'leaieth your Grace,to anfwere them diredlly, 
'e-forth you doe like their Articles. 
I like them all, and doe allow them vrell : 
are here, by the honor of my blood, 
ers purpofes haue beene miftooke, 
le, about him, haue too iauiflily 
his meaning, and Authoritie. 
,thefe Griefes ihall be with fpeed redreft: 
f Lifie,they (hall. If this may pleafe you, 
e your Powers vnto their feuerall Counties, 
tt'iW ours : and here, betweene the Armies, 
ike together friendly,and embrace, 
their eyes may beare thofe Tokens home, 
:ftored Loue,and Amitie. 
[ take your Princely word, for thefe redreflfes, 
[ giue it you, and will maintaine my word: 
reupon I drinke vnto your Grace. 
Goe Captaine,and deliuer to the Armie 
ves of Peace : let them haue pay, and part : 
it will well pleafe them. 
:e Captaine. Exit, 

To you, my Noble Lord of Weftmerland • 
I pledge your Grace : 
ou knew what paines I haue beftow*d, 
le this prefent Peace, 
lid dcinke freely : but my loue to ye, 
w it felfe more openly hereafter. 
[ doe not doubt you. 
[ am glad of it. 

o my Lord, and gentle Coufin cM(r»bra^. 
You wiih me health in very happy fealon, 
i,on the fodaine,fomething ill. 
Againft ill Chances, men are euer merry, 
linelTe fore-runnes the good euent. 
'herefore be merry (Coore) fince fodaine forrow 
t fay thus : fome good thing comes to morrow, 
leleeue me, I am pafting light in fpirit. 
So. much the wor{e,if your owne Rule be true. 



John, The word of Peace is renderM : hearke how 
they fhowt. 

Mor», This had been chearefuU, after Vidlorie. 

Bijh. A Peace is of the nature of a Conqucft : 
For then both parties nobly are fubdu*d. 
And neither partie loofer. 

lohn, Goe (my Lord) 
And let our Army be difcharged too : 
And good my Lord (fo pleafe you] let our Trainet 
March by vs,that wee may pcrufc the men Exit. 

Wee fliould haue coapM withall. 

BiJh. Goe, good Lord Haftingi : 
And ere they be difmifs*d, let them march by. Exit, 

John. I truft(Lords) wee (hall lye to night together. 
Enter tVeftmeriand. 
Now Coufin, wherefore ftands our Army ftill? 

H^eRSVYiC Leaders hauing charge ^m you to (bnd. 
Will not goe off, vntill they heare you fpcake. 

John, They know their duties. Enter Haftings, 

Haft. Our Army is difpers'd : 
Like youthfull Steeres,vnyoak*d, they tooke their courfe 
Eaft,Weft, North, South tor like a Schoole, broke vp, 
Each hurryes towards his home, and fporting place. 

fyieft. Good tidings (my Lord Haftings J for the which, 
I doe arreft thee (Traytor) of high Treafon : 
And you Lord Arch-bi(hop, and you Lord Mcwhraj, 
Of Capitall Treafon,! attach you both. 

Mow. Is this proceeding iuft, and honorable ? 

ff^efl. Is your A(rembly fo ? 

fBiflb. Will you thus breake your faith ? 

John. I pawnM thee none : 
I promisM you redrefTe of thefe fame Grieuances 
Whereof you did complaine; which, by mine Honor, 
I will performe, with a moft Chriftian care. 
But for you (Rebels^ looke to tafte the due 
Meet for Rebellion, and fuch A&s as yours. 
Moft (hallowly did you thefe Armes commence. 
Fondly brought here, and fbolifhly fent hence. 
Strike vp our Drummes,purfue the fcatter'd ftray, 
Heauen,and not wee, haue fafely fought to day. 
Some guard thefe Traitors to the Block of Death, 
Treafons true Bed, and yeelder vp of breath. Exeunt. 

Enter Falftaffe and ColUuile. 

Falft. What's your Name, Sir? of what Condition are 
you } and of what place , I pray ? 

Col. I am a Knight. Sir: 
And my Name is Colieuile of the Dale. 

Falli. Well then, Colieuile is your Name, a Knight is 
your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Colieuile (hall 
ftill be your Name, a Traytor your Degree,and the Dun- 
geon your Place, a place deepe enough : (0 (ball you be 
ftill Cb/Zftf/V^oftheDale. 

Col. Are not you Sir John Falftaffe ? 

Falft. As good a man as he fir, who ere I am : doe yee 
yeelde fir, or (hall I fweate for you? if I doc fweate, they 
are the drops of thy Louers, and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowze vp Feare and Trembling, and do obfer- 
uance to my mercy. 

Col. I thinke you are Sir lohn Falftaffe ^ic'xn that thought 
yeeld me. 

Fal. I haue a whole Schoole of tongues in this belly of 
mine, and not a Tongue of them all, fpeakes anie other 
word but my name : and I had but a belly of any indiffe- 
rencie, I were (imply the moft adtiue fellow in Europe : 
my wombe, my wombe,my wombe vndoes mee. Heere 
comes our Generall. 

gg 3 Enter 

_— 
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Enter Prince lobn^ and Weftmer land, 

lobn. The heat is paft, follow no ferther now : 
Call in the Powers, good Coufin H^effmerland, 
Now FaiBaffffWhcrt hauc you becnc all this while ? 
When euery thing is ended, then you come. 
Thefe Urdie Tricks of yours will (on my life) 
One time, or other, brealce fome Gallowes back. 

Fa/ft, I would bee forry (my Lord) but it fhould bee 
thus : I neuer knew yet, but rebuke and checke was the 
reward of Valour. Doe you thinke me a Swallow, an Ar- 
row, or a Bullet ? Haue 1, in my poore and olde Motion, 
the expedition of Thought? I haue fpeeded hither with 
the very extremeft ynch of poffibilitie. I haue fowndred 
nine fcore and odde Poftes : and heere ( trauell-tainted 
as I am] haue, in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken 
Sir lobn Colleu'de of the Dale, a mod furious Knight, and 
valorous Enemie : But what of that ? hee faw mee, and 
yeelded : that I may iuftly fay with the hooke-noi*d 
fellow of Rome, I came, faw, and ouer-came. 

John, It was more of his Courtefie, then your defer- 
uing. 

Falft. I know not : heere hee is, and heere I yeeld 
him : and I befeech your Grace, let it be book*d, with 
the reft of this dayes deedes ; or I fweare, I will haue it 
in a particular Ballad, with mine owne Picture on the top 
of it ( Colieuile kifling my foot : ) To the which courfe, if 
I be enforced, if you do not all fhew like gilt two-pences 
to me; and I, in the deare Skie of Fame, o*re-fhine you 
as much as the Full Moone doth the Cynders of the Ele- 
ment (which fhew like Pinnes-heads to her) beleeue not 
the Word of the Noble : therefore let mee haue right, 
and let defert mount. 

lobn. Thine*s too heauie to mount. 
Fa/ft. Let it fliine then. 
lobn. Thine*s too thick to ihlne. 

Falft. Let it doe romething(my good Lord) that may 
doe me good, and call it what you will. 
lobn. Is thy Name Colieuile ? 
Col. It is (my Lord.) 

lobn, A famous Rebell art thou, Colieuile, 
Falft. And a famous true Subie£t tooke him. 
Col. I am (my Lord) but as my Betters are, 
That led me hither : had they beene rulM by me. 
You fhould haue wotine them dearer then you haue. 

Falft. I know not how they fold themfelues, but thou 
like a kinde fellow,gau'ft thy felfe away ; and I thanke 
thee, for thee. 

Enter JVeilmerland, 
lobn, Haue you left purfuit ? 
fVeft. Retreat is made , and Execution ftayM. 
lobn. Send Qolleuile^Wixh his Confederates, 
To Yorke , to prefent Execution. 
9/tfff/,leade him hence,and fee you guard him fure. 

Exit tp'ttb Colieuile. 
And now difpatch we toward the Court (my Lords^ 
I heare the King, my Father, is fore ficke. 
Our Newes fhall goe before vs,to his Maieftie, 
Which (Coufin )vou fluU beare.to comfort him : 
And wee with (ober fprede will follow you. 

Falft. My Lord, I befeech you, giue me leaue to goe 
through Gloucefterfhire : and when you come to Court, 
ftand my good Lord,'pray,in your good report. 

Jobn. ¥»rcyoM weWfFalSaffe: I, in my condition. 
Shall better fpeake of you, then you deferue. Exit, 



Falft. I would you had but the wit : *Cwere better 
then your Dukedome. Good faith , this fame young fo. 
ber-blooded Boy doth no^ loue me, nor a man cannot 
make him laugh : but thafs no maruaile, hee drinkes no 
Wine. There's neuer any of thefe demure Boyes come 
to any proofe : for thinne Drinke doth fo ooer-coole 
their blood, and making many Fifh-Mealet, that they 
fall into a kinde of Male Greene-ficknefTe : and then, 
when they marry, they get Wenches. They are generally 
Fooles,and Cowards; which fome of vs ihould be too, 
but for inflamation. A good Sherris-Sack hath a two- 
fold operation in it : it afcends me into the Braine, dryei 
me there all the fooli/h, and dull , and cruddie Vapours, 
which enuiron it : makes it apprehenfiue, quicke, forgr- 
tiue, full of nimble, fierie, and dele£bble ihapet; which 
deliuer*d o*re to the Voyce, the Tongue, which is the 
Birth, becomes excellent Wit. The fecond propertie of 
your excellent Sherris, is, the warming of the Blood : 
which before (cold, and fetled) left the Liuer white, and 
pale ; which is the Badge of PufiUanimitie, and Cowir- 
dize : but the Sherris warmes it, and makes it coarii; 
from the inwards, to the parts extremes : it illuminateth 
the Face, which (as a Beacon) giues warning to all the 
reft of this little Kingdome (Man) to Arme : and tfaeo 
the Vitall Commoners, and in-land pettie Spirits, matter 
me all to their Captaine, the Heart j who great, and poffc 
vp with his Retinue, doth any Deed of Courage: and thn 
Valour comes of Sherris. So, that skill in the Weapon 
is nothing, without Sack (for that fets it a-worker) and 
Learning, a meere Hoord of Gold, kept by a Deuill, till 
Sack commences it, and fets it in ad, and vfe. Hereof 
comes it, that Prince Harry is valiant: for the cold blood 
hee did naturally inherite of his Father, hee hath, like 
leane, ftirrill, and bare Land, manured, husbanded, and 
tyird, with excellent endeauour of drinking good, and 
good ftore of fertile Sherris, that hee is become very hot, 
and valiant. If I had a thoufand Sonnes,the firft Principle 
I would teach them, fhould be to forfweare thinne Pota- 
tions, and to addiCt themfelues to Sack. Enter Barddfb. 
How now ^ardolpbf 

^ard. The Armie is difcharged all, and gone. 

Falft. Let them goe : lie through Gloucefterihirc, 
and there will I vifit Mafter Robert Sballowy Efquire : I 
haue him alreadie tempering betweene my finger and my 
thombe,and fhortly will I feale with him. Come away. 

Exeunt, 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter King^ JVarvicl^y Clarence^ Gloucefier, 
fSng.'SoYr Lords, if Heauen doth giue fuccefTefuU end 
To this Debate, that bleedeth at our doores, 
Wee will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 
And draw no Swords, but what are (an£tify*d. 
Our Nauie is addre(red,our Power colleded, 
Our Subftitutes,in abfence,well inuefted, 
And euery thing lyes leuell to our wifh ; 
Onely wee want a little perfonall Strength : 
And pawfe V8,till thefe Rebels, now a-foot, 
Come vnderneath the yoake of Gouemment. 

H^ar. Both which we doubt not, but your Maieftie 
Shall foone enioy. 

King, Bm- 
— - 
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Humphrey (my Sonne of Gloucefter) where is 

c,your Brother? 

thinke hee*9 gone to hunt (my Lord] at Wind- 

And how accompanied ? 

doe not know (my Lord.) 

Is not his Brother, Tlxmas of Clarence, with 

fo (my good Lord] hee is in prefence heere. 
^hat would my Lord, and Father? 
Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
nee thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother? 
) thee,and thou do*ft negled him^Thomoi,) 
\ a better place in his AfFe^on, 
thy Brothers : cheri/h it (my Boy) 
le Offices thou may*ft effect 
ition (after I am dead] 
; his Greatneflre,and thy other Brethren. 
e omit him not : blunt not his Loue, 
; the good aduantage of his Grace, 
ng cold, or carelefle of his will. 
B gracious, if hee be obferuM : 
i a Teare far Pitie,and a Hand 
Day) for melting Charitie : 
ithftanding, being incensM, hee*s Flint, 
rous as Winter, and as fudden, 
:s congealed in the Spring of day. 
er therefore muft be well obferuM : 

00 for faults, and doe it reuerently, 

01 perceiue his blood enclinM to mirth: 
{ moodie,giue him Line, and fcope, 
his paffions (like a Whale on ground] 

I themfelues with working. Learne this ThomaSj 
1 flialt proue a flielter to thy friends, 

of Gold, to binde thy Brothers in: 

vnitcd Vcffcll of their Blood 

with Venome of Suggeftion, 
perforce, the Age will powre it in) 
ler leake, though it doe worke as ftrong 
'MMr,or ra(h Gun-powder. 
I ihall obferue him with all care, and loue. 

Why art thou not at Windfor with him (Tho- 

Hee is not there to day : hee dines in Lon- 

And how accompanyed ? Canft thou tell 

With Point», and other his condnuall ful- 

Moft fubiea is the fattell Soyle to Weedes : 
(the Noble Image of my Youth) 
pread with them : therefore my griefe 
; it felfe beyond the howre of death. 
k] weepes from my heart, when I doe fhape 
es imaginarie) th*vnguided Dayes, 
en Times, that you ihall looke vpon, 
am fleeping with my Anceftors. 
n his head-ftrong Riot hath no CurbC) 
age and hot-Blood are his Counfailors, 
f eanes and lauifli Manners meete together j 
I what Wings (hall his Affi^ions flye 
fronting Perill,and opposM Decay ? 
My gracious Lord, you looke beyond him quite : 
ice but ftudies hu Companions, 
:range Tongue : wherein, to gaine the Language, 
lfull,that the mod immodeft word 



Be looked vpon, and learnM : which once attayn*d, 
Your Highnefle knowes,comes to no farther vfe. 
But to be knowne,and hated. So, like groffe termes. 
The Prince will, in the perfednefl*e of time, 
Caft off his followers : and their memorie 
Shall as a Patterne,or a Mearure,liue, 
By which his Grace mufl mete the Hues of others, 
Turning pafl-euills to aduantages. 

J^/ff^.*Tis reldome,when the Bee doth leaue her Combe 
In the dead Carrion. 

Enter Weftmerknd, 
Who's heere ? Wefimerlandf 

fVefi. Health to my Soueraigne,and new happinefTe 
Added to that, that 1 am to deliuer. 
Prince /oi>ii,your Sonne, doth kiflTe your Graces Hand : 
cMovfbreyyXhc B\(hopf Scroof>e,HaJiings,znd all, 
Are brought to the Corre^ion of your Law. 
There is not now a Rebels Sword vniheath*d, 
But Peace puts forth her Oliue euery where : 
The manner how this Action hath beene borne, 
Here (at more leyfure) may your HlghneiTe readc, 
With euery courfe,in his particular. 

King. O ffyimeriandf thou art a Summer Bird, 
Which euer in the haunch of Winter fings 
The lifting vp of day. 

Enter Harcourf. 
Looke, heere*s more newes. 

Hare. From Enemies, Heauen keepe your Maieitie : 
And when they ftand againft you, may they fall, 
As thofe that I am come to tell you of. 
The Earle Nortbumberlandy and the Lord Bardolfe^ 
With a great Power of £nglifh,and of Scots, 
Are by the Sherife of Yorkcfliire ouerthrowne : 
The manner, and true order of the fight. 
This Packet ( pleafe it you ] containes at large. 

King. And wherefore ibould thefe good newes 
Make me ficke ? 

Will Fortune neuer come with both hands full, 
But write her fiire words ftill in fouleft Letters ? 
Shee eyther giues a Stomack, and no F^ode, 
(Such are the poore,in health) or elfe a Feaft, 
And takes away the Stomack (fuch are the Rich, 
That haue aboundance,and enioy it not.) 
I fhould reioyce now,at this happy newes, 
And now my Sight fayles^and my Braine is giddie. 
O me, come neere me, now I am much ill. 

Gh. Comfort your Maieflie« 

da. Oh, my Royall Father. 

fyeft. My Soueraigne Lord,cheare vp your felfe, looke 
vp. 

fVar. Be patient (Princes) you doe know,thcfe Fits 
Are with his Highneffe very ordinarie« 
Sund from him, giue him ayr^ : 
Hee'le ftraight be well. 

Oar, No, no, hee cannot long hold out: thefe pangs^ 
ThMnceflTant care, and labour of his Minde, 
Hath wrought the Mure, that fhould confine it in, 
So thinne,that Life lookes through, and will breake out. 

Glo, The people feare me : for they doe obferue ^ 
VnfatherM Heires,and loathly Births of Nature : 
The Seafons change their manners, as the Yeere 
Had found fome Moneths aneepe,and leap*d them ouer. 

C/tfr. The Riucr hath thrice flowM,no ebbe betweene: 
And the old folke (Times doting Chronicles) 
Say it did fo,a little time before 
That our great Grand-fire £^iMr^ fick*d,and dy*de. 

g g 4 fFar. Speake 
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IVar, Speake lower ( Princes ) for the King reco- 
uen. 

Clo. This Apoplexie will (certaine) be his end. 

^/^. 1 pray you take me vp,and beare me hence 
Into (ome other Chamber : foftly *pray. 
Let there be no noyfe made ( my gentle friends) 
VnlefTe fome dull and fauourable hand 
Will whifper Muficke to my wearie Spirit. 

War, Call for the Muficke in the other Roome. 

King, Set me the Crowne vpon my Fillow here. 

Clar, His eye is hollow, and hee changes much. 

War, Leflc noyfe, leflTe noyfe. 

Enter prince Henry, 

P,Hen. Who faw the Duke of Clarence? 

Oar, I am here (Brother) full of heauineffe. 

P,Hen. How now? Raine within doores, and none 
abroad ? How doth the King ? 

G/o, Exceeding ill. 

P.Hen, Heard hee the good newes yet ? 
Tell it him. 

Gio, Hee alter'd much, vpon the hearing it. 

P,Htn. If hee be ficke with loy, 
Hee*le recouer without Phyficke. 

War. Not fo much noyfe (my Lords) 
Sweet Prince fpeake lowe. 
The King, your Father, is difposM to (leepe. 

C/ar. Let vs wlth-draw into the other Roome. 

War» Wil't pleafe your Grace to goe along with ts ? 

P.Hen. No: 1 will fit, and watch here, by the King. 
Why doth the Crowne lye there, vpon his Pillow, 
Being fo troublefome a Bed-fellow ? 
O pollilh^d Perturbation ! Golden Care I 
That keep*ft the Ports of Slumber open wide, 
To many a watchfull Night : fleepe with it now, 
Yet not fo found, and halfe fo deepely fweete, 
As hee whofe Brow ( with homely Biggen bound) 
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Maieftie \ 
When thou do*(l pinch thy Bearer, thou do'ft fit 
Like a ricl^ Armori'worne in heat of day. 
That fcald'ft with fafetie : by his Gates of breath, 
There lyes a dowlney feather, which ftirres not : 
Did hee fufpire,that light and weightleffe dowlne 
Perforce mud moue. My gracious Lord, my Father, 
This fleepe is found indeede : this is a fleepe. 
That from this Golden Rigoll hath diuorc'd 
So many Englifh Kings. Thy due, from me, 
Is Teare$,and heauie Sorrowes of the Blood, 
Which Nature, Loue, and filiall tendemeiTe, 
Shall (O deare Father) pay thee plenteoufly. 
Mv due, from thee, is this Imperiall Crowne, 
Which (as immediate from thy Place and Blood) 
Deriues it felfe to me. Loe, heere it fits, 
Which Heauen (Kail guard : 

And put the worlds whole ftrength into one gyant Arme, 
It fhall not force this Lineall Honor from me. 
This, from thee, will I to mine leaue, 
As "tit left to me. Sxit. 

Enter IF^nrrc^, G.'smctjhr, Caremct. 

Kiwg, WartHC^^GImc^^tr^CUrtvct. 
CJar, Doih the Ring call ? 

WV. What would your MaiefUe ? how fares ywir 
Grace f 



King. Why did you leaue me here alone(my Lords?) 

Clayft left the Prince(my Brother)here(my Liege) 
Who vndertooke to fit and watch by you. 

King, The Prince of Wales? where is hee? let mee 
fee him. 

War. This doore is open, hee is gone this way. 

Glo. Hee came not through the Chamber where wee 
ftayd. 

King. Where is the Crowne ? who tooke It firom my 
Pillow? 

War. When wee with-drew (my Liege^ wee left it 
heere. 

King. The Prince hath ta*ne it hence : 
Goe feeke him out. 
Is hee fo haftie,that hee doth fuppofe 
My fleepe, my death ? Finde him(my Lord of Warwick) 
Chide him hither: this part of his conioyoes 
With my difeafe,and helpes to end me. 
See Sonnes, what things you are : 
How quickly Nature falls into reuolt. 
When Gold becomes her Obiea ? 
For this, the fooliflj ouer-carefull Fathers 
Haue broke tijeir fleepes with thoughts, 
Th«ir braines with care, their bones with induftry. 
For this, they haue ingroflrd and pyKd vp 
The canker'd heapesof ftrange-atchieued Gold: 
For this, they haue beene thoughtfull,to Inueft 
Their Sonnes with Arts,and Martiall Exercifes : 
When, like the Bee, culling fi-om euery flower 
The vertuous Sweetes,our Thighes packtwith Wax, 
Our Mouthes with Honey, wee bring it to the Hiuej 
And like the Bees, are murthered for our paines. 
This bitter tafte yeelds his engroffements. 
To the ending Father. 

Enter Warwici^. 
Now, where is hee, that will not (tay fo long. 
Till his Friend SickneflTe hath determin'd me f 

War, My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Roome, 
Wafliing with kindly Teares his gentle Cheekes, 
With fuch a deepe demeanure,in great forrow. 
That Tyranny, which neuer quafTt but blood, 
Would(by beholding him)haue wafli*d his Knife 
With gentle eye-drops. Hee is comming hither. 

JuTii^.But wherefore did hee take away the Crowne ? 
Enter Prince Henry. 
Loe, where hee comes. Come hither to mt{Harry.) 
Depart the Chamber, leaue vs heere alone. £jrrr. 

P.Hen. I neuer thought to heare you fpeake againe. 

King.Thy wifli was Father(/2ffrry^to that thought: 
I fby too long by thee, I wearie thee. 
Do*ft thoQ fo hunger for my emptie Chayre, 
That thou wilt needes inueft thee with mine Honors, 
Before thy howre )>c ripe ? O fboliih Youth ! 
Thou feek*ft the Greatneflfe, that will ouer-whelme tbee. 
Stay but a little : for my Cloud of Dignitie 
Is held from falling, with fo weake a winde, 
That it will quickly drop : my Day is dimme. 
Thou haft ftolne that, which af^r fome few howres 
Were thine, without o^nce : and at my death 
Thou haft feal'd vp my expe^tioo. 
Thy Life did manifeft,thou Iou*dft me not, 
I And thou wilt haue me dye afTur'd of it. 
I Thou hid*ft a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
i Which thou haft whetted on thy ftenie heart, 
* To ftab at halfe an howre of my Ufe. 
' Whit? canft tboQ not fbrbeaie me halfi: an howre? 

Then 
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bee gone, and digge my graue thy felfe, 
e merry Bels ring to thy eare 
art Crowned, not that I am dead. 
Teares, that (hould bedew my HearTe 
* Balme, to (andtifie thy head : 
f>ound me with forgotten duft. 
which gaue thee life, vnto the Wormes : 
me my Officert, breake my Decrees j 
time is come, to mocke at Forme, 
fift is CrownM : Vp Vanity, 
fall State : All you (age Councilors, hence : 
Engliih Court, affemble now 
Region, Apes of IdleneflTe. 
bor .Confines, purge vou of your Scum : 
Ruffian that fwill fweare? drinke? dance f 
night? Rob^ Murder? and commit 
finnes, the neweft kinde of wayes ? 
le will trouble you no more : 
all double giird, his trebble guilt, 
all giue him Office, Honor, Might : 
C Harryy from curbM Licenfe pluckes 
i of Reftraint \ and the wilde Dogge 
lis tooth in euery Innocent. 
; Kingdome (ficke,with ciuill blowes) 
my Care could not with>hold thy Ryotiy 
thou do, when Ryot is thy Care ? 
[t be a WildernefTe againe, 
h Wolues (thy old Inhabitants. 
) pardon me (my Liege) 
Teares, 

mpediments vnto my Speech, 
bird this deere, and deepe Rebuke, 
ith greefe) had (poke, and I had heard 
of it fo ftrre. There is your Crowne^ 
t weares the Crowne immortally, 
it yours. If I affed it more, 
ir Honour, and as your Renowne, 
Dfiore from this Obedience rife, 
mod true, and inward duteous Spirit 
bis proftrate, and exteriour bending, 
neife with me, when 1 heere came in^ 
no courfe of breath within your Maieftie, 
: ftrooke my heart. If I do faine, 

I my prefent wildenefTe, dye, 
liue, to iliew th*incredulous World^ 
change that 1 haue purpofed. 

looke on you, thinking you dead, 

almoft(my Liege) to thinke you were) 

the Crowne (as hauing fenie) 

pbraided it. The Care on thee depending, 

)on the body of my Father, 

thou beft of^Gold, art worft of Gold. 

fine in Charrad, is more precious, 
lfe,in Medicine potable : 
loft Fine, moft HonourM, moft Renown*d, 
le Bearer vp. 
loyall Liege) 
, 1 put it on my Head, 

it (as with an £nemie, 
sfbre my ^ce murdred my Father) 

II of a true Inheritor, 
infe^ my blood with loy, 

r Thoughts, to any ftraine of Pride, 
11, or vaine fpirit of mine, 
lie lead AfFedion of a Welcome, 
linment to the might of it, 



Let heauen, for euer, keepe it firom my head, 
And make mcy as the pooreft VafTaile is. 
That doth with awe, and terror kneele to it. 

King. Q my Sonne ! 
Heauen put it in thy minde to take it hence. 
That thou might*ft ioyne the more, thy Fathers loue, 
Pleading fo wifely, in excufe of it. 
Come hither Harru, fit thou by my bedde, 
And heare (I thinke, the very lateft Counfell 
That euer I fhatl breath : Heauen knowes,my Sonne) 
By what by-pathes, and indired crookM-wayes 
I met this Crowne : and I my felfe know well 
How troublefome it fate vpon my head. 
To thee, it fhall defcend with better Quiet, 
Better Opinion, better Confirmation : 
For all the foyle of the Atchieuement goes 
With me, into the Earth. It feem'd in mee, 
But as an Honour fnatchM with boyftVous hand, 
And I had many liuing, to vpbraide 
My gaine of it, by their Affiftances, 
Which dayly grew to Quarrell, and to Blood-fhed, 
Wounding fuppofed Peace. 
All thei^ bold Feares, 
Thou feed (with perill) I haue anfwered : 
For all my Reigne , hath beene but as a Scene 
A<^ng that argument. And now my death 
Changes the Moode : For what in me , was purchas*d, 
Falles vpon thee, in a more Fayrer fort. 
So thou, the Garland wear*ft fucceffiuely. 
Yet, though thou ibnd*ft more fure,then I could do. 
Thou art not firme enough, fince greefes are greene : 
And all thy Friends, which thou mud make thy Friends 
Haue but their dings, and teeth, newly tak*n out, 
By whofe fell working, I was fird aduancM, 
And by whofe power, I well might lodge a Feare 
To be againe difplac*d. Which to auoyd, 
I cut them off: and had a purpofe now 
To leade out many to the Holy Land ; 
Lead red, and lying dill, might make them looke 
Too neere vnto my State. 
Therefore (my Harrie) 
Be it thy courfe to bufie giddy Mindes 
With Forraigne Quarrels : that Adion hence borne out. 
May wade the memory of the former dayes. 
More would I , but my Lungs are waded fo. 
That drength of Speech is vtterly deni'de mee. 
How I came by the Crowne, O heauen forgiue : 
And grant it may, with thee, in true peace liue. 

frince. My gracious Liege : 
You wonne it , wore it : kept It, gaue it me, 
Then plaine and right mud my pofleffion be ; 
Which I, with more, then with a Common paine, 
*Gaind all the World, will rightfully maintaine. 

Ent€r Lord lobn ofLancafter^ 
and fVanpicl^e. 

King, Looke, looke, 
Heere comes my Idbn of Lancader: 

lobn. Health, Peace, and HappinefTe, 
To my Royall Father. 

King. Thou bring*d me happinefTe and Peace 
(Sonne lobn z 
But health (alacke) with youthfull wings is flowne 
From this bare, withcr*d Trunke. Vpon thy fight 
My worldly bufinefTe makes a period. 

Where 
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Where is my Lord of Warwicke f 

Tnn, My Lord of Warwicke. 

King. Doth any name particular, belong 
Vnto the Lodging, where I Artt did fwoon'd ? 

fTar. Ti8 caird leruJaUm, my Noble Lord. 

iur/rr. Laud be to heauen : 
Euen there my life muft end . 
It hath beene prophefi'de to me many yeares, 
I (hould not dye, but in lerujalem : 
Which ( vainly) I fuppos'd the Holy-Land. 
But beare me to that Chamber, there lie lye : 
In that JerufaJaMf ihall Harry dye. 



Exeunt. 



ASlus Quintus. Sccena^rima. 



Enter Shallow^ Slence^ Falftage^Bardolfey 
Page^ and Dauie. 

Sbal. By Cocke and Pye,you fliall not away to night. 
What Dauy^ I fay. 

Fal. You muft excufe me, M. Robert Shallow. 

Sbal. I will not excufe you : you fliall not be excufed. 
Excufes fliall not be admitted : there is no excufe fliall 
feme : you fliall not be excused. 
Why Dauie. 

Dauie. Heere (ir. 

Sbal. Dauy, Dauy^ Dauy, let me fee {Dauy) let me fee : 
fVilliam Cooke, bid him come hither. Sir John ^you flial 
not be excusM. 

Dauy. Marry fir, thus : thofe Precepts cannot bee 
feru*d : and againe fir, fliall we fowe the head-land with 
Wheate^ 

Sbal. With red Wheate Dauy. But for fTtirtam Cook: 
are there no yong Pigeons ? 

Dauy. Yes Sir. 
Heere is now the Smithes note, for Shooing, 
And Plough-Irons. 

Sbal. Let it be caft, and payde : Sir lobn, you fliall 
not be excusM. 

Dauy. Sir, a new linke to the Bucket muft needes bee 
had : And Sir, doe you meane to ftoppe any of ffUliams 
Wages, about the Sacke he loft the other day, at Hinckley 
Fayre ? 

Sbal. He fliall anfwer it : 
Some Pigeons Dauy^ a couple of fliort-leggM Hennes : a 
ioynt of Mutton, and any pretty little tine Kickfliawes, 
tell miliam Cooke. 

Dauy. Doth the man of Warre,ftay all night fir } 

Sbal. Yes Dauy : 
I will vfe him well. A Friend i*th Court, is better then a 
penny in purfe. Vfe his men well fDauy, for they are ar- 
rant Knaues, and vrill backe-bite. 

^auy. No worfe then they are bitten, fir : For they 
haue maruetlous fowle linnen. 

Sballavf. Well conceited ^auy : about thy Bufineflfe, 
Dauy, 

Dauy, I befeech you fir. 
To countenance f^lliam Vifor of Woncot, againft de- 
ment Ptrfys of the hill. 

SbaL There are many Complaints Dauy^ againft that 
Vifor^ that Vijor is an arrant Knaue, on my know- 
ledge. 



Dauy. I graunt your Worfliip, that he is a knaue Sir :) 
But yet heauen forbid Sir, but a Knaue fliould haue fome 
Countenance, at his Friends requeft. An honeft roan fir, 
is able to fpeake for himfelfe, when a Knaue is not. I haoe 
feru*d your Worfliippc truely fir, thefc eight yeares: and 
if I cannot once or twice in a Quarter beare out a knaue, 
againft an honeft man, I haue but a very litle credice with 
your Worfliippe. The Knaue is mine honeft Friend Sir, 
therefore I befeech your Worfliip, let him bee Counte- 
nance. 

Sbal, Go too, 
I fay he fliall haue no wrong : Looke about Dauy. 
Where are you Sir lobn ? Come, off with your Boots. 
Giue me your hand M. 'Bardoljfe. 

Bard. I am glad to fee your Worfliip. 

Sbal. I thanke thee, with all my heart, kinde Mailer 
^ardolfe : and welcome my tall Fellow : 
Come Sir lobn. 

Falftaffe. He follow you, good Mafter Robert Shallow. 
^Bardolft^ looke to our Horfles . If I were fawMe into 
Quantities, I fliould make fbure dozen of fuch bearded 
Hermites ftaues, as Mafter Sballarr. It is a wonderful] 
thing to fee the femblable Coherence of his mens f|Nrits, 
and his : They, by obferuing of him, do beare themfelues 
like fbolifli luftices : Hee, by conuerfing with tbem, b 
tum*d into a luftice-like Seruingman. Their fpirits ire 
fo married in Coniun^Hon, with the participation of So- 
ciety, that they flocke together in confent, like (o ma- 
ny Wilde-Geefe. If I had a fuite to Mayfter Sballtm, I 
would humour his men, with the impuution of beeiog 
neere their Mayfter. If to his Men, I would curric with 
Maifter Sballowy that no man could better command his 
Seruants. It is certaine, that either wife bearing, or ig- 
norant Carriage is caught, as men take difeafes, one of 
another : therefore, let men take heede of their Compa- 
nie. I will deuife matter enough out of this SbaWnty to 
keepe Prince Harry in continuall Laughter, the wearing 
out of fixe Fafliions (which is foure Tearmes) or two Ac- 
tions, and he fliall laugh with Interuallums. O it is much 
that a Lye (with a flight Oath) and a left (with a fadde 
brow) will doe, with a Fellow, that neuer had the Ache 
in his flioulders. O you fliall fee him laugh, till his Face 
be like a wet Cloake, ill laid vp. 

Sbal. Sir lobn. 

Falft, I come Mafter Sballcvp, I come Mafter Sbalisu. 

Exeunt 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter the Earle of fVamrickfi and the Lord 
Cbiefe Juftice. 

Warmcl^. How now, my Lord Chiefc luftice, whe- 
ther away ? 

Cb.Juft. How doth the King? 

Warvf. Exceeding well : his Cares 
Are now, all ended. 

Cb.Iufi. I hope, not dead. 

Warvr. Hee*s walk*d the way of Nature, Nj 

And to our purpofes, he Hues no more. ^ 

Cb.luft. I would his Maiefty had calPd me with him^ 

The feruice, that I truly did his life, 

Hath \th me open to all iniuries. 
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Indeed I thinke the yong King loues you not. 
}. I know he doth not, and do airme my felfe 
»nae the condition of the Time, 
annot looke more hideoufly vpon me, 
laue drawne it in my fanufie. 

Enter lobft of Lancafttr^GlouceBer^ 
and Clarence, 

Heere come the heauy IfTue of dead Harriet 

he liuing Harrle had the temper 

he worft of thefe three Gentlemen: 

ny Nobles then, {hould hold their places, 

ft flrike faile, to Spirits of vilde fort? 

f. Alas, I feare,all will be ouer-turn*d. 

Good morrow Cofin Warwick, good morrow. 

Cla. Good morrow, Cofin. 

We meet, like men, that had forgot to fpeake. 

We do remember : but our Argument 

heauy, to admit much talke. 
ell: Peace be with him,that hath made ts heauy 
'. Peace be with vs, leaft we be heauier. 
), good my Lord, you haue loft a friend indeed: 
re rweare,you borrow not that face 
ng forrow, it is fure your owne. 
Though no man be aflTur'd what grace to finde, 
d in coldeft expectation. 

forrier, would *twere otherwife. 
el, you muft now fpeake Sir lobn FalHaffe faire, 
Mrimmes againft your ftreame of Quality. 
'. Sweet Princes : what I did, I did in Honor, 
rimperiall Condud of my Soule, 
sr /hall you fee, that I will begge 
, and fore-ftaird Remiftion. 

and vprigbt Innocency fayle me, 
: King (my Mafter) that it dead, 
him, who hath fent me after him. 
Heere comes the Prince. 

Enter Prince Henrie. 
.Good moirow: and heauen faue your Maiefty 

This new, and gorgeous Garment, Maiefty, 
b eafie on me, as you thinke. 
you mixe your Sadnefle with fome Feare : 
le Englifh, not the Turkiih Court : 
rabf an jimurab fucceeds, 
jj Harry. Yet be fad (good Brothers) 
>eake truth) it very well becomes you : 
b Royally in you appeares, 
ill deeply put the Faihion on, 
re it in my heart. Why then be fad, 
taine no more of it (good Brothers) 
>ynt burthen, laid vpon vs all. 
l»y Heauen (I bid you be affurM) 
ir Father, and your Brother too : 
lit beare your Loue, He beare vour Cares ; 
e that Horrie't dead, and Co will I. 
f ^ues, that fhall conuert thofe Teares 
er, into houres of HappinefTe. 
V. We hope no other from your Maiefty. 
^ou all looke ftrangely on me : and you moft, 
I thinke) afturM, 1 loue you not. 
! I am aiTurM (if I be meafur'd rightly) 
iefty hath no iuft caufe to hate mee. 
' How might a Prince of my great hopes forget 
Indignities you laid vpon me ? 



What? RateP Rebuke? and roughly fend to Prifon 
Th'immediate Heire of England ^ Was this eafie? 
May this be walh*d in Letbe^ and forgotten ^ 

Cb.Iuft. I then did vfe the Perfon of your Father: 
The Image of his power, lay then in me. 
And in th*adminiftration of his Law, 
Whiles I was bufie for the Commonwealth, 
Your Highnefte pleafed to forget my place, 
The Maiefty, and power of Law, and iuftice, 
1 he Image of the King, whom I prefented. 
And ftrooke me in my very Seate of ludgement: 
Whereon (as an OfFender to your Father) 
I gaue bold way to my Authority, 
And did commit you. If the deed were ill, 
Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 
To haue a Sonne, fet your Decrees at naught ? 
To plucke downe Iuftice from your awefull Bench? 
To trip the courfe of Law, and blunt the Sword 
That guards the peace, and fafety of your Perfon ? 
Nay more, to fpurne at your moft Royall Image, 
And mocke your workings, in a Second body? 
Queftlon your Royall Thoughts, make the cafe yours: 
Be now the Father, and propofe a Sonne : 
Heare your owne dignity fo much prophan*d. 
See your moft dreadful! Lawes, fo loofely flighted; 
Behold your felfe, fo by a Sonne difdained: 
And then imagine me, taking you part, 
And in your power, foft filencing your Sonne : 
After this cold confiderance, fentence me } 
And, as you are a King, fpeake in your State, 
What I haue done, that mbbecame my place. 
My perfon, or my Lieges Soueraigntie. 

Prin, You are right Iuftice,and you weigh this well : 
Therefore ftill beare the Ballance, and the Sword : 
And I do wiih your Honors may encreaie, 
Till you do liue, to fee a Sonne of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 
So fhall I liue, to fpeake my Fathers words: 
Happy am I, that haue a man fo bold. 
That dares do Iuftice, on my proper Sonne ; 
And no leffe happy, hauing fuch a Sonne, 
That would dehuer vp his GreatnefFe fo. 
Into the hands of Iuftice. You did commit me: 
For which, I do commit into your hand, 
ThVnftained Sword that you haue vs*d to beare : 
With this Remembrance; That you vfe the fame 
With the like bold, iuft, and impartiall fpirit 
As you haue done *gainft me. Ihere is my hand, 
You (hall be as a Father, to my Youth : 
My voice flxall found, as you do prompt mine eare, 
And I will ftoope, and humble my Intents, 
To your well-pradis^d, wife Dire^ons. 
And Princes all, beleeue me, I befeech you : 
My Father is gone wilde into his Graue, 
(For in his Tom be, lye my AfFe^ons) 
And with his Spirits, fadly I furuiue, 
To mocke the expe^ation of the World ; 
To fruftrate Prophefies, and to race out 
Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me downe 
After my feeming. The Tide of Blood in me, 
Hath prowdly ftowM in Vanity, till now. 
Now doth it turne, and ebbe hacke to the Sea, 
Where it (hall mingle with the ftate of Floods, 
And flow henceforth in fbrmall Maiefty. 
Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 
And let vs choofe fuch Limbes of Noble Coonfaile, 

That 



98 



Tbefecond^art oft^ng Henry the Fourth. 



That the |rcat Body of our State may go 

In equall ranke, with the beft gouern'd Nadon, 

That Warre, or Peace, or both at once may be 

As things acquainted and familiar to vb, 

In which you (Father) fhall haue formoft hand. 

Our Coronation done, we will accite 

(As I before remembred) ail our State, 

And heauen (configning to my good intents) 

No Prince, nor Peere, ihall haue iuft caufe to fay, 

Heauen Shorten Harriet happy life, one day. Exntmt, 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Faljhffi^ SbalUt^y Stletief, Bardolfe^ 
fage^nd Piftoll. 

Sbal. Nay, you fliall fee mine Orchard : where, in an 
Arbor we will eate a laft yeares Pippin of my owne graf- 
fing, with a diih of Carrawayes,and fo forth. (Come Co- 
fin SUnce^znA then to bed. 

Fal. Yon haue heere.a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 

Sbal. Barren, barren, barren : Beggers all, beggers all 
Sir hbnx Marry, good ayre. Spread ^atfjr,rpread Dauie : 
Well raid Dauie, 

Falft, This Dauie femes you for good vfes; he is your 
Seruingman,and your Husband. 

Sbal. A good Varlet,a good Varlet,a very good Var- 
let, Sir lobni I haue 4runke too much Sacke at Supper. A 
good Varlet. Now fit downe, now fit downe : Come 
Cofin. 

^/7. Ah firra(quoth-a) we ihall doe nothing but eate, 
and make good cheere, and praife heauen for the merrie 
yeere: when fieih is cheape,and Females deere, and luftie 
Lads rome heere,and there : fo merrily, and euer among 
fo merrily. 

Fal, There's a merry heart, good M.Silencey lie giue 
you a health for that anon. 

Sbal, Good M,^ardolfe: Come i^ne, Dauie, 

^a. Sweet fir, fit : He be with you anon : mofl fweete 
fir, fit. Mafter Page, good M.Page, fit: Profiice. What 
you want in meate, wee*l haue in drinke : but you beare, 
the heart's all. 

Sbal. Be merry M.Bardolfe^ and my little Souldiour 
there, be merry. 

&7. Be merry, be merry, my wife ha's all. 
For women are Shrewes, both fiiort,and tall : 
*Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wagge all ; 
And welcome merry Shrouetide. Be merry, be merry. 

Fal, I did not thinke M,Silence had bin a man of this 
Mettle. 

Sil, Who IF I haue beene merry twice and once, ere"^ 
now* 

fDauy. There is a diih of Lether-coats for you. 

Sbal, 'Dauie, 

Dau, Your Worihip : He be with you fbaight. A cup 
of Wine, fir? 

Sil. A Cup of Wine, that's briske and fine, & drinke 
▼nto the Leman mine: and a merry heart liues long-a. 

Fal. Wellfaid,M.5/7(f»f<. 

Sil, If we fiiall be merry, now comes in the fweete of 
the night. 

Fal. Health, and long life to yoxi^lA.Silenee, 



SI, Fill the Cuppe, and let it come. He pledge you 
mile to the bottome. 

Sbal. Honeft Bardolfe^ welcome : If thou want'ft an 
thing, and wilt not call, befiirew thy heart. Welcome m, 
little tyne theefe,and welcome indeed too : lie drinke 6 
M,Vardolfeyznd to all the Cauileroes about London. 

Dau, 1 hope to fee London, once ere 1 die. 

Bar, If I might fee you there^ Dauie, 

Sbal, You'l cracke a quart together/ Ha, will you noi 
M.Bardolfef 

'Bar, Yes Sir, in a pottle pot. 

SbaL I thanke thee : the knaue will fticke by thee, ] 
can afiure thee that. He will not out, he is tnic bred. 

Var. And He fticke by him, fir. 

^&>/.Why there fpoke a King: lack nothing, be merry. 
Looke, who's at doore there, ho : who knockes? 

Fal Why now you haue done me right. 

Sil. Do me right,and dub me Knight, Samego, Is*t 
not fo ? 

Fal, Tisfo. 

&7.Is't fo? Why then fay an old man can do fomwhit 

^au. If it pleafe your Worihippe, there's one Tijhl 
come from the Court with newes. 

Fal, From' the Court? Let him come in. 

£nter Piftoll. 
How now Piftoll ? 

Pift. Sir lobn^ '(aue you fir. 

Fal. What winde blew you hither, Piftoll ? 

Pift, Not the ill winde which blowes none to good, 
fweet Knight : Thou art now one of the greateft men in 
the Realme. 

Sil. Indeed, I thinke he bee, but Goodman Pufi oi 
Barfon. 

PiR, Puffe?pufre in thy teeth, moft recreant Coward 
bafe. Sir lobn^ I am thy Piftoll, and thy Friend : helta 
skelter haue I rode to thee, and tydings do I bring, and 
luckie ioyes, and golden Times, and happie Newes oi 
price. / 

Fal, I prethee now deliuer them, like a man of tbii 
World. 

Pift, A footra for the World, and Worldlings bafe, 
I fpeake of Affrica,and Golden ioyes. 

Fal, O bafe Affyrian Knight, what is thy newes ? 
Let King Couitba know the truth thereof. 

SI. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and lohn. 

Pift, Shall dunghill Curres confi-ont the Hellicom} 
And /hall good newes be bafFel'd ? 
Then Piftoll lay thy head in Furies lappe. 

Sbal, Honeft Gentleman, 
I know not your breeding. 

Pifl, Why then Lament therefore. 

Sbal. Giue me pardon. Sir. 
If fir, you come with news from the Court, I take it, there 
is but two wayes, either to vtter them, or to conceale 
them. I am Sir, vnder the King, in fome Authority. 

Pift, Vnder which King ? ^ 

9»off/air, fpeake, or dye. « 

Sbal. Vnder King Harry. 

Pift. Harry the Fourth? or Fift ? 

Sbal. Harry the Fourth. 

Pift , A footra for thine Office. 
Sir lobfif thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King, 
Harry the Fift's the man, I fpeake the truth. 
When Piftoll lyes, do this, and figge-me, like 
The bragg»ng Spaniard. 
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Fal, What, is the old King dead ? 

Pift, As naile in doore. 
The things I fpeake, are iuft, 

Kb/. Away Bardolfe^ Sadie my Horfe, 
MaAer Robert SbaUew, choofe what Office thou wilt 
In the Land, *tis thine. Pifto/, I will double charge thee 
With Dignities. 

^BarJ, O ioyfiill day : 
I would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune. 
Pifi. What? I do bring good newes. 
Fal. Carrie Mafter Si/enee to bed : Mafter Sballovr^ my 
Lord SbmlUm^ be what thou wilt,! am Fortunes Steward. 
Get on thy Boots, weeU ride all night. Oh fweet PiftoU : 
Away BarJelfe : Come Piftoll, vtter more to mee : and 
withall deuiie fomething to do thy felfe good . Boote, 
boote MaAer Sba/Um, I know the young King is Tick f>r 
mce. Let ts take any mans HoriTes : The Lawes of £ng- 
bfld are at my command'ment. Happie are they, which 
baoe beene my Friendes : and woe vnto my Lord Chiefe 
loftice. • 

Pi/I» Let Vultures viPde feize on his Lungs alfo : 
Where is the life that late I led, fay they? 
Why heerc it is, welcome thofe pleafant dayes. Exeunt 



Scena Quart a. 



Ruter Hofttjfi ^uie\iyy Dol Teare-fieete^ 
and 'Beadles, 

Bafejfe, No, thou arrant knaue : I would I might dy, 
that 1 might haue thee hang*d : Thou haft drawne my 
ihoulder out of ioynt. 

Off, The Conftables haue deliuer*d her ouer to mee : 
and fhee ihall haue Whipping cheere enough, I warrant 
ber. There hath beene a man or two (lately)kiird about 
her. 

^Do/. Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lye: Come on, He 
tell thee what, thou damn'd Tripe-vifagM Rafcall, if the 
Childe I now go with, do mifcarrie, thou had*ft better 
thou had*fl fbooke thy Mother, thou Paper-facM Vil- 
hjne. 

H»fi, O that Sir John were come, hee would make 
this a bloody day to fome body. But I would the Fruite 
of her Wombe might mifcarry. 

Officer . If it do, you (hall haue a dozen of Cufliions 
againe, you haue but cleuen now. Come, I charge you 
both go with me : for the man is dead, that you and Pi- 
ftoU beate among you. 

*DoL lie tell thee what, thou thin man in a Cenfor; 1 
will haue you as foundly fwindg'd for this, you blew- 
BotteVd Rogue : you filthy ^mifhM Corre^oner, if you 
be not fwing'd, He forfweare halfe Kirtles. 

Off. Come, come, you (hee- Knight-arrant, come. 
Soft, O, that right (hould thus o*recome might. Wei 
of (uf!eranoe, comes eafe. 

Del. Come you Rogue, come : 
Bring me to a luftice. 

Hoft. Yttyzomt you (bruM Blood-hound. 
Do/. Goodman death, good man Bones. 
Hoft. Thou Anatomy, thou. 
Dol. Come you thinne Thing : 
Come you Rafcall. 

Off. Very well. Exeunt. 



40i 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter two Groomes. 
X .Groo. More Ru(hes,more Rufhes. 
i.Groo. The Trumpets haue founded tvrice. 
J. Groo. It will be two of the Clocke, ere they come 
firom the Coronation. Exit Groo. 

Enter Falftaffe^Sballew, Piftolly*Bardolfe, and Page. 



Je. Stand heere by me, M. Robert Sballvw^ I will 
make the King do you Grace. I will leere vpon him, as 
he comes by : and do but marke the countenance that hee 
will giue me. 

Piflol. «le(re thy Lungs, good Knight. 

Falji. Come heere Piftol, ^znd behind me. O if I had 
had time to haue made new Liueries, 1 would haue be- 
ftowed the thou(and pound I borrowed of you. But it is 
no matter, this poore (hew doth better : this doth inferre 
the zeale I had to fee him. 

Sbal. It doth fo. 

Falft. It (hewes my eameftne(re in aflfedion. 

Tift. It doth fo. 

Fal, My deuotion. 

Pift. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night. 
And not to deliberate, not to remember. 
Not to haue patience to (hift me. 

Sbal, It is moft certaine. 

Fal. But to (bnd (bined with Trauaile, and fweating 
with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elfe, putting 
all afFayres in obliuion,as if there were nothing els to bee 
done, but to fee him. 

Pift, "T\%Jemper idem : for abfyue hoc nibUeff. Tis all 
in euery part. 

Sbal. *Tis fo indeed. 

Pift. My Knight, I will enflame thy Noble Liuer« and 
make thee rage. Thy Dol^nd Helen of thy noble thoghts 
is in baie Durance, and contagious prifon : HallM thi- 
ther by moft Mechanicall and durty hand. Rowze vppe 
Reuenge from Ebon den, with fell Ale£to*s Snake, for 
Dol is in. Piftol,fpeakes nought but troth. 

Fal. I will deliuer her. 

Piftol. There roar*d the Sea : and Trumpet Clangour 
founds. 

The Trumpets found. Enter King Henrie the 

Fifty Brothers y Lord Chief e 

luftice. 

Falft. Saue thy Grace, King Hally my Royall Hall. 

Tift. The heauens thee guard, and keepe, moft royall 
Impe of Fame. 

Fal. *Saue thee my fweet Boy. 

King. My Lord Chiefe luftice, fpeake to that raine 
man. 

Ch.Iuft. Haue you your wits ? 
Know you what 'tis you fpeake ? 

Falft. My King, my loue ; I fpeake to thee, my heart. 

King. I know thee not, old man: Fall to thy Prayers: 
How ill white haires become a Foole, and lefter ? 

I haue 
— ji 



1 00 Thefecond^art offing Henry the Fourth. 



I haue long dreamM of fuch a Icinde of man, 

So furfeit-lweird, fo old, and fo prophane : 

But being awake, I do defpife my dreame. 

Make lefle thy body (hence) and more thy Grace, 

Leaue gourmandizing ; Kjiow the Graue doth gape 

For thee, thrice wider then for other men. 

Reply not to me, with a Foole-borne left, 

Prefume not, that I am the thing I was. 

For heauen doth know (fo ihall the world perceiue) 

That I haue tumM away my former Selfe, 

So will 1 thofe that kept me Companie. 

When thou doft heare I am, as I haue bin. 

Approach me, and thou (halt be as thou was*t 

The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riots : 

Till then, I baniih thee, on paine of death, 

At I haue done the reft of my Mifleaders, 

Not to come ncere our Peribn, by ten mile. 

For competence of life, 1 will allow you. 

That lacke of meanes enforce you not to euill : 

And as we heare you do refbrme vour felues, • 

We will according to your fbength, and qualities, 

Giue you aduancement. Be it your charge (my Lord) 

To fee perform *d the tenure of our word. Set on. 

Exit King, 

Fal. Mafter Shallow, I owe you a thoufand pound. 

Sbal. I marry Sir lobn, which I befeech you to let me 
haue home with me. 

Ftf/.That can hardly be, M.Sballcw, do not you grieue 
at this : I fhall be fent for in priuare to him : Looke you, 
he muft feeme thus to the world: feare not your aduance- 
ment : 1 will be the man yet, that ihall make you great. 



Sbal. I cannot well perceiue how, vnlelTe you (boold 
giue me your Doublet, and ftuffe me out with Straw. I 
befeech you, good Sir Jobn, let mee haue fiue hundred of 
my thoufand. 

Fal. Sir,] will be as good as my word. This that yon 
heard, was but a colour. 

SbaU. A colour I feare, that you will dye, in Sir lelm. 

Fal. Feare no colours, go with me to dinner : 
Come Lieutenant PiUoly come ^Barddfty 
I (hall be fent for foone at night 

ChAufi. Go carry Sir hhn Falfiaffe to the Fleete, 
Take all his Company along with him. 

Fal. My Lord, my Lord. 

Cb.IuJi. I cannot now fpeake, I will heare you fixme: 
Take them away. 

Pifl. Sfortuita me tormento^JPera me cemtettto. 

Exit. fManet Lancafter and Chief e Jnfiki. 

lohn. I like this ^ire proceeding of the Kings : 
He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall all,b« very well prouided for : 
But all are banifht,till their conueriations 
Appeare more wife,and modeft to the world. 

Cb.IuJi. And fo they are. 

lobn. The King hath call'd his Parliament, 
My Lord. 

a.Iuft. He hath. 

lobn. I will lay odde8,that ere this yeere expire. 
We beare our Ciuill Swords, and Natiue fire 
As farre as France. I heare a Bird fo fing, 
Whofe Muficke (to my thinkJng)pleas*d the King. 
Come, will you hence ? Bxtmt 



FINIS. 




«M 




i 



EPILOGVE. 

75^5 T, my Feare : tben^ my Q^rtfie : last^ my Speech. 
MyFeare^ is your Dtsfleafure : My C^rtfie^ my T>utie: 
And my speech^ to Beggeyour Tar dons. If you loo\efor a 
good speech ncffP^you vndoe me : For what Ihaue tofay^ is 
of mine ovpne making : and what {^indeed) IJhouldfay^ T»ill 
{Idouit^ prooue mine owne marring. But to the Turpq/e, 
and Jo to the Venture • Be it \nowne to you (as it is very 
Vfell) I was lately heere in the end of a displeafng Tlay^ to pray your Tatience 
forit^andtopromifeyouaBetter: Ididmeane (Jndeede^ topayyowmthtbis^ 
Vfbich if(Jik^e an ill Venture^ it come vnluc\ily home^ Ibrea\e; and you^my gem 
tie Creditors lofe. Heere Ipromiji you I would be^ and heere I commit my Bodie 
toyour Mercies : Bate mefomejandIwillpayyoufome^and[asmoJi Debtors do) 
promifeyou infinitely. 

If my Tongue cannot entreateyou to acquit me : f^illyou command me to vfe 
my Legges? And yet that were but light payment ^ toDanceout of your debt: But 
agood QonfcienceyWillmake any pofsiblefatisfaSliony andfo Vfilll. All the Gens 
tkwomen heere, haueforgiuen me, if the Gentlemen T»ill not, then the Gentlemen 
do not agree with the Gentlewowen, which 'f»as neuerfeene before, infuch an Af 
fembly. 
. One word more, Ibefeechyou : if you be not too much chid with Fat Meate, 
our humble Author will continue the Story (with Sir lohn in it) and ma\e you 
merry, with f aire Katherine ^France: "Pfhere (for any thing I \n(f^) Fal- 
ftafFe Jhall dye ofafweat, vnlejfe already he be kilJd with your bard Opinions : 
For Old-Ciftle dyed a Martyr, and this is not the man. My Tongue is T»earie, 
when my Legs are too, I will bid you good night; andfo \neele downe before you: 
But (indeed) to pray for the Queene. 
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The Life of Henry the Fift. 

Enter Prologue. 



f c^ufi of Firty that rnuld ajcend' 
brigbteft Heaven of I/tuention : 
wujor a Stagt^ Princes to Affp 
warcbs to behold tbejweiling Scene, 
Id tbe fTMrlike Harry, % bimjelfe, 
t Port of Mars , and at bit beeles 
, JiJ^ noundi) Jbottld Famine ^Stford^nd Fire 
ea^oyment, 'But pardon ^Gentles all : 
mrayfid Spirits^ tbat batb dar^d^ 
mortby Scaffold^ to bring fortb 
m ObieB. Can tbu CocJ('Pit bold 
t folds of France f Or may loe cramme 
it fFooJden 0, tbe very Cosines 
affrigbt tbe Ayre at Agincourt t 
: fnce a crooJ^d Figure may 
^ittle place a Million^ 
Sf Cyphers to tbu great Accompt^ 



On your imaginarie Forces roorl^e, 

Suppoje 9itbin tbe Girdle of tbefe fValls 

Are no9 confined two migbtie Monarchies , 

Hl)ofe bigb ^vp-reared^and abutting Fronts p 

The perillom narrow Ocean parts thunder. 

Teeee out our in^rfeffions wit b your tbougbts : 

Into a tboujand parts dimde one Man^ 

And mal^ imaginarie Puijance. 

Tbini^ wben we tall(e of Horjes^tbat you fee tiemj 

Printing their frowd Hoofes Ptb^receiuing Earth : 

For *tuyour thoughts that now muft deci( our Kings f 

Carry them here and there : lumping o*re Times ; 

Turning t^ accompli figment ofmanyyeeres 

Into an Howre-glajffe : for tbe which Jupplie , 

Admit me Chorus to tbu HiRorie \ 

IVho Prologue-like^ your bumble patience pray f 

Gently to heare, \indlif to iudge our Play, 



Exit, 



fiASius Primus. Sccena Vrima. 



nter tbe two ^ijhops of Canterbury and Ely, 

^Jb, Cant, 

iY Lord, He tell you, that felfe Bill is vrg^d. 
Which in th*eleu£th yere of y laft Kings reign 
Was like, and had indeed againft ts paft. 
But that the fcambling and vnquiet time 
Did puih it out of firther queftion. 
r. But how my Lord ihall we refift it now ? 
ff . It moft be thought on:if it paflTe againft ts, 
the better halfe of our PolTeffion : 
le Temporall Lands, which men deuout 
nent haue gioen to the Church, 
ley ftrip from vs ; being valued thus, 
as would maintaine,to the Kings honor, 
ene Earles, and fiftecne hundred Knights, 
and and two hundred good Efquires t 
eliefe of Lasars,and wealce age 
!nt ^nt Soules,paft corporall toyle, 
ed Almes-houfeSyright vrell fupplyM : 
he Cofiers of the King befide, 
nd pounds by th*yeere. Thus runs the Bill. 
'^.This would drinke deepe. 
affr.*T would drinke the Cup and all. 
Vy.But what preuention ? 



Bijb. Cant, The King is full of grace , and &ire re- 
gard. 

BiJb.Sly, And a true louer of the holy Church. 

BiJb.Cant.Tht courfes of his youth promis*d it not. 
The breath no (boner left his Fathen body. 
But that his wildnefle, mortifyM in hun, 
SeemM to dye too : yea, at that very moment, 
Confideration like an Angell came. 
And whipt th*offending Adam out of him ; 
Leauing his body as a Paradife, 
T*inuelop and conuine Celaftiall Spirits. 
Neuer was fuch a fbdaine SchoUer made: 
Neuer came Reformation in a Flood, 
With fuch a heady currance fcowring faults : 
Nor neuer Hi Jlrtf-headed Wilfulnefle 
So foone did loofe his Seat ; and all at once ; 
As in this King. 

Bi/b.Ely, We are blefTed in the Change. 

BiJb,C^nt, Heare him but reafbn in Diuinitie ; 
And all-admiring, with an inward wiih 
You would defire the King were made a Prelate t 
Heare him debate of Common-wealth Affaires ; 
You would fay, it hath been all in all his ftudy : 
Lift his difcourfe of Warre ; and you fhall heare 
A fearefuU Battaile rendred you in Mufique. 

h Tume 
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Turne him to any Caufc of PolUcy, 

The Gordian Knot of it he will vnlooie. 

Familiar aa hia Garter : that when he fpeakea, 

The Ay re, a Chartered Libertine, is ftill, 

And the mute Wonder lurketh in mem eares. 

To fteale his fweet and honyed Sentences: 

So that the Art and Pradique part of Vift^ 

Mttft be the MiftreiTe to this Theoriqae. 

Which is a wonder how his Grace fhould gleane it, 

Since his addidHon was to Courfes vaine, 

His Companies vnletterM,rude,and ihallow, 

His Houres /ill*d vp with Ryots, Banquets, Sports; 

And neuer noted in him any ftudie. 

Any retyrement, any fequeftration. 

From open Haunts and Popularitie. 

B£ly. The Strawberry growes Tnderneath the Nettle, 
And holefome Berryes thriue and ripen beft. 
Neighbour^ by Fruit of bafer qualitie : 
And £o the Prince obrcur*d his Contemplation 
Vnder the Veyle of Wildneflc, which (no doubt) 
Grew like the Summer Grafle, fafteft by Night, 
Vnfeene, yet crefliue in his facultie. 

V.Catit. It muft be fo ; for Miracles are ceaft : 
And therefore vre muft needes admit the meanes , 
How things are perfe^ed. 

B,Ely. But my good Lord : 
How now for mittigation of this Bill, 
Vrg*d by the Commons ? doth his Maieftie 
Incline to it,or no ? 

B,C^f' ^e feemes indifferent : 
Or rather fwaying more vpon our part. 
Then cheriihing th*exhibiters againft vs: 
For I haue made an offer to his Maieftie, 
Vpon our Spirituall Conuocation, 
And in regard of Caufes now in hand, 
Which I haue opened to his Grace at large. 
As touching France, to giue a greater Summe, 
Then euer at one time the Clergie yet 
Did to his PredecefTors part withall* 

B,Sfy, How did this ofter feeme receiu*d,my Lord ? 

B. Cant, With good acceptance of his Maieftie t 
Saoe that there was not time enough to heare. 
As I perceiuM his Grace would faine haue done, 
The leueralls and Tnhidden paiTages 
Of his true Titles to fome certaine Dakedomes, 
And generally, to the Crowne and Seat of France, 
Deriu*d from Edtpard^Wn great Grandfather. 

^.Z^.What was th*impediment that broke this off? 

T.Cant. The French Embaffador vpon that inftant 
Crau*d audience ; and the howre I thinke is come. 
To giue him hearing : Is it fbure a Clock ? 

'B.Efy, It is. 

^.Qant, Then goe we in, to know his Embaftie: 
Which I could with a ready guefle declare. 
Before the Frenchman fpeake a word of it, 

'B.Eiy. He wait vpon you, and I long to heare it. 
Sxaat, 
Enter the King^ Humfrey^ ^dford^ Clarence ^ 
fFan^ic^, 9FtSmerUnid^and Exeter, 

JCrfff. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury f 

Exeter, Not here in pre(ence« 

King, Send for him, good Vnckle. 

fVefim. Shall we call in th*Ambaffador,my Liege? 

King. Not yet, my Coufin: we would be rcfoluM, 
Before we heare him, of fome things of weight. 
That taske our thoughts, concerning vs and France, 



Enter ftro ^i/bofs, 

T, Cant, God and his Angels guard your facred Throne, 
And make you long become it. 

King. Sure we thanke you. 
My learned Lord,we pray you to proceed. 
And iuftly and religiouHy vnfold. 
Why the Law &/%,that they haue in France, 
Or ftiould or ihould not barre vs in our Clayme t 
And God forbid ,my deare and faithfull Lord, 
That you fhould fiifhion, wreft, or bow your reading. 
Or nicely charge your vnderftanding Soule, 
With opening Titles mifcreate, whofe right 
Sutes not in natiue coloun with the truth : 
For God doth know, how many now in health. 
Shall drop their blood , in approbation 
Of what your reuerence fhall incite vs to. 
Therefore uke heed how you impawne our Perfon, 
How you awake our deeping Sword of Warre; 
We charge you in the Name of God take heed : 
For neuer two fuch Kingdomes did contend. 
Without much fall of blood, whofe guiltleffe drops 
Are euery one, a Woe, a fore Complaint, 
*Gainft him, whofe wrongs giucs edge vnto the Swordi, 
That makes fuch wafte in briefe mortalitie. 
Vnder this Coniuration ,rpeake my Lord : 
For we will heare, note, and beleeue in heart, 
That what you fpeake, is in vour Confcience vraflit. 
As pore as finne with Baptiime. 

*B.Can.Thtn heare me gracious Soueraign,&you Peen, 
That owe your felueSjyour liues,and feruices. 
To this Imperiall Throne. There is no barre 
To make againft your HighnefTe Clayme to France, 
But this which they produce from Pbaramond^ 
In terram Sallcam AiuUeres ne fuccedaul^ 
No Woman fhall fucceed in Saline Land : 
Which Sali1(e Land,the French vniuftly gloae 
To be the Realme of France, and Pbaramond 
The founder of this Law, and Female Barre. 
Yet their owne Authors faithfiilly affirme. 
That the Land Salil^ is in Germanie, 
Betweene the Floods of Sab and of Elue : 
Where Cbaries the Great hauing fubdu*d the Saxons, 
There left behind and fettled certaine French : 
Who holding in difdaine the German Women, 
For fome di^oneft manners of their life, 
Eftablifht then this Law; to wit, No Female 
Should be Inheritrix in Sa/ii(e Land : 
Which San^e (as I faid) *twixt Elue and Sala, 
Is at this day in Germanie, caird Meijen. 
Then doth it well appeare, the Sali\e Law 
Was not deuifed for the Realme of France : 
Nor did the French pofTefTe the Sallkf Land, 
Vnall foure hundred one and twentie yeeres 
After defimdion of King Pbaramond^ 
Idlv fuppos^d the founder of this Law, 
Who died within the yeere of our Redemption, 
Foure hundred twentie fix : and Cbaries the Great 
SubduM the Saxons, and did feat the French 
Beyond the Riuer Sala, in the yeere 
Eight hundred fine. Befides, their Writers fay. 
King Pephy which depofed Cbilderii^y 
Did as Heire General 1, being defcended 
Of BlitbildfWhich. was Daughter to King Qptbair^ 
Make Clayme and Title to the Crowne of France, 
Hugb Capet alio, who vfurpt the Crowne 
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Duke of Loraine, fole Hcire male 
ne and Stock of Charles the Great : 
tie with fome ihewes of truth, 
e truth it was corrupt and naught, 
tlk. as th*Heire to th* Lady Lingsre^ 
iorUmaine fWho was the Sonne 
lmperour,and Le»es the Sonne 
Great talfo King Lev^s the Tenth, 
Heire to the Viurper Cafet^ 
)e qiuet in his confcience, 
!rowne of France, *till fatisfied, 
ene I/ahelyhiM Grandmother, 

* the Lady Ermengare^ 

larlet the forefaid Duke of Loraine : 

Marriage,the Lyne of Cbarlet the Great 

to the Crovme of France. 

tre as is the Summers Sunne, 

tie, and Hugh Capet m Clayme, 

\ fatis&^on, all appeare 

;ht and Title of the Female t 

tgs of France vnto this day. 

^ould hold vp this Salique Law, 

HighnefTe clayming firom the Female, 

jfe to hide them in a Net, 

> imbarre their crooked Titles, 

Ml and your Progenitors. 

Mrith right and confcience make this claim ? 

le finne vpon my head, dread Soueraigne : 

ke of Numbers is it writ, 

I dyes, let the Inheritance 

he Daughter. Gracious Lord, 

owne,vnwind your bloody Flagge, 

Co your mighde Anceftors : 

Lord, to your great GrandHres Tombe, 

>u clayme \ inuoke his Warlike Spirit, 

t Vnckles,£^ar^ the Black Prince, 

rench ground playM a Tragedie, 

on the /ull Power of France: 

ft mighde Father on a Hill 

:o behold his Lyons Whelpe 

>d of French Nobilitie. 

(h, that could entertaine 

ir Forces, the full pride of France, 

T halfe flaind laughing by. 

Ice, and cold for adtion. 

:e remembrance of theie valiant dead, 

puiflTant Arme renew their Feats ; 
^eirc, you fit vpon their Throne : 

Courage that renowned them, 
^elnes : and my thrice-puiflTant Liege 
Vf ay-Morne of his Youth, 
Its and mightie Enterprises, 
brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
that you fliould rowfe your felfe, 
ner Lyons of your Blood. (mightj 

now your Grace hath caufe,and means ,and 
lighneiTe : neuer King of England 
her, and more loyall Subieds, 
laue left their bodyes here in Engbnd, 
onM in the fields of France. 
et their bodyes follow my deare Liege 
nd Sword and Fire, to win your Right : 
)f,we of the Spiritualtie 

* HighnefTe fuch a mightie Summe, 
le Clergie at one time 

' of your Anceflors. 



King, We muft not onely arme t*inuade the French, 
But lay downe our proportions, to defend 
Againft the Scot, who will make roade Tpon ts. 
With all aduanuges. 

BiJb.CoH. They oi thofe Marches, gracious Soueraign, 
Shall be a Wall fufficient to defend 
Our in-land from the pilfering Borderers. 

King* We do not meane the courfing (hatchers onely. 
But feare the maine intendment of the Scot, 
Who hath been flill a giddy neighbour to ts; 
For you ihall reade, that my great Grand&tber 
Neuer went with his forces into France, 
But that the Scot, on his vnfurniiht Kingdome, 
Came pouring like the Tyde into a breach. 
With ample and brim fulneffe of his force. 
Galling the gleaned Land with hot AfTayes, 
Girding with grjeuous fiege,Caftles and Townes: 
That England being emptie of defence. 
Hath ihooke and trembled at th*ill neighbourhood • 
^.Gw.She hath bin the more feared thS harm*d, my Liege: 
For heare her but examplM by her felfe. 
When all her Cheualrie hath been in France, 
And ihee a mourning Widdow of her Nobles, 
Shee hath her felfe not onely well defended. 
But taken and impounded as a Stray, 
The King of Scots: whom ihee did fend to France, 
To fill King Ed'vards fame with prifbner Kings, 
And make their Chronicle as rich with prayfe, 
As is the Owfe and bottome of the Sea 
With funken Wrack, and fum-leffe Treafuries. 

BlJb.Ely, But there*8 a faying very old and true. 
If that you wll France mn^tbtn with Scotland Jir3 begia. 
For once the Eagle (England) being in prev. 
To her vnguarded Neft^the Weazell (Scot) 
Comes fneaking,and fo fucks her Princely Egges, 
Playing the Moufe in abience of the Cat, 
To tame and hauocke more then ihe can eate. 

Exet. It followes theu, the Cat mufl fby at home. 
Yet that 'is but a crufh*d neceisity. 
Since we haue lockes to iafegard neceifaries. 
And pretty traps to catch the petty theeues . 
While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Th*aduifed bead defends it felfe at home: 
For Gouernment, though high, and low, and lower, 
Put into parts, doth keepe in one confent, 
Congreeing in a full and natural clofe , 
Like Muficke. 

Cant, Therefore doth heauen diuide 
The ftate of man in diuers functions. 
Setting endeuour in continual motion: 
To which is fixed as an ayme or butt. 
Obedience: for fo worke the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 
The AGt of Order to a peopled Kingdome* 
They haue a King, and Officers of forts, 
^ Where fome like Magiftrates corxt€t at home: 
Others, like Merchants venter Trade abroad: 
Others, like Souldiers armed in their flings. 
Make boote vpon the Summers Veluet buddes: 
Whiph pillage, they with merry march bring home 
To the Tent-royal of their Emperor : 
Who bufied in his Maieflies furueyes 
The finging Mafons building roofes of Gold, 
The ciuil Citizens kneading vp the hony j 
The poore Mechanicke Porters, crowding in 
Their heauy burthens at his narrow gate : 

h 2 The 



72 



The Life of Henry the Fift. 



The iad-«yM luftice with his furly humme, 

Deliuering ore to Executors pale 

The lazie yawning Drone : I this infi^rrey 

That many things hauing full reference 

To one con(ent,may worke contrarioufly, 

As many Arrowes loofed feuerall wayes 

Come to one marke : as many wayes meet in one towne, 

As many freih ftreames meet in one (alt (ea ; 

As many Lynes clofe in the Dials center : 

So may a thouiand adUons once a fbote, 

And in one purpofe, and be all well borne 

Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 

Diuide your happy England into fbure, 

Whereof, take you one quarter into France, 

And you withall (hall make all Gallia ihake. 

If we with thrice fuch powers left at home, 

Cannot defend our owne doores from the dogge, 

Let Ts be worried, and our Nation lofe 

The name of hardinefTe and policie. 

King, Call in the MelTengers fent from the Dolphin. 
Now are we well refoluM, and by Gods helpe 
And yours, the noble finewes of our power, 
France being ours, wee^l bend it to our Awe, 
Or breake it all to peeces. Or there wee'l fit, 
(Ruling in large and ample Emperie, 
Ore France, and all her (almoft) Kingly Dukedomes) 
Or lay thefe bones in an vnworthy Vrne, 
TomblefTe, with no remembrance ouer them : 
Either our Hifkory fhall with full mouth 
Speake freely of our Ads, or elfe our graue 
Like Turkiih mute, (hall haue a tonguelefTe mouth, 
Not worfhipt with a waxen Epitaph. 

Enttr Amhajfadort tf Franei. 
Now are we well prepared to know the pleafure 
Of our fiure Cofin Dolphin : for we heare. 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 

jlmb* May*t pleafe your Maieflie to giue vs leaue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge ; 
Or fhall we fparingly fhew you hxxt off 
The Dolphins meauing, and our Embafsie. 

King, We are no Tyrant, but a ChrifKan King, 
Vnto whofe grace our pafsion is as fubied 
As is our wretches fettred in our prifons. 
Therefore with franke and with vncurbed plainnefle. 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Anb. Thus than in few : 
Your HighnefTe lately fending into France, 
Did claime fome certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
Of your great PredecefTor, King Edward the third. 
In anfwer of which claime, the Prince our Mafler 
Sayes,that you fauour too much of your youth. 
And bids you be aduis*d : There's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne : 
You cannot reuell into Dukedomes there. 
He therefore fends you meeter for your fpirit 
This Tun of Treafure; and in lieu of this, 
Defires you let the dukedomes that you claime 
Heare no more of you. This the Dolphin fpeakes. 

King. What Treafure Vnde ? 

Sxe, Tennis balles, my Liege. 

jn», We are glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with vs. 
His Prefent, and your paines we thanke you for : 
When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe Balles, 
We will in France (by Gods grace) play a fet. 
Shall ilrike his Others Crowne into the hazard. 
Tell him, he hath made a match with fuch a Wrangler, 



That all the Courts of France will be di(hirb*d 

With Chaces. And we vnderftand him well. 

How he comes o*re vs with our wilder dayes, 

Not meafuring what vfe we made of them. 

We neuer valew'd this poore feate of England, 

And therefore liuing hence, did giue our felie 

To barbarous licenfe *. As *tis euer common. 

That men are merrieil, when they are from home. 

But tell the fDolphin, I will keepe my State, 

Be like a King, and (hew my fayle of GreatnefTe, 

When I do row(e me in my Throne of France* 

For that I haue layd by my Maief^ie, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes : 

But I will rife there with fo full a glorie. 

That I will dazle all the eyes of France, 

Yea ftrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs. 

And tell the plea(ant Prince, this Mocke of his 

Hath turned his balles to Gun-ftones, and his foule 

Shall ftand fore charged, for the wallefull vengeance 

That (hall flye with them : for many a thoufand widows 

Shall this his Mocke, mocke out of their deer hnsbandi; 

Mocke mothers firom their fonnes,mock Caftles downe: 

And (bme are yet vngotten and vnbome. 

That (hal haue caufe to curfe the Dolphins fcome. 

But this lyes all within the wil of God, 

To whom I do appeale, and in whofe name 

Tel you the fDolphinf I am comming on. 

To Tenge me as I may, and to put forth 

My rightfull hand in a wel-hallowM caufe. 

So get you hence in peace : And tell the DoipAin, 

His Ie(l will fauour but of (hallow wit, 

When thou(ands weepe more then did laugh at it. 

Conuey them with fafe condud. Fare you well. 

Exeunt Amhaffkd»s. 

Ext. This was a merry MefTage, 

King, We hope to mdce the Sender blu(h at it : 
Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy howre. 
That may giue furtherance to our Expedition : 
For we haue now no thought in vs but France, 
Saue thofe to God, that runne before our bufinefTe. 
Therefore let our proportions for thefe Warres 
Be foone collected, and all things thought vpon. 
That may with reafonable fwiftnefTe adde 
More Feathers to our Wings : for God before, 
Wee'le chide this Dolphin at his fathers doore. 
Therefore let euery man now taske his thought. 
That this falre Adion may on foot be brought* ExwA, 

Flourijb, Enter Chorus, 
Now all the Youth of England are on fire. 
And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 
Now thriue the Armorers, and Honors thought 
Reignes folely in the breaft of euery man. 
They fell the Pafture now, to buy the Horfe; 
Following the Mirror of all Chriftian Kings, 
With winged heeles,as Englifh Mercuries, 
For now fits Expe^tion in the Ayre, 
And hides a Sword, from Hilts vnto the Point, 
With Crownes Imperiall, Crownes and Coronets, 
Promised to Harry, and his followers. 
The French aduis*d by good intelligence 
Of this moft dreadfiiU preparation, 
Shake in their feare,and with pale Pollicy 
Seeke to diuert the Englifh purpofes. 
O England: Modell to thy inward GreatnefTe, 
Like little Body with a mightie Heart: 

What I 
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lightft thou do, that honour would thee do, 
1 thy children Jcinde and naturall : 
thy fault France hath in thee found out, 
>f hollow bofomes, which he filles 
eacherouf Crownes, and three corrupted men: 
cbmrd £arle of Cambridge, and the fecond 
ord Scroefe ofcMaJbam, and the third 
Mtf Grey Knight of Northumberland, 
r the Gilt of France (O guilt indeed) 
I'd ConTpiracy with fcarcfiill France, 
their hands, this grace of Kings muft dye. 
and Treafon hold their promifes, 
ake ihip for France ; and in Southampton, 
rour patience on, and wee*l digeft 
e of diftance; force a play : 
nme is payde, the Traitors are agreed, 
ng is fct from London, and the Scene 
tnmfported (Gentles) to Southampton^ 
I the Play-houfe now, there muft you fit, 
;nce to France ihall we conuey you fafe, 
ng you backe: Charming the narrow feas 
you gentle PafTe s for if we may, 
ot offend one fh>macke with our Play, 
the King come forth, and not dll then, 
Hithampton do we ihift our Scene. Sxit 

ter Corporall Nymy and Lieutenant fBardoIff* 

Well met Qorporall Nym. 

Good morrow Lieutenant ^Bardoife. 
What, are Ancient Piftoll and you friends yet ? 

For my part, I care not : I fay little : but when 
ill ferae, there Hull be fmiles, but that (hall be as 

I dare not fight, but I will winke and holde out 
on : it is a fimple one, but what though ? It will 
leefe, and it will endure cold, as another mans 
nil : and there's an end. 

I will beftow a breakfaft to make you fricndes, 
si bee all three fwome brothers to France : Let't 
K>d Corporall Nym, 

.Faith, I will liue fo long as I may, that's the cer- 
it : and when 1 cannot Hue any longer, I will doe 
y : That is my reft, that is the rendeuous of it. 

It is certaine Corporall, that he is marryed to 
ifiVi^/y, and certainly (he did you wrong, for you 
)th-plight to her. 

. I cannot tell, Things muft be as they may:men 
epe, and they may haue their throats about them 
time, and fome fay, kniues haue edges : It muft 
may, though patience be a tyred name, yet fhec 
xide, there muft be Conclufions, well, I cannot 

Enter Tiftolt^ & Quickly. 
Heere comes Ancient Piftoll and his wife: good 
ill be patient heere. How now mine Hoafte Pi- 

Bafe Tyke, caPft thou mee Hoftc, now by this 
fweare I fcorne the terme : nor (ball my Nel keep 

No by my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge 
ird a dozen or fourteene Gentlewomen that liue 
f by the pricke of their Needles, but it will bee 
: we kecpe a Bawdy-houfe ftraight. O welliday 
r he be not hewne now, we (hall fee wilfiil adulte- 
murther committed. 
Good Lieutenant, good Corporal offer nothing 
Nym, Piih. 



Plft. Piih for thee, Ifland dogge : thou prickeard cur 
oflfland. 

Hoft, Good Corporall Nym fhew thy valor, and put 
vp your fword. 

Nym. Will you fhogge off? I would haue you folus. 

Pft. Solus, egregious dog ? O Viper vile j The folus 
in thy moft meruailous face, the folus in thy teeth, and 
in thy throate, and in thy hatefull Lungs,yea in thy Maw 
perdy j and which is worfe, within thy naftie mouth. I 
do retort the folus in thy bowels, for 1 can take, and Pi- 
ftuls cocke is vp, and ftafhing fire will follow. 

Nym, I am not ^Barhajttn^ you cannot coniure mee : I 
haue an humor to knocke you indifferently well : If you 
grow fowle with me Piftoll, I will fcoure you with my 
Rapier, as I may, in fayre tearmes. If you would walke 
off, I would pricke your guts a little in good tearmes, as 
I may, and that's the humor of it. 

Plft, O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight, 
The Graue doth gape, and doting death is neere. 
Therefore exhale. 

^Bar. Heare me, heare me what I fay: Hee that ftrikes 
the firft fh-oake, He run him vp to the hilts, as I am a fol- 
dier. 

Pift, An oath of mickle might,and fury fhall abate. 
Giuc me thy fift, thy fore-foote to me giue : Thy fpirites 
are moft tall. 

Nym. I will cut thy throate one time or other in faire 
termes, that is the humor of it. 

Piftoll. Couple agorge, that is the word. I dcfie thee a- 
gaine.G hound of Creet, think'ft thou my fpoufe to get ? 
No, to the fpittle goe, and firom the Poudring tub of in- 
famy, fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Crejids kinde, Doll 
Teare-Jbeete, (he by name, and her efpoule. I haue, and I 
will hold the Quondam Quiel^ly for the onely fhee : and 
Paucay there's enough to go to. 
Enter the Boy. 

^cy. Mine Hoaft Viftoll^ you muft come to my May- 
ffer, and your Hofteffe:He is very ficke,& would to bed. 
Good Bardolfe^ put thy face betwcene his fheets, and do 
the Office of a Warming-pan : Faith, he's very ill. 

^ard. Away you Rogue. 

Hoft, By my troth he'l yeeld the Crow a pudding one 
of thcfc dayes: the King has kild his heart. Good Huf- 
band come home prefently. Exit 

Bar, Come, (bail I make you two friends. Wee muft 
to France together: why the diuel fhould we keep kniues 
to cut one anothers throats? 

Pift, Let floods ore-fwell, and fiends for food howle 
on. 

Nym. You'l pay me the eight fhillings I won of you 
at Betting? 

Tift. Bafe is the Slaue that payes. 

Nym, That now I wil haue: that's the humor of it. 

Plft. As manhood fhal compound: pufh home. Draw 

Bard. By this fword, hee that makes the firft thruft. 
He kill him : By this fword, I wil. 

Pi. Sword is an Oath,& Oaths muft haue their courfe 

Bar, Coporall Nym^U thou wilt be friends be firends, 
and thou wilt not, why then be enemies with me to:pre- 
thee put vp. 

Plft, A Noble (halt thou haue, and prefent pay, and 
Liquor likewife will I giue to thee, and friendfhippe 
ihall combync, and brotherhood. He liue by NymmeySc 
Nymme ihall liue by me, is not this iuft ? For I ihal Sut- 
ler be vnto the Campe, and profits will accrue. Giuc mee 
thy hand. 

h 3 Nym. 
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Nym. I ihali haue my Noble? 

Pift. In cafli, mod iuftly payd. 

Nym. Well, then that the humor oft. 
Snter Hofteffe. 

Ho/i, As euer you come of women, come in quickly 
to fir lobti : A poore heart, hee is fo fiiaicM of a burning 
quotidian Tertian, that it is moft lamentable to behold. 
Sweet men, come to him. 

Nym. The King hath run bad humors on the Knight, 
that s the euen of it. 

fiji. Nym, thou haft fpoke the right, his heart is fi'a- 
€tcd and corroborate. 

Nym. The King is a good King, but it muft bee as it 
may : he paiTes fome humon, and carreeres. 

Pift. Let vs condole the Knight, for (Lambekins)we 
will liue. 

Enter Exeter, Bedford, & Wefimerland. 

^d Fort God his Grace is bold to truft thefe traitors 

Exe. They Hull be apprehended by and by. 

M^.How fmooth and euen they do bear themfelues, 
As if allegeance in their bofomes fate 
Crowned with faith, and conftant loyalty. 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend. 
By interception, which they dreame not of. 

Exe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow. 
Whom he hath duird and cloyM with gracious fauours j 
That he fliould for a fbrraigne purfe, fo fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and treachery, 

Sound Trumpets, 
Enter the King, Scroope, Cambridge, and Gray, 

King, Now fits the winde faire, and we will aboord. 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kinde Lord of Majbam, 
And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts: 
Thinke you not that the powres we beare with vs 
Will cut their pafTage through the force of France ? 
Doing the execution, and the adle. 
For which we haue in head afTembled them. 

Scro, No doubt my Liege, if each man do his beft. 

King, I doubt not that, fince we are well perfwaded 
We carry not a heart with ys from hence. 
That growes not in a faire confent with ours: 
Nor leaue not one behinde, that doth not wifh 
Succefife and Conqueft to attend on vs« 

Cam* Neuer was Monarch better fear*d and Iou*d, 
Then is your Maiefty ; there*s not I thinke a fubie^ 
That fits in heart-greefe and vneafinefTe 
Vnder the f'weet fhade of your gouernment. 

Kni, True : thofe that were your Fathers enemies, 
Haue fteepM their gauls in hony, and do feme you 
With hearts create of duty, and of seale. 

King. We therefore haue great caufe of thankfulnes. 
And wall forget the office of our hand 
Sooner then quittance of defert and merit. 
According to the weight and worthineiTe. 

Scro. So feruice (lull with fteeled finewes toyle. 
And labour fhall refreih it felfe with hope 
To do your Grace incefifant feruices. 

King. We ludge no lefle. Vnkle of Sxeter, 
In large the man committed yefterday. 
That rayrd againft our perfon: We confider 
It was excefTe of Wine that (et him on. 
And on his more aduice. We pardon him. 

Scro. That's mercy, but too mueh fecurity : 
Let him be punifli'd Soueraigne, leaft example 
Breed (by his fufferance) more of fuch a kind. 

Kiug. O let v% yet be merciful!. 



Cam. So may your Highnefre,and yet puniih too. 

Grey. Sir, you ihew great mercy if you giue him life. 
After the tafte of much corre^on. 

lOng. Alas, your too much loue and care of me. 
Are heauy Ori(ons*gainft this poore wretch: 
If little faults proceeding on diftemper. 
Shall not be winkM at, how fhall we ftretch our eye 
When capitall crimes, chewM, fwallowM, and digefted, 
Appeare before vs ? Wee*l yet inlarge that man. 
Though Cambridge, Scroope, and Gray, in their deere care 
And tender preferuation of our perfon 
Wold haue him punifh'd.And now to our French caufes, 
Who are the late Commifiioners ? 

Cam. I one my Lord, 
Your HighneiTe bad me aske for it to day. 

Scro. So did you noe my Liege. 

Gray. And I my Royall Soueraigne. 

^<ii|^.Then RicbardlAvXt of Cambridge, there is yotus 
There yours Lord Scroope ofcMaJbam, and Sir Knight : 
Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours : 
Reade them, and know I know your worthineiTe. 
My Lord of fTefimeriand, and Vnkle Exeter, 
We will aboord to night. Why how now Gentlemen? 
What fee you in thofe papers, that you loofe 
So much complexion ? Looke ye how they change : 
Their cheekes are paper. Why, what reade you there, 
That haue fo cowarded and chac*d your blood 
Out of apparance. 

Calk. I do confefTe my fault. 
And do fubmit me to your HighnefTe mercy* 

Gray. Scro. To which we all appeale. 

King. The mercy that was quicke in vs but late. 
By your owne counfaile is fuppreft and kiird : 
You muft not dare (for ihame)to talke of mercy. 
For your owne reafons turne into your bofomes, 
As dogs vpon their maifters, worrying you : 
See you my Princes, and my Noble Peeres, 
Thefe Englifh monfters : My Lord of Cambridge heere, 
You know how apt our loue was, to accord 
To fumifh with all appertinents 
Belonging to his Honour ; and this man. 
Hath for a few light Crownes, lightly confpirM 
And fworne vnto the pradifes of France 
To kill vs heere in Hampton. To the which. 
This Knight no lefTe for bounty bound to Vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath lilcewife fworne. But 0, 
What fhall I fay to thee Lord &ro0^, thou cruell, 
Ingratefull, fauage,and inhumane Creature? 
Thou that didft beare the key of all my counfailes. 
That knew*ft the very bottome of my foule. 
That (almoft^ might'ft haue coynM me into Golde, 
Would'ft thou haue pra^lisM on me, for thy vfe ? 
May it be pofuble, that forraigne hyer 
Could out of thee cxtnCt one fparke of euill 
That might annoy my finger ? *Tis fo ftrange. 
That though the truth of it (bnds off as grolTe 
As blacke and white, my eye will fcarfely fee it. 
Treafon,and murther, euer kept together. 
As two yoake diuels fwQrne to eythers purpofe. 
Working fo grofTely in an natural! caufe. 
That admiration did not hoope at them. 
But thou (gainft all proportion) didft bring in 
Wonder to waite on treafon, and on murther : 
And whatfoeuer cunning fiend it was 
That wrought vpon thee fo prcpofteroufly. 
Hath got the voyce in hell for excellence : 

And 
_ - ^ 
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lis that fuggeft by treafons, 
)ungle vp damnation, 
colours, and with formes being fetcht 
fcmblances of piety : 
nper*d thee, bad thee ftand vp, 
nilance why thou fliouldft do treafon, 
thee with the name of Traitor, 
emon that hath guird thee thus, 
} Lyon-gate waike the whole world, 
ne to vaftie Tartar backe, 
!gions, I can neuer win 
as that £ngli(hmans. 
hou with iealoufte infeded 
of affiance? Shew men dutiful!, 
lou : feeme they graue and learned ? 
lou. Come they of Noble Family ? 
lou.Seemc they religious ? 
lOU. Or are they fpare in diet , 
e pafsion, or of mirth, or anger, 
it, not fweruing with the blood, 
eck*d in modeft complement, 
ith the eye, without the eare, 
$ed iudgement trufling neither, 
ely boulted didft thou feeme : 
ill hath left a kinde of blor, 
\ill fraught man, and beft indued 
ition, I will weepe for thee, 
sf thine, me thinkes is like 
Man« Their faults are open, 
the anfwer of the Law, 
c them of their pradlifes. 
\ thee of High Treafon, by the name of 
f Cambridge . 
of High Treafon, by the name of T7>omat 

of High Treafon by the name ofTbcmas 
r Northumberland. 
rpofes, God iuftly hath difcouer*d, 
y fault more then my djeath, 
h your HighnefTe to forgiue, 
ixly pay the price of it. 
, the Gold of France did not feduce, 
admit it as a motiue, 
ffe^ what I intended : 
nked fbr preuention, 
ance heartily will reioyce, 
, and you, to pardon mee. 
did faithfull fubie^l more reioyce 
r of moft dangerous Treafon, 
is houre ioy ore my felfe, 
a damned enterprise j 
3t my body, pardon Soueraigne. 
juit you in his mercy: Hear your fentcnce 
ir*d againft Our Royall perfon, 
snemy proclaim*d,and from his Coffers, 
dlden Earneft of Our death : 
>uld haue fold your King to flaughter, 
1 his Peeres to feruitude, 
>pprefsion, and contempt, 
Kingdome into defolation : 
srfon, feeke we no reuenge, 
gdomes fafety luuft fo tender, 
u fought, that to her Lawes 
ou. Get you therefore hence, 
e wretches )to your death: 
of, God of his mercy giuc 



You patience to indure, and true Repentance 
Of all your deare offences. Beare them hence. Sxit. 

Now Lords for France : the enterprife whereof 
Shall be to you as vs,like glorious. 
We doubt not of a faire and luckie Warre, ' 

Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light 
This dangerous Treafon, lurking in our way. 
To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now. 
But euery Rubbe is fmoothed on our way. 
Then forth, deare Countreymen : Let vs deliuer 
Our PuifTance into the hand of God, 
Putting it flraight in expedition. 
Chearely to Sea, the fignes of Warre aduance. 
No King of England, if not King of France. Fhurijb, 

Enter Pijioll^ Nim^^ardolpby ^oy , and Hoftrjfe. 
Hoftejfe, Try thee honey fweet Husband, let me bring 
thee to Staines. 

Pifioll. No : for my manly heart doth erne, ^ardolpb^ 
be blythe: iV7m,cowfe thy vaunting Veines: Boy, brilsle 
thy Courage vp : for Falftaffe hee is dead, and wee muft 
erne therefore. 

'Bard. Would I were with him, wherefomere hee is, 
eyther in Heauen,or in Hell. 

Hofiejfe. Nay fure, hee*s not in Hell t hee*s in Arthurs 
Bofome,if euer man went to Arthurs Bofome : a made a 
finer end, and went away and it had beene any Chriflome 
Child: a parted eu'n iuft betweene Twelue and One,eu*n 
at the turning o*th*Tyde: for after I faw him fumble with 
the Sheets, and plav with Flowers, and fmile vpon his fin- 
gers end, I knew there was but one way: for his Nofe was 
as fharpe as a Pen, and a Table of greene fields. How now 
Sir John (quoth I f ) what man ? be a good cheare : fo a 
cryed out, God, God, God, three or foure times : now I, 
to comfort him, bid him a fhould not thinke of God ; I 
hop*d there was no neede to trouble himfelfe mth any 
fuch thoughts yet : fo a bad me lay more Clothes on his 
feet : I put my hand into the Bed, and folt them, and thev 
were as cold as any ftone : then I folt to his knees, and fo 
vp-peer*d,and vp ward, and all was as cold as any flone. 
Nim. They fay he cryed out of Sack. 
Hojieje. I, that a did. 
^Bard. And of Women. 
Hofiejfe, Nay, that a did not. 

Boy. Yes that a did, and faid they were Deules incar- 
nate. 

^oman. A could neuer abide Carnation, *twas a Co- 
lour he neuer lik*d. 

9oy. A faid once, the Deule would haue him about 
Women. 

Hofiejfe. A did in fome fort (indeed) handle Women: 
but then hee was rumadque, and talk'd of the Whore of 
Babylon. 

ivy. Doe you not remember a faw a Flea flicke vpon 
Bardolphs Nofe, and a faid it was a blacke Soule burning 
in Hell. 

Bard. Well, the fuell is gone that maintained that fire : 
that*s all the Riches 1 got in his feruice. 

Ntm. Shall wee fhogg? the King will be gone from 
Southampton. 

Pifi. Come, let's away. My Loue,giue me thy Llppes : 
Looke to my Chattels, and my Moueables : Let Sences 
rule : The world b, Pitch and pay: truft none: for Oathes 
are Strawes, mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes, and hold-foft 
is the onely Dogge : My Ducke, therefore Caueto bee 
thy Counfailor. Goe , cleare thy Chryilalls. Yoke- 
fcllowes in Armes , let vs to France , like Horfe- 

leeches 
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leeches my Boyes, to fucke, to fucke, the very blood to 
fucke. 

^y. And that's but vnwholefomc food, they fay. 

^'^. Touch her foft mouth, and march. 

Bard, Farwell Hofteflc. 

Ntm, I cannot kilTe , that is the humor of it : but 
adieu. 

Fiji. Let Hufwiferie appeare: keepe clofe , I thee 
command. 

Hoftejfe^ Farwell : adieu. Exeunt 

Flourijb, 
Enter the French King, the Dolpbinytbt Dukft 
of^erry and ^ritaine. 

King. Thus comes the Englifli with full power vpon vs, 
And more then carefully it vs concernes, 
To anfwer Royally in our defences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine, 
Of Brabant and of Orleance.fhall make forth, 
And you Prince Dolphin, with all fwift difpatch 
To lyne and new repayre our Townes of Warre 
With men of courage, and with meanes defendant: 
For England his approaches makes as fierce. 
As Waters to the fucking of a Gulfe. 
It fits vs then to be as prouident, 
As feare may teach vs,out of late examples 
Left by the fatal I and negleded Englifh, 
Vpon our fields. 

Dolphin. My mod redoubted Father, 
It is moft meet we arme vs *gainft the Foe : 
For Peace it felfe fliould not fo dull a Kingdome, 
(Though War nor no knowne Quarrel were in queftion) 
But that Defences, Mufters, Preparations, 
Should be maintained, aiTembled, and colle^ed, 
As were a Warre in expeftation. 
Therefore I fay, *tis meet we all goe forth, 
To view the fick and feeble parts of France : 
And let vs doe it with no (hew of feare. 
No, with no more,then if we heard that England 
Were bufied with a Whitfon Morris-dance : 
For, my good Liege, fhee is fo idly King'd, 
Her Scepter fo phantaftically borne. 
By a vaine giddie fliallow humorous Youth, 
That feare attends her not. 

CanS. O peace, Prince Dolphin, 
You are too much mifhiken in this King : 
Queftion your Grace the late Embafladors, 
With what great State he heard their Embaflie, 
How well fupply'd with Noble Councellors, 
How modeft in exception ; and withall. 
How terrible in conftant refolution : 
And you ihall find, his Vanities fore-fpent. 
Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus, 
Couering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly ; 
As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thofe Roots 
That Hull firft rpring,and be moft delicate. 

Dolphin, Well,*tis not fo,my Lord High Conftable. 
But though we thinke it fo,it is no matter: 
In cafes of defence,*tis beft to weigh 
The Enemie more mightie then he feemes. 
So the proportions of defence are fillM : 
Which of a weake and niggardly proie£lion, 
Doth like a Mifer fpoyle his Coat, with fcanting 
A little Cloth. 

King. Thinke we King Harry ftrong : 
And Princes, looke you ftrongly arme to meet him. 
The Kindred of him hath beene flcflit vpon vs : 



And he is bred out of that bloodie ftraine, 
That haunted vs in our familiar Pathes : 
Witnefle our too much memorable fhame. 
When Crefly Battell fauUy was ftrucke, 
And all our Princes.captiu*d,by the hand 
Of that black Name,£^wtfr«/, black Prince of Wales : 
Whiles that his Mountaine Sire, on Mountaine flandiag 
Vp in the Ayre,crownM with the Golden Sunne, 
Saw his Heroicall Seed, and fmil'd to fee him 
Mangle the Worke of Nature, and deface 
The Patternes,that by God and by French Fathers 
Had twentie yeeres been made. This is a Stem 
Of that Vidlorious Stock : and let vs feare 
The Natiue mightineiTe and fate of him. 
Enter a ^Mejfenger, 
cMeJf. EmbaiTadors from Hatry King of England, 
Doe craue admittance to your Maieftie. 

King. Weele giue them prefent audience. 
Goe, and bring them. 
You fee this Chafe is hotly followed, friends. 

Dolphin, Turne head, and ftop purfuit:for coward Dogs 
Moft fpend their mouths,whe what they feem to threaten 
Runs fiirre before them. Good my Soueraigne 
Take vp the Englifh fhort,and let them kdow 
Of what a Monarchie you are the Head : 
Selfe-loue,my Liege, is not fo vile a finne, 
As felfe-negleding. 

Enter Exeter. 

King. From our Brother of England ? 

Exe. From him, and thus he greets your MaiefUe: 
He wills you in the Name of God Almightie, 
That you deueft your felfe, and lay apart 
The borrowed Glories, that by gift of Heauen, 
By Law of Nature, and of Nations, longs 
To him and to his Heires, namely, the Crowne, 
And all wide-ftretched Honors, that pertaine 
By Cuftome, and the Ordinance of Times ,' 
Vnto the Crowne of France : that you may know 
*Tis no finifter, nor no awk-ward Clayme, 
Pickt firom the worme-holes of long-vaniiht dayes, 
Nor firom the duft of old Obliuion rakt. 
He fends you this moft memorable Lyne, 
In euery Branch truly demonftratiue j 
Willing you ouer-looke this Pedigree : 
And when you find him euenly deriu*d 
From his moft fiam*d, of famous Anceftors, 
Edward the third ; he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome, indiredly held 
From him, the Natiue and true Challenger. 

King, Or elfe what followes ? 

Exe. Bloodv conftraint: for if you hide the Crowne 
Euen in your hearts, there will he rake for it. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeft is he comming, 
In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a hue: 
That if requiring faile.he will compell. 
And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
Deliuer vp the Crowne, and to take mercie 
On the poore Soules,for whom this hungry Warre 
Opens his vaftie Iawes:and on your head 
Turning the Widdowcs Teares, the Orphans Cryes, 
The dead-mens Blood, the priuy Maidens Groanes, 
For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Louers, 
That dull be fwallowed in this Controuerfie. 
This is his Clayme, his Threatning,and my MeiTage: 
VnlefTe the Dolphin be in prefence here ; 
To whom exprefTely I bring greeting to. 

King. For • 
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s,we will confider of this further: 
11 you beare our full intent 
other of England, 
he Dolphin, 

him: what to him from England ? 
and defiance, Height regard, contempt, 
that may not mif-becoroe 
;nder, doth he prize you at. 
King: and if your Fathers Highnefle 
mt of all demands at large, 
ter Mock you fent his Maieftie; 
to fo hot an Anfwer of it, 
I Wombie Vaultages of France 
r Trefpas,and returne your Mock 
nt of his Ordinance. 
If my Father render faire returne, 
will : for I defire 
ddes with England, 
matching to his Youth and Vanitie, 
m with the Paris-Balls, 
make your Paris Louer fhake for it, 
iftrefTe Court of mightie Europe: 
you'le find a difTrence, 
edh haue in wonder found, 
romife of his greener dayes, 
nafters now: now he weighes Time 
noft Graine: that you fliall reade 
^ofTeSyif he ftay in France, 
orrow (hall you know our mind at full. 

Flourijb. 
h vs with all fpeed, leaft that our King 
ifelfe to queftion our delay j 
1 in this Land already. 
Ibe foone difpatchtjwith faire conditions* 
fmall breathe, and little pawfe, 
ters of this confequence. Exatnt, 



'ASlus Secundus. 



Flourijb, Enter Cborut. 

gin'd wing our fwift Scene flyes, 

10 lefTe celeritie then that of Thought. 

ou haue feene 

inted King at Douer Peer, 

.oyaltie: and hb braue Fleet, 

reamers,the young Pbebm fayning j 

Fancies : and in them behold, 
ipen Tackle, Ship-boyes climbing; 
1 Whiftle, which doth order giue 
*us*d : behold the threaden Sayles, 
inuifible and creeping Wind, 

Bottomet through the furrowed Sea, 
ftie Surge. O, due but thinke 
1 the Riuage,and behold 
nconfbnt Billowes dauncing : 

this Fleet Maiefticall, 
mrfe to Harflcw. Follow, follow: 
linds to fternage of this Nauie, 
r England as dead Mid-night, ftill, 
Grand(ires,Babyes,and old Women, 
not arriu*d to pyth and puifTance : 
whoie Chin is but enricht 



With one appearing Hayre,that will not follow 
Thefe cuIPd and choyfe-drawne Caualiers to France? 
Worke,worke your Thoughts, and therein fee a Siege : 
Behold the Ordenance on their Carriages, 
With fatall mouthes gaping on girded Harflew. 
Suppofe th'Embaffador from the French comet back : 
Tells fftfrr«,That the King doth offer him 
Katbtrine his Daughter, and with her to Dowrie, 
Some petty and vnprofitable Dukedomes. 
The offer likes not : and the nimble Gunner 
With Lynftock now the diuellifh Cannon touches. 

Alarum jond Cbambers goe off. 
And downe goes all before them. Still be kind, 
And eecb out our performance with your mind. Extt» 

Enter the Kingy Exeter^ Bedfordy and Gloucejier, 
Alarum: Scaling Ladders at Harjlev, 
King. Once more vnto the Breach, 
Deare friends, once more } 
Or clofe the Wall vp with our Englifh dead : 
In Peace, there^s nothing fo becomes a man. 
As modeft flillnefre,and humilitie : 
But when the blaft of Warre blowes in our eares, 
Then imitate the adlion of the Tyger: 
Stiffen the finewes, commune vp the blood, 
Difguife faire Nature with hard-fiuour'd Rage : 
Then lend the Eye a terrible afpeA : 
Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 
Like the BrafTe Cannon : let the Brow oVewhelme it. 
As fearefuliy,as doth a galled Rocke 
OVe-hang and iutty his confounded Bafe, 
Swiird with the wild and waftfull Ocean. 
Now fet the Teeth, and ib-etch the Noflhrill wide, 
Hold hard the Breath, and bend vp euery Spirit 
To his full height. On, on, you Noblifh Englifh, 
Whofe blood is fet from Fathers of Warre-proofe s 
Fathers, that like fo many Alexander s^ 
Haue in thefe parts from Morne till Euen fought, 
And fheath*d their Swords, for lack of argument. 
Difhonour not your Mothers : now atteil. 
That thofe whom you callM Fathers, did beget you. 
Be Coppy now to me of grofTer blood. 
And teach them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen, 
Whofe Lyms were made in England ; fhew vs here 
The mettell of your Pafture : let vs fweare. 
That you are worth your breeding: which I doubt not: 
For there is none of you io meane and bafe, 
That hath not Noble lufter in your eyes. 
I fee you ftand like Grey-hounds in the flips, 
Straying vpon the Start. The Gamers afoot : 
Follow your Spirit ; and vpon this Charge,' 
Cry,God for Harry ^ England, and S.Geerge, 

Alarum f and Cbamben goe off. 

Enter Nim, Bardolpb, PiJIoll, and Boy, 

^ard. On, on, on, on, on, to the breach, to the breach. 

Nim. 'Pray thee Corporall.ftay, the Knocks are too 
hot : and for mine owne part,I haue not a Cafe of Liues: 
the humor of it is too hot, that is the very plaine-Song 
of it. . 

Tift, The plaine-Song is moft iuft : for humon doe a- 
bound : Knocks goe and come : Gods VafTals drop and 
dye : and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field, doth winne 
immortall ^me. 

'Boy. Would I were in an Ale-houfe in London , I 
would giue all my fame for a Pot of Ale, and fafetie. 

Tift.And 
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Pift, And I : If wifhes would preuayle with me, my 
purpofe ihould not fayle with me j but thither would I 
high. 

^j. As duly, but not as truly, as Bird doth fing on 
bough. 

Enter Fluellen. 

Flu, Vp to the breach , you Dogges ; auaunt you 
Cullions. 

Fiji. Be mercifull great Duke to men of Mould : a- 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage } abate thy Rage, 
great Duke. Good Bawcock bate thy Rage: vfe lenitie 
fweet Chuck« 

Nim. Thefc be good humon: your Honor wins bad 
humors. Exit, 

fBot. As young as I am , I haue obferu*d thefe three 
Swaihen : I am Boy to them all three, but all they three, 
though they would feme me, could not be Man to me ; 
for indeed three fuch Antiques doe not amount to a man: 
for ^ardohhy hee is white-liuer*d, and red-fac*d ; by the 
meanes whereof, a ftces it out, but fights not: for Fi/ioU^ 
hee hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword j by the 
meanes whereof, a breakes Words , and keepes whole 
Weapons : for Nlm^ hee hath heard , that men of few 
Words are the beft men, and therefore hee fcornes to fay 
his Prayers, left a fliould be thought a Coward : but his 
few bad Words are matcht with as few good Deeds; for 
a neuer broke any mans Head but his owne, and that was 
againft a Poft,when he was drunke. They will fteale any 
thing, and call it Purchafe. 'Bardoipb ftoie a Lute-cafe, 
bore it twelue Leagues, and fold it for three halfepence. 
Nim and Bardolpb are fworne Brothers in filching : and 
in Callice they ftole a fire-ihouell. I knew by that peece 
of Seruice , the men would carry Coales. They would 
haue me as familiar with mens Pockets, as their Gloues 
or their Hand-kerchers : which makes much againft my 
Manhood, if I fhould take from anothers Pocket, to put 
into mine ; for it is plaine pocketting vp of Wrongs. 
I muft leaue them, and feekc fome better Seruice : their 
Villany goes againft my weake ftomacke, and therefore 
I muft caft it vp. Exit. 

Enter Gorper» 

Gtmer, Captaine Fluellen^yoM muft come prefently to 
the Mynes ; the Duke of Gloucefter would fpeake with 
you. 

Flu, To the Mynes ? Tell you the Duke, it is not fo 
good to come to the Mynes : for looke you, the Mynes 
is not according to the difciplines of the Warrejthe con- 
cauities of it is not fufficient : for looke you, th*athuer- 
farie,you may difcufle vnto the Duke, looke you, is digt 
himfelfe foure yard vnder the Countermines : by Chejhu^ 
I thinke a will plowe vp all, if there is not better diredli- 
ons. 

Gatper, The Duke of Gloucefter, to whom the Order 
of the Siege is giuen, is altogether directed by an Irifh 
man, a very valiant Gentleman yfaith. 

H^eleb. It is Captaine Mal^morricey is it not ? 

Gorier. I thinke it be. 

H^elcb, By Chejhu he is an Aflc, as in the World, I will 
verifie as much m his Beard : he ha*s no more directions 
in the true difciplines of the Warres, looke you, of the 
Roman difciplines, then is a Puppy-dog. 

Enter Mal^morrice^and Captaine lamy, 

Gower. Here a comcs,and the Scots Captaine, CapUine 
lamy, with him. 

Xfelcb, Captaine lamy is a maruellous filorous Gen- 
tleman, that is certain, and of great expedition and know- 



ledge in th*aunchiant Warres, vpon my particular know- 
ledge of his diredions : by Cbejhu he will maintaine hii 
Argument as well as any Militarie man in the World, in 
the difciplines of the Priftine Warres of the Romans. 

Scot, I fay gudday, Captaine Fluellen. 

JVelcb. Godden to your Worfhip, good Captaine 
lames, 

Gimer, How now Captaine Mae1(morrice , haue you 
quit the Mynes i haue the Pioncrs giuen o*re i 

Irijb. Bv Chrifh Law dfh ill done : the Worke iih 
giue ouer, the Trompet found the Retreat. By my Hand 
I fweare, and my fathers Soule, the Worke ifti ill done : 
it ifh giue ouer : I would haue blowed vp the Towne, 
fo Chrifh faue me law, in an houre. O tifh ill done, dfh ill 
done: by my Hand tifh ill done. 

Welcb. Captaine Macl^rrice^ I befeech you now, 
will you voutfafe me, looke you, a few difputations with 
you, as partly touching or concerning the difciplines of 
the Warre,the Roman Warres, in the way of Argument, 
looke you, and friendly communication: partly to fatisfie 
my Opinion, and partly for the fatis^dlion, looke you, of 
my Mind : as touching the direction of the Militarie dif- 
cipline, that is the Point. 

Scot, It fall be vary gud,gud feith,gud Captens bath, 
and I fall quit you with gud leue, as I may pick occafion : 
that fall I mary. 

Iri/b, It is no time to difcourfe, fo Chrifh faue me : 
the day b hot, and the Weather, and the Warres, and the 
King, and the Dukes : it is no time to difcourfe, the Town 
is befeech'd : and the Trumpet call vs to the breech, and 
we talke, and be Chrifh do nothing, tis fhame for vs all : 
fo God fa*me tis fhame to ftand ftiU, it is fhame by my 
hand : and there is Throats to be cut, and Workes to be 
done, and there ifh nothing done, fo Chrift fa^me law. 

Sect, By the Mes, ere theife eyes of mine take them- 
felues to flomber, ayle de gud feruice, or lie ligge i'th' 
grund for it } ay, or goe to death : and He pay*t as valo- 
roufly as I may, that ^1 I fuerly do, that is the breff and 
the long : mary, I wad full faine heard fome queftion 
tween you tway. 

fFelcb. Capuine cM'ac^morrice, I thinke, looke you, 
vnder your correction , there is not many of your Na- 
tion. 

Jrifi, Of my Nation ? What ifh my Nation ? Ifli a 
Villaine, and a Bafterd, and a Knaue, and a Rafcall. What 
ifh my Nation ? Who talkes of my Nation ? 

fFelcb. Looke you, if you take the matter othcrwife 
then is meant, Captaine c^ac^morrice , peraduenture I 
fhall thinke you doe not vfe me with that af&bilitie,as in 
difcretion you ought to vfe me,looke you, being as good 
a man as your felfe, both in the difciplines oTWarre, and 
in the deriuation of my Birth , and in other particula- 
rities. 

Iri/b. I doe not know you fo good a man as my felfe : 
fo Chrifti faue me, I will cut off your Head. 

Gcver, Gentlemen both, you will mifbke each other. 

Scot, A,that*s a foule fault. ./i Parity. 

Gcver, The Towne founds a Parley. 

fVelcb, Captaine c^aci^orrice, when there is more 
better oportunitie to be required, looke you, I will be 
fo bold as to tell you, I know the difciplines of Want : 
and there is an end. Exit, 

Enter tbe King and all bis Traine before tbe Gates. 
King. How yet refolues the Gouernour of the Towne? 
This is the lateft Parle we will admit : 

Therc- 
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>re to our beft mercy giue your ielues, 

to men prowd of deftru£Bon, 
I Co our worft : for as I am a Souldier, 
e that in my thoughts becomes me beft ; 
in the batt'rie once againe, 
ot leaue the halfe-atchieued Harflew,. 
her afhes flie lye buryed. 
ites of Mercy fliall be all ihut vp, 
e fleih*d Souldier, rough and hard of heart, 
tie of bloody hand^ihall raunge 
'onfcience wide as Hell, mowing like GraiTe 
efh faire Virgins, and your flowring Infants, 
I it then to me, if impious Warre, 
I in flames like to the Prince of Fiends, 
h his fmyrcht complexion all fell feats, 
ct to waft and defolation ? 
i*t to me, when you your feluesare caufe, 
pure Maydens fall into the hand 
and forcing Violation ? 
Leyne can hold licentious Wickednefle, 
lowne the Hill he holds his fierce Carriere ? 
f as bootleife fpend our yaine Command 
i*enraged Souldiers in their fpoyle. 

Precepts to the Leutatban^ to come aftiore. 
re, you men of Harflew, 
tty of your Towne and of your People, 
yet my Souldiers are in my Command, 
yet the coole and temperate Wind of Grace 
>we9 the filthy and contagious Clouds 
ly Murther,Spoyle,and Villany. 

why in a moment looke to fee 
id and bloody Souldier,with foule hand 
be Locks of your ihrilUfliriking Daughters: 
ithers taken by the filuer Beards, 
:ir moft reuerend Heads daflit to the Walls : 
iked Infants fpitted vpon Pykes, 
the mad Mothers, with their howles confused, 
ake the Clouds; as did the Wiues of lewry, 
ds bloody-hundng flaughter-men. 
ly you? Will you yeeld,and this auoydP 
ie in defence, be thus deftroy*d. 

Enter Gouernour. 
. Our expectation hath this day an end t 
Iphin, whom of Succours we entreated, 
s vs,that his Powen are yet not ready, 
; fo great a Siege : Therefore great King, 
d our Towne and Liues to thy foft Mercy : 
ir Gates, difpofe of vs and ours, 
no longer are defenfible. 

Open your Gates: Come Vnckle Exeter^ 

and enter Harflew j there remaine, 
tifie it ftrongly *gainft the French : 
cy to them all for vs,deare Vnckle. 
nter comming on,and Sicknefl*e growing 
ir Souldien, we will retyre to Calls, 
t in Harflew will we be your Gueft, 
row for the March are we addreft. 

Fkurijh^ and enter the Toi»ne, 

Enter Katberine and an old Gentlewoman, 

. Alice^ tu oiefte en Angleterre^ & tu bien farlM 

age. 

. En pen Madame, 

, Ie te prie m'enfignie%f il faut que ie apprend a par- 

mnt appelle 'voui Ie main en Aiglois f 

e. Le main il & appelle de Hand. 



Katb. ^e Hand. 

j^lice. E le doyts. 

Kat . Le dt^ts^mafiy Ie oublieyedoyt mays, ie mejouemeray 
le doyts ie penje qu'ilx ont appelle defingres^ ou defingres. 

Alice. Le main de Hand, le dcyts le Fingres, ie pen/e que ie 
Juu le bon e/cbolier. 

Katb. Pay gaynie diux mots d* Anglou ntifiement^ comeni 
appelle votu le angles ? 

Alice. Le ongleSyles appellons de Nayles. 

Katb. De Nayles e/coute : dites mcy, Ji ie parle hien : de 
Handy de Fingres, e de Nayles. 

Alice. Ceft bien di£l Madame^il & fort bon Anglou. 

Katb. Dites moy V Anglm pour le brat, 

Alice. De Arme, Madame. 

Katb. E de coudee. 

Alice. D'Elbc9. 

Katb, D*Elbc9 : Ie men fay le repiticio de touts Us mots 
que vom maves^apprins des a prefent. 

Alice. II & trop difficile AIadame,comme Ie penfe. 

Katb. Excufe moy *AIice e/coute^ d'Hand, de Fingre, de 
Nayles, tTArma, de ^ilbtm. 

A/ice. D'Slbow, Madame. 

Katb. Seigneur Dieu, ie men oublie d*£lbo9,coment ap- 
pelle vom le col. 

Alice. De Ntc^ , Madame. 

Katb. De Ntci(, e le menton. 

Alice. De Cbin. 

Katb. De Sin : le col de Nic^^, le menton de Sin. 

ARce. Ouy. Sauf voftre bonneur en verite votu pronoun* 
cies les mots auf droiff, que le Nat if s d* Angleterre'. 

Katb. Ie ne doute point d'apprendre par de grace de Dien, 
& en pen de temps. 

Alice. N'aue vosy defa oublie ce que ie vout a enjignie. 

Katb. Nome ie recitera a voui promptement, d^Handf de 
Fingre, de Melees. ^ 

Alice. De Nayles, Madame. 

Katb, De Nayles,de Arme, de Ilbcw. 

•Alice. Sans vofire bonem cTElbov. 

Katb. Ainp de ie d'Elbci^, de Nici(, & de Sin : consent ap- 
pelle VOM les pied & de roba. 

ARce. Le Foot Madame, & le Count. 

Katb. Le Foot, & le Count : Seignieur Dieu, il font le 
mots de fin mauvai corruptible grojfe (ST impudique, & non 
pour le ^Dames de Honeur d*v(er : Ie ne voudray pronouncer ce 
mots deuant le Seigneurs de France, pour toute le monde,fo le 
Foot & le Count, neant moys,Ie recitera vn autrefoys ma lecon 
enfembe, d'Hand,de Fingre, de Nayles, d* Arme, d" Elbow, de 
Nicl^, de Sin,de Foot, le Count. 

Alice. Sxcellent, Madame, 

Katb, Ceft ajfes pour vne foyes^alons noui a diner. 

Exit. 

Enter tbe King of France, tbe Dolpbin, tbe 
QonftabU of France, and otbers. 
King. *Tis ceruine he hath paft the Riuer Some. 
Co^. And if he be not fought withaU,my Lord, 
Let vs not liue in France : let vs quit all. 
And giue our Vineyards to a barbarous People* 

Dolpb. fDieu viuant ; Shall a few Sprayes of vs. 
The emptying of our Fathen Luxurie, 
Our Syens,put in wilde and fauage Stock, 
Spirt vp fo luddenly into the Clouds, 
And ouer-looke their Grafters f 

^r/V.Normans, but baftard Normans, Norman baftards: 
Mart du ma vie, if they march along 
Vnfought withall, but I will fell my Dukedome, 

To 
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To buy a flobbry and a durtie Farme 
In that noolce-fliotten He of Albion. 

Conft. fDieu de ^attaUa,vfhert haue they this mettell? 
Is not their Clymate foggy, raw, and dull? 
On whom, as in defpight,the Sunne lookes pale, 
Killing their Fruit with frownes. Can fodden Water, 
A Drench for fur-reyn'd lades, their Barly broth, 
Decode their cold blood to fuch valiant heat ? 
And ihall our quick blood, fpirited with Wine, 
Seeme froftie i 0,fbr honor of our Land, 
Let vs not hang like roping Ifyckles 
Vpon our Hou{es Thatch, whiles a more firoftie People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich fields: 
Poore we call them, in their Natiue Lords. 

fDo/fbm, By Faith and Honor, 
Our Madames mock at vs,and plainely fay, 
Our Mettell is bred out« and they will giue 
Their bodyes to the Luft of Engliih Youth, 
To ncw-ftore France with Baftard Warriors. 

Brit. They bid vi to the Englifh Dancing-Schooles, 
And teach LauolttCi high, and fwift Carranto's , 
Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heeles , 
And that we are mod lofde Run-awayes. 

King. Where is Montioy the Herald? fpeed him hence, 
Let him greet England with our fliarpe defiance. 
Vp Princes, and with fpirit of Honor edged. 
More fharper then your Swords, high to the field : 
CbdrUs Deiahrgtb, High Conftable of France, 
You Dukes of OrleancCf^urbon^znA of Berry ^ 
tA/afififif*Braha>it,^ar,zn6 BurgonUj 
laquis Cbattillion, Ramburesy Vandcmontf 
fBenmofitf Qrand Pree^ Rouffiy and Faulconbridge ^ 
Loyiy Ltfiraliy Boucifua/I, stnd Cbaraloyet^ 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings; 
For your great Seats, now quit you of great fhames : 
Barre Harry £ngland,that fweepes through our Land 
With Penons painted in the blood of Harflew : 
Ruih on his Hoaft,as doth the melted Snow 
Vpon the Valleyes, whofe low Vaflfall Seat, 
The Alpes doth fpit,and void his rhewme vpon. 
Goe downe vpon him, you haue Power enough, 
And in a Capiiue Chariot, into Roan 
Bring him our Prifoner. 

ConR. This becomes the Great. 
Sorry am I his numbers are (b few. 
His Souldiers fick,and famifht in their March: 
For I am rure,when he fhall fee our Army, 
HeeMe drop his heart into the finck of feare. 
And for atchieuement, offer vs his Ranfome. 

King, Therefore Lord Conftable, haft on Montioy^ 
And let him fay to England, that we fend, 
To know what willing Ranfome he will giue. 
Prince Do/pbhyyoa fhall ftay with vs in Roan. 

Do/f>b. Not fo,I doe befeech your Maieftie. 

King. Be patient, for you fhall remaine with vs. 
Now rorth Lord Confbble,and Princes all. 
And quickly bring vs word of Englands fall. Exeunt, 

Enter Qaftaines^ Engpjb and H^eUb^QoiPtr 
and rfuellen. 
Getter. How now Captaine Fluellen^ come you from 
the Bridge ? 

Flu. I affure you, there is very excellent Seruices com- 
mitted at the Bridge. 

Gffwer. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

Flu, The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as^^- 



memnotty and a man that I loue and honour with my fbule, 
and my heart, and my dutie, and my liue, and my liuing, 
and my vttermoft power. He is not, God be prayfed and 
bleffed, any hurt in the World, but keepes tne Bridge 
moft valiantly, with excellent difcipline. There is an aun- 
chient Lieutenant there at the Pridge, I thinke in my ve^ 
confcience hee is as valiant a man as Marine Antbony^ and 
hee is a man of no eflimation in the World, but I did iet 
him doe as gallant feruice. 

Gvmer, What doe you call him ? 

Flu. Hee is call*d aunchient %floll, 

Gvmtr. I know him not. 

Enter Piftoll, 

Flu. Here is the man. 

Viji, Captaine,! thee befeech to doe me fauours: the 
Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 

Flu. I, I prayfe God, and I haue merited fome loue at 
his hands. 

PiR. Bardolffbf a Souldier firme and found of heart, 
and of buxome valour , hath by cruell Fate, and giddie 
Fortunes furious fickle Wheele,that Goddeffe blind, tbt 
fbnds vpon the rolling reftleffe Stone. 

Flu. By your patience, aunchient fiffoll : Fortune is 
painted blinde, with a Mu filer afore his eyes, to figoifie 
to you, that Fortune is blinde ; and (hee u painted alio 
with a Wheele, to fignifie to you, which is the Morali of 
it, that fhee is turning and inconfbnt, and muubilitie, 
and variation : and her foot, looke you, is fixed vpon a 
Sphericall Stone, which rowles, and rowles,and rowles: 
in good truth, the Poet makes a mofl excellent defcripti- 
on of it : Fortune is an excellent Morali. 

Pifi. Fortune is Bardolpbs foe, and frownes on him: 
for he hath ftolne a Pax, and hanged muft a be : a damned 
death : let Ga Howes gape for Dogge, let Man goe fret, 
and let not Hempe his Wind-pipe fuffocate : but Exeitr 
hath giuen the doome of death, for Pax of little price. 
Therefore goe fpeake, the Duke will heare thy vojrccj 
and let not ^ardclpbi vitall thred bee cut with edge of 
Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speake Captaine for 
his Life, and I will thee requite. 

Flu. Aunchient fijhll^ I doe partly vnderfhnd yoor 
meaning. 

Pifi, Why then reioyce therefore. 

Flu. Certainly Aunchient, it is not a thing to reiojrce 
at : for if, looke you, he were my Brother, 1 would dcfire 
the Duke to vfe his good pleafure, and put him to execu- 
tion ; for difcipline ought to be vfed. 

Pift. Dye, and be dam*d,and Ftgo for thy friendfhip. 

Flu, It is well. 

P//. TheFiggeofSpaine. Exit. 

Flu. Very good. 

Cover. Why, this b an arrant counterfeit Rafcall, 1 
remember him now : a Bawd, a Cut-purfe. 

Flu. He affure you, a vttVed as praue words at the 
Pridge, as you fhall fee in a Summers day : but it is very 
well: what he ha'sfpoke to me, that is well I warrant you, 
when time is feme. 

Gcfwer, Why 'tis a Gull,a Foole, a Rogue, that now and 
then goes to the Warres,to grace himfelfe at his retutne 
into London, vnder the forme of a Souldier : and fuck 
fellowes are perfit in the Great Commanders Names, and 
thev will learne you by rote where Seruices were done; 
at luch and fuch a Sconce, at fuch a Breach, at fuch a Con- 
uoy : who came off brauely, who was fhot, who dif- 
grac*d,what termes the Enemy ftood on ; and this they 
conne perfidy in the phrafe of Warre 5 which they tricke 
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I new-tuned Oathet : and what a Beard of the Ge- 
Cut, and a horride Sute of the Campe, will doe a- 
Foming Bottles, and Ale-waflit Wits, is wonder- 
be thought on: but you muft learne to know fuch 
of the age, or eli^ you may be maruelloufly mi- 

I tell you what, Captaine Gov^r: I doe perceiue 
lot the man that hee would gladly make (hew to 
irld hee is : if I finde a hole in hb Coat, I will tell 
r roinde: hearke you, the King is comming, and I 
cake with him from the Pridge. 

^rum and Colours, Snter tbt King and bis 
peore Souldiers, 

God pleiTe your Maieftie. 
.How now F/W/rff,cam*ft thou from the Bridge? 

I, (b pleafe your Maieftie : The Duke of Exeter 
y gallantly maintainM the Pridge j the French u 
f, looke you, and there is gallant and moft praue 

: marry, th^athuerfarie was haue poflellion of 
ige, but he is enforced to retyre,and the Duke of* 
s Mafter of the Pridge : I can tell yonr Maieftie, 
ce is a praue man. 

. What men haue you \o^^Fbullenf 
The perdition of th'athueriarie hath beene very 
eafonnable great : marry for my part, I thinke the 
lath loft neuer a man, but one that is like to be exe- 
or robbing a Church, one ^ardolphy'if your Maie- 
mr the man : his face is all bubukles and whelkes, 
abs, and flames a fire, and his lippes blowes at hb 
id it is like a coale of fire, fometimes plew, and 
les red , but his nofe is executed, and his fire*s 

. Wee would haue all fuch offendors fo cut off: 
giue exprefTe charge, that in our Marches through 
intrey, there be nothing compelled from the Vil- 
lothing taken, but P^Y^d for t none of the French 
led or abufed in diidainefuU Language; for when 
and Crueltie play for a Kingdome , die gentler 
tx is the fooneft winner. 

Tucl^et. Enter Mountky. 
^tin. You know me by my habit. 
. Well then, I know thee : what fhall I know of 

mtky. My Mafters mind. 
% Vnfbld it. 

mtioy. Thus fayes my King : Say thou to Harry 
land. Though we feem*d dead, we did but fleepe: 
age is a better Souldier then rafhneffe. Tell him, 
aid haue rebuk'd him at Harflewe, but that wee 
t not good to bruife an iniurie, till it were full 
bw wee fpeake vpon our Qj^and our voyce is im- 
r England fhall repent his folly, fee his weake- 
nd admire our fufferance. Bid him therefore con- 
' his ranfome, which muft proportion the lofTes we 
ome, the fubie^ we haue loft, the difgrace we 
igefted ; which in weight to re-anfwer, his petti- 
oold bow Tnder. For our loiTes, his Exchequer is 
re ; for th*eftufion of our bloud, the Mufter of his 
me too faint a number ; and for our difgrace, his 
erfon kneeling at our feet, but a weake and worth- 
dsfa^on. To this adde defiance : and tell him for 
ion, he hath betrayed his followers, whofe con- 
ion is pronounc*t : So farre my King and Mafter; 
1 my Office. 



King. What is thy name ? I know thy qualitie. 

Mount, e^ountioy. 

King. Thou doo'ft thy Office faircly.Turne thee back. 
And tell thy King, I doe not feeke him now, 
But could be willing to march on to Callice, 
Without impeachment : for to fay the footh, 
Though *tis no wifdome to confeffe fo much 
Vnto an enemie of Craf^ and Vantage, 
My people are with ficknefTe much enfeebled^ 
My numbers leffen^d : and thofe few I haue, 
Almoft no better then fo many French \ 
Who when they were in health,! tell thee Herald, 
I thought, vpon one payre of Englifh Legges 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgiue me God^ 
That 1 doe bragge thus \ this your ay re of France 
Hath blowne that vice in me. I muft repent : 
Goe therefore tell thy Mafter, heere 1 am \ 
My Ranfome, is this frayle and worthlefTe Tninke ; 
My Army, but a weake and fickly Guard : 
Yet God before, tell him we will come on, 
Though France hirofelfe, and fuch another Neighbor 
Stand in our way. There's for thy labour tMount'tey, 
Got bid thy Mafter well aduife himfelfe. 
If we may pafl*e,we will : if we be hindred, 
We fhall your tawnie ground with your red blood 
Difcolour : and fo cMountioy^ fare you well. 
The fumme of all our Anfwer is but this : 
We would not feeke a Battaile as we are, 
Nor as we are, we fay we will not fhun it t 
So tell your Mafler. 

cMount, I fhall deliuer fo : Thankes to your High- 
nefTe. 

Glouc* I hope they will not come vpon vs now. 

King, We are in Gods hand, Brother, not in theirs : 
March to the Bridge, it now drawes toward night. 
Beyond the Riuer wee*le encampe our felues. 
And on to morrow bid them march away. Exeunt, 

Enter the Conftable of France, the Lord Ramhurs, 
Orleancey Dolpbiuy witb otbert, 

Conft. Tut , I haue the beft Armour of the World : 
•would it were day. 

Orleance. You haue an excellent Armour : but let my 
Horfe haue his due. 

ConB. It is the beft Horfe of Europe. 

Orleance, Will it neuer be Morning i 

Dolpb. My Lord of Orleance, and my Lord High Con- 
fbble,you talke of Horfe and Armour? 

Orleance. You are as well prouided of both, as any 
Prince in the World. 

Doltb, What a long Night is this ? I will not change 
my Horfe with any that treades but on foure poftures : 
ch'ha : he bounds from the Earth, as if his entrayles were 
hayres : le Cbeual nfolante, the Pegafus, cbes les narines d* 
feu.When I beftryde him, I foare,I am 2i Hawke: he trots 
the ayre : the Earth fings, when he touches it : the bafeft 
home of his hoofe , is more Muficall then the Pipe of 
Hermes. 

Orleance, Hee's of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Dolfb, And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaft 
for Perjeut : hee is pure Ayre and Fire j and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water neuer appeare in him, but on- 
ly in patient flillnefTe while his Rider mounts him : hee 
is indcede a Horfe, and all other lades you may call 
Beaib. 

i ConR. In- 

_— 
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Conft. Indeed my Lord, it is a moft abfolute and ex- 
cellent Horfe. 

Dolpb, It is the Prince of Palfrayes, his Neigh is like 
the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces 
Homage. 

OrUanct. No more Coufin. 

Dolpb, Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from 
the rlAng of the LarJce to the lodging of the Lambe, 
varie deferued prayfe on my Palfray : it is a Theame as 
fluent as the Sea: Turne the Sands into eloquent tongues, 
and my Horfe is argument for them all : *tu a fubied 
for a Soueraigne to reafon on, and for a Soueraignes So- 
ueraigne to ride on : And for the World, familiar to vs, 
and vnknowne , to lay apart their particular Functions, 
and wonder at him, I once writ a Sonnet in his prayfe, 
and began thus. Wonder of Nature, 

OrUance, I haue heard a Sonnet begin fo to ones Mi- 
flreffe. 

Dolpb. Then did they imitate that which I composed 
to my Courfer,fbr my Horfe is my Miftrefle. 

Orhttnce. Your Miftrefle beares well. 

Dolpb. Me well, which is the prefcript prayfe and per- 
hOixon of a good and particular Miftrefle. 

Confi. Nay, for me thought yefterday your Miftrefl*e 
ftirewdly fliooke your back. 

Dolpb. So perhaps did yours. 

Conft. Mine was not bridled. 

Dolpb. O then belike die was old and gentle, and you 
rode like a Kerne of Ireland, your French Hofe off, and in 
your ftrait Strofl*er8. 

Qonft, You haue good iudgement in Horfeman- 
ftiip. 

Dolpb. Be warned by me then : they that ride fo, and 
ride not warily, fall into foule Boggs : I had rather haue 
my Horfe to my Miftrcfl*e. 

Conft. I had as Hue haue my Miftreflfe a lade. 

Dolpb. I tell thee Conftable, my Miftrefle weares his 
owne hayre. 

Conft. I could make as true a boaft as that, if I had a 
Sow to my Miftreflfe. 

Dolpb. Le cbien eft retourne a fin propre n/emiffement eft 
la leuye lauet au bourhier:tho\i mak'ft vfe of any thing. 

Conft. Yet doe I not vfe my Horfe for my Miftreflfe, 
or any fuch Prouerbe,fo little kin to the purpofe. 

Rami. My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in 
your Tent to night, are thofe Starret or Sunnes vpon it^ 

Conft. Starres my Lord. 

Dolpb. Some of them will fldl to morrow, I hope. 

Conft. And yet my Sky fliall not want. 

Dolpb, That may be, for you beare a many fuperflu- 
oufly, and *twere more honor fome were away. 

Conft. £u*n as your Horfe beares your prayfes, who 
would trot as weU,werie fome of your bragges difmoun" 
ted. 

Dolpb. Would I were able to loade him with his de- 
fert. Will it neuer be day ? I will trot to morrow a mile, 
and my way fliall be paued with Englifli Faces. 

Conft. I will not fay fo, for feare I fhould be fac't out 
of my way : but I would it were morning , for I would 
faine be about the eares of the Englifli. 

Ramb. Who will goe to Hazard with me for twentie 
Prifoners ? 

Conft. You muft firft goe your felfe to hazard, ere you 
haue them. 

Dolpb, *Tis Mid-night, He goe arme my felfe. Exit, 

Orleance.The Dolphin longs for morning. 



Ramb. He longs to eate the Englifli. 

ConB, I thinke he will eate all he kills. 

Orleanee, By the white Hand of my Lady,hee*s a gal- 
lant Prince* 

Conft. Sweare by her Foot, that flie may tread out the 
Oath. 

Orleanee, He is Amply the moft z€tmt Gentleman of 
France. 

Conft. Doing is adiuitie, and he will fHU be doing. 

Orleanee. He neuer did harme, that I heard of. 

Conft. Nor will doe none to morrow: hee will keepe 
that good name ftill. 

Orleanee, 1 know him to be valiant. 

Conft, I was told that, by one that knowet him better 
then you. 

Orleanee. What's hee ? 

Cofft- Marry hee told me fo hirofelfe,and hee fayd hee 
car*d not who knew it. 

Orleanee. Hee needes not, it is no hidden vertue a 
him. 

Conff. By my faith Sir, but it is : neuer any bodjr iaw 
it, but his Lacquey: *tis a hooded valour, and when it 
appeares, it will bate. 

Orleanee. Ill will neuer fayd well. 

Conft, I will cap that Prouerbe with, There is flatterie 
in friendfliip. 

Orleanee. And I will take vp that with,Giue the Deuill 
his due. 

Conft. Well plac't : there ftands your friend for the 
Deuill : haue at the very eye of that Prouerbe with , A 
Pox of the Deuill. 

Orleanee. You are the better at Prouerbs, by how nocb 
a Fooles Bolt is foone fliot. 

ConHf, You haue fliot ouer. 

Orleanee, *Tis not the firft time you were ouer-fliot. 

Enter a MeJ/htger, 

Mejf. My Lord high Conftable, the Englifli lye witfaio 
fifteene hundred paces of your Tents. 

Conft, Who hath meafurM the ground ? 

Mef The Lord Qrandpree, 

Conft A valiant and moft expert Gentleman. Would 
it were day ? Alas poore Harry of England : hee loogi 
not for the Dawning, as wee doe* 

Orleanee. What a wretched and peeuifli fellow u this 
King of England, to mope with his fiit-brainM ibllowen 
fo farre out of his knowledge. 

Conft, If the Englifli had any apprehenfion , thcv 
would runne away* 

Orleanee. That they lack : for if their heads had any in* 
telle^all Armour, they could neuer weare fuch heank 
Head-pieces. 

Ramb. That Iland of England breedet very valiant 
Creatures ; their Maftiflb are of vnmatchable cou- 
rage. 

Orleanee. Foolifli Curres, that runne winking into 
the mouth of a Rufllian Beare, and haue their heads crdkt 
like rotten Apples : you may as well fay, that's a valtaot 
Flea , that dare eate his breakefiift on the Lippe of > 
Lyon. 

Conft. luft, iuft : and the men doe fympathize with 
the Maftiffes , in robuftious and rough comming on, 
leauing their Wits with their Wiues : and then ptt 
them great Meales of Beefe, and Iron and Steele^ thej 
will eate like Wolues,and fight like Deuils. 

Orleanee. I, 
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Kt, I, but thefe EnglUh are flirowdly out of 

Then fhall we finde to morrow, they haue only 
es to eate, and none to fight. Now is it time to 
wmeyfliall we about it ? 

fr#. It is now two a Clock: but let me fee, by ten 
lU haue each a hundred Englifli men. Exeunt, 



^4£lus Tertius. 



Cborm. 
tertaine conieAure of a time, 
reeping Murmure and the poring Darke 
r wide Veffell of the Vniuerfe. 
amp to Camp, through the foule Womb of Night 
mme of eyther Army ftilly founds ; 
e fixt Centinels almoft receiue 
ret Whifpers of each othen Watch, 
wen fire, and through their paly flames 
ittaile fees the others vmber*d ^ce. 
ireatens Steed, in high and boaftfiiU Neighs 
; the Nights dull Bare : and from the Tents, 
mourers accompliihing the Knights, 
ifie Hammers clofing Riuets vp, 
eadfiiU note of preparadon. 
untrey Cocks doe crow, the Clocks doe towle: 
s third howre of drowfie Morning nam*d, 
>f their Numbers, and fecure in Soule, 
ifident and ouer-luftie French, 
low-rated £ngli(h play at Dice ; 
ide the creeple-tardy-gated Night, 
ce a fbule and ougly Witch doth limpe 
ufly away. The poore condemned £ngli(h, 
crifices, by their watchfuU Fires 
:ntly, and inly ruminate 
)mings danger : and their gefture fad, 
g lanke-leane Cheekes,and Warre-wome Coats, 
ed them ynto the gazing Moone 
f horride Ghofts. O now, who will behold 
lyall Captaine of this ruin*d Band 
g from Watch to Watch, fi^m Tent to Tent ; 
I cry,Pray{e and Glory on h'ls head : 
h he goes,and vifits all his Hoaft, 
*m good morrow with a modeft Smyle, 
tb them Brothers, Friends, and Countreymen. 
is Royall Face there is no note, 
ead an Army hath enrounded him ; 
h he dedicate one iot of Colour 
le wearie and all-watched Night : 
hly lookes,and ouer-beares Attaint, 
bearefiiU femblance,and fweet Maieftie: 
lery Wretch, pining and pale before, 
ng him, plucks comfort firom hisLookes. 
efle ▼niuerfall,like the Sunne, 
rail Eye doth giue to euery one, 
ig cold feare,that meane and gentle all 
as may vnworthineflTe define, 
touch of Harry in the Night, 
our Scene muft to the Battaiie flye : 
O for pitty,we fhall much difgrace, 
Hire or fiqe moft vile and ragged foyles, 
ill difposM, in brawle ridiculous) 



The Name of Agincourt : Yet fit and fee. 
Minding true things, by what their Mock'ries bee. 

Exit, 

Enter the Kingy^edfordyand GUucefter, 

King. Glofier^Vit true that we are in great danger. 
The greater therefore (hould our Courage be. 
God morrow Brother ^dfird : God Almighde, 
There is fome foule of goodneflle in things euill. 
Would men obferuingly diftill it out. 
For our bad Neighbour makes vs early ftirren. 
Which ia both healthful], and good husbandry. 
Befides,they are our outward Confciences, 
And Preachers to ys all ; admonifiiing. 
That we fiiould drefie vs fairely for our end. 
Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Morall of the Diuell himfelfe. 

Enter Erpingbam. 
Good morrow old Sir Tixmas Erpingbam : 
A good foft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were better then a churlifii turfe of France. 

Erping, Not fo my Liege, this Lodging likes me better, 
Since I may fay, now lye I like a King. 

King. *Tis good for men to loue their prefent paines, 
Vpon example, fo the Spirit is eaicd : 
And when the Mind is quickned,out of doubt 
The Organs, though defund and dead before, 
Breake vp their drowfie Graue,and newly moue 
With cafted flough,and frefh legeritie. 
Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thomas : Brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes in our Campe; 
Doe my good morrow to them, and anon 
Defire them all to my Pauillion. 

Glofier, We (hall, my Liege. 

Erping. Shall I attend your Grace ? 

King. No,my good Knight: 
Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England : 
I and my Bofome muft debate a while. 
And then I would no other company. 

Erping. The Lord in Heauen bleffe thee , Noble 
Harry. Exeunt. 

King, God a mercy old Heart , thou fpeak'ft cheare- 
fully. Enter Piftoll, 

Pift. Ci>*vota/aT 

King. A friend. 

Pifl. DifcuiTe vnto me , art thou Ofiicer, or art thou 
bafe, common, and popular ? 

King, I am a Gentleman of a Company. 

fi^, Trayrft thou the puiflant Pyke ? 

ICing, Euen fo: what are you ? 

Pifl. As good a Gentleman as the Emperor. 

King, Then you are a better then the King« 

Pi/i, The King's a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a 
Lad of Lifif, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fift 
moft valiant : I kifl*e his durde fiiooe , and from heart- 
fh>ing I loue the louely Bully. What is thy Name ^ 
King. Harry le Roy, 

fift.Le RoyfsL Comifii Name: art thou of Cornifh Crew? 
King. No, I am a Welch man. 
Pi/i. Know'ft thou Fluellen ? 
King, Yes, 

Tift. Tell him He knock his Leeke about his Pate vpon 
S. i>aMies day. 

King. Doe not you weare your Dagger in your Cappe 
that day,leaft he knock that about yours. 

i 2 Pin, Art 
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fifi. Art thou his friend } 

King, And his Kinfman too* 

Pift, The Figo for thee then. 

King. I thanke you: God be with you. 

Pifi. My name is PiBoI callM. Exit, 

lung. It forts well with your fierceneflie. 

Manet King, 

Enter Fluellen and Gfmer, 

Gvwtr. Captaine Fluellen, 

Flu, *So, in the Name of lefu Chrift, fpealce fewer: it 
is the greateft admiration in the Tniuerfall World , when 
the true and aunchient Prerogadfin and Lawes of the 
Warres is not kept : if you would take the paines but to 
examine the Warres of Pompey the Great, you ihall finde, 
I warrant you, that there is no tiddle tadle nor pibble ba- 
ble in fompeyex Campe : I warrant you , you {hall finde 
the Ceremonies of the Warres, and the Cares of it, and 
the Formes of it, and the Sobrietie of it, and the Modeftie 
of it, to be othcrwiie. 

Gewer, Why the Enemie is lowd, you heare him all 
Night. 

Flu, If the Enemie is an Afl*e and a Foole, and a pra- 
ting Coxcombe ; is it meet, thinke you, that wee fliould 
alfo,looke you, be an Afle and a Foole, and a prating Cox- 
combe, in your owne confcience now? 

Cr6w. I will fpeake lower. 

Flu, 1 pray you, and befeech you, that you will. Exit, 

Kin^, Though it appeare a little out of faihion, 
There is much care and valour in this Welchman. 

Enter three Sauldierty lobn ^ates, Alexander Court ^ 
and Michael JVilHams. 

Court. Brother Ichn Bates , is not that the Morning 
which breakes yonder ? 

^Bates. I thinke it be : but wee haue no great caufe to 
defire the approach of day. 

ffllliams. Wee fee yonder the beginning of the day, 
but I thinke wee fliall neuer fee the end of it. Who goes 
there? 

King. A Friend. 

fVUliams. Vnder what Captaine feme you i 

King. Vnder Sir lobn Erpingham. 

fViTliams. A good old Commander, and a moft kinde 
Gentleman : I pray you, what thinkes he of our eftate ? 

King, Euen as men wrackt vpon a Sand, that looke to 
be wait off the next Tyde. 

Bates, He hath not told his thought to the King? 

King. No : nor it is not meet he fliould : for though I 
fpeake it to you, I thinke the King is but a man, as I am : 
the Violet (mells to him, as it doth to me ; the Element 
fliewes to him, as it doth to me \ all his Sences haue but 
humane Conditions : his Ceremonies layd by, in his Na- 
kedneffe he appcares but a man ; and though his affedti- 
oni are higher mounted then ours, yet when they ftoupe, 
they ftoupe with the like wing : therefore, when he fees 
reafon of feares,as we doe; his feares, out of doubt, be of 
the fame relliih as ours are : yet in reafon, no man ihould 
pofleffe him with anv appearance of feare ; leaft hee, by 
ihewing it, fliould dis-hearten his Army. 

Bates. He may ihew what outward courage he will : 
but I beleeue,as cold a Night as *tis, hee could wifh him- 
fcifc in Thames vp to the Neck ; and fo I would he were, 
and I by him, at all aduentures,fo we were quit here. 

King. By my troth,! will fpeake my confcience of the 



King : I thinke hee would not wiih himfelfe any where, 
but where hee is. 

^Bates. Then I would he were here alonej fo ihould he be 
fiire to be ranfomed, and a many poore mens liuet iaued* 

King. I dare fay, you loue him not fo ill, to wi(k hio 
here alone : howfoeuer you fpeake this to feele other 
mens minds, me thinks I could not dye any where (b con- 
tented, as in the Kings company; his Caufe being iuft,aiid 
his Quarrell honorable. 

f^liams. That's more then we know. 

^tes. I, or more then wee ihould feeke after; for wee 
know enough, if wee know wee are the Kings Subieds : 
if his Caufe be wrong, our obedience to the King wipa 
the Cryme of it out of vs. 

fViUiams. But if the Caufe be not good, the King hini' 
felfe hath a heauie Reckoning to make , when all tbde 
Legges, and Armes, 'and Heads, chopt off in a Battule^ 
ihall ioyne together at the latter day, and cry all, Wee dj. 
ed at fuch a place, fome fwearing, (ome crying for a Sor- 
gean; fome vpon their Wiues, left poore behind tbem; 
fome vpon the Debts they owe, fome vpon their Children 
rawly left : I am afi»r*d, there are few dye well, that djc 
in a Battaile : for how can they charitably difpofe of any 
thing, when Blood is their argument? Now,if thefe men 
doe not dve well, it will be a black matter for the King, 
that led them to it ; who to difobey, were againfl all pro- 
portion of fubiedion. 

King. So, if a Sonne that is by his Father fent abovt 
Merchandize, doe finfully mifcarry vpon the Sea;tbe im- 
putation of bis wickedneffe, by your rule, ihould be im- 
pofed vpon his Father that fent him : or if a Seruant, vo- 
der his Mafters command, tranfporting a fumme of Mo- 
ney, be affayled by Robbers, and dye in many irreconcil'd 
Iniquities ; you may call the bufineffe of the Mafttr the 
author of the Seruants damnation : but this is not fo : 
The King is not bound to anfwer the particular endiogi 
of his Souldiers, the Father of his Sonne, nor the Mailer 
of his Seruant j for they purpofe not their death , when 
they purpofe their feruices. Befides, there is no King.be 
his Caule neuer fo fpotleffe, if it come to the arbttre- 
ment of Swords, can trye it out with all vnfpotted SooU 
diers : fome ( peraduenture ) haue on them the guilt ^ 
premeditated and contriued Murther ; fome, of begtu- 
ling Virgins with the broken Scales of Periurie ; fone, 
making the Warres their Bulwarke, that haue before go- 
red the gentle Bofome of Peace with Pillage and Robbc- 
lie. Now, if thefe men haue defeated the Law, and oat- 
run ne Natiue puniihment ; though they can oat-ftiip 
men, they haue no wings to ilye from God. Warre ii 
his Beadle, Warre is his Vengeance : fo that here men 
are puniiht, for before breach of the Kings Lawes, in 
now the Kings Quarrell : where they feared the death, 
they haue borne life away ; and where they would bee 
fafe, they periih. Then if they dye vnprouided,no more 
is the King guiltie of their damnation, then hee was be- 
fore guiltie of thofe Impieties , for the which they are 
now viiited. Euery Subieds Dutie u the Kings , bet 
euery Subieds Soule is his owne. Therefore ihoold 
euery Souldier in the Warres doe as euery ficke man in 
his Bed, waih euery Moth out of his Confcience : and 
dying fo. Death is to him aduantage ; or not dyingi 
the time was bleffedly loft, wherein iiich preparaOon va 
gayned : and in him that efcapes, it were not finne to 
thinke, that making God fo free an offer, he let him oat- 
Hue that day, to fee his Greatneffe , and to teach otben 
how they ihould prepare. 
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Will. *Tis certaine,euery man that dyes ill, the ill rpon 
his owne head, the King is not to anfwer it. 

^Bat€s, I doe not de(tre hee ihould anfwer for me, and 
fet I determine to fight luftily for him. 

lOmg. I my ielfe heard the King (ay he would not be 
ranfomM. 

H^ill. I, hee faid fo, to make ▼$ fight chearefully : but 
when our throats are cut, hee may be ranfom'd, and wee 
ne're the wifer. 

Kmg. If I liue to fee it, I will neuer truft his word af- 
trr, 

WtlL You pay him then : thafs a perillous fiiot out 
of an Elder Gunne,that a poore and a priuate difpleafure 
can doe againft a Monarch : you may as well goe about 
to tume the Sunne to yce,with Winning in his face with a 
Peacocks feather : You'le neuer truft his word after; 
come, *tis a feoliih faying. 

King. Your reproofe is fomething too round, I fiiould 
be angry with you, if the time were conuenient. 

Will. Let it bee a Quarrell betweene ts , if yoo 
liue. 

JCrirr. I embrace it. 

WM. How flull I know thee againe ? 

King. Giue me any Gage of thine, and I will weare it 
io my Bonnet : Then if euer thou dar*ft acknowledge it, 
I will make it my QjiarrelK 

Wm. Heere*s my Gloue : Giue mee another of 
thine. 

King. There. 

WiU. This will I alfo weare in my Cap : if euer thou 
come to me, and fay, after to morrow, This is my Gioue, 
bjr this Hand I will take thee a box on the eare. 

King, If euer I liue to fee it, I will challenge it. 

Wtll. Thou dar*ft as well be hang*d. 

King. Well, I will doe it , though I take thee in the 
Kmgs companie. 

Will. Keepe thy word : fare thee well. 

^Batn. Be firiends you Englifii fooles, be friends, wee 
haue French Quarrels enow, if you could tell how to rec- 
kon. Exit SouUiers. 

King. Indeede the French may lay twentie French 
Crownes to one, they will beat vs, for they beare them 
on their ihoulders : but it is no Englifli Treafon to cut 
French Crownes, and to morrow the King himfelfe will 
be a Clipper. 

Vpon the King, let ts our Liues,our Soules, 
Our DebC3,our carefuU Wiues, 
Our Children,and our Sinnes,lay on the King: 
We muft beare all. 

hard Condition, Twin^bome with GreatneiTe, 
Sabied to the breath of euery fbole,whofe fence 
No more can ^le, but his owne wringing. 
What infinite hearts-eaie muft Kings negle^. 
That priuate men enioy f 

And what haue Kings, that Priuates haue not too. 
Sane Ceremonie, (aue general 1 Ceremonie ? 
And what art thou, thou IdoU Ceremonie ? 
What kind of God art thou? that fuflFer^ft more 
Of mortall griefes, then doe thy worihippers. 
What are thy Rents^ what are thy Commings in ? 
O Ceremonie, ihew me but thy worth. 
What ? is thy Soule of Odoration ? 
Art thou ought elfe but Pbcc, Degree, and Forme, 
Creating awe and feare in other men ? 
Wherein thou art lefie happy, being fearM, 
Then they in fiuring. 



What drink^ft thou oft,in ftead of Homage fweet. 

But poyfonM fiatterie ? O, be fick, great Greatnefle, 

And bid thy Ceremonie giue thee cure. 

Thinks thou the fierie Feuer will goe out 

With Titles blowne from Adulation ? 

Will it giue place to flexure and low bending ^ 

Canft thou, when thou command*ft the beggers knee, 

Command the health of it ^ No, thou prowd Dreame, 

That pby^ft fo fubtilly with a Kings Repofe. 

I am a King that find thee : and I know, 

*Tis not the Balme,the Scepter, and the Ball, 

The Sword, the Mafe,the Crowne Imperiall, 

The enter-tifTued Robe of Gold and Pearle, 

The farfed Title running 'fore the King, 

The Throne he fits on : nor the Tyde of Pompe, 

That beates vpon the high (bore of this World : 

No, not all thefe, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonie ; 

Not all thefe,lay*d in Bed Maiefticall, 

Can fleepe fo foundly, as the wretched Slaue: 

Who with a body fiird,and vacant mind. 

Gets him to reft,cram'd with diftrefiTefuU bread, 

Neuer fees horride Night, the Child of Hell t 

But like a Lacquey, firom the Rife to Set, 

Sweates in the eye of Pbebm ; and all Night 

Sleepes in Elimium : next day after dawne. 

Doth rife and helpe Hiferio to his Horfe, 

And followes fo the eueivrunningyeere 

With profitable labour to his Graue : 

And but for Ceremonie, fuch a Wretch, 

Winding vp Dayes with toyle,and Nights with fleepe. 

Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 

The Slaue, a Member of the Countreyes peace, 

Enioyes it ; but in grofTe braine little wots. 

What watch the King keepes,to maintaine the peace; 

Whofe howres,the Pefant beft aduantages. 

Enter Srpingbam. 

Erf. My Lord, your Nobles lealous of your abfence, 
Seeke through your Campe to find you. 

King. Good old Knight, colled them all together 
At my Tent : lie be before thee. 

Erf. I fhall doo*t, my Lord. Exit. 

' King. O God of Battailes, fkele my Souldiers hearts, 
PofTefJe them not with feare : Take firom them now 
The fence of reckning of th*oppofed numbers : 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord, 

not to day, thinke not vpon the fiiult 
My Father made, in compafiing the Crowne. 

1 Richards body haue interred new. 

And on it haue beflowed more contrite tearet, 
Then from it ifTued forced drops of blood. 
Fiue hundred poore 1 haue in yeerely pay. 
Who twice a day their withered hands hold vp 
Toward Heauen,to pardon blood; 
And I haue built two Chauntries, 
Where the fad and folemne Priefts fing fHll 
For RicbarJt Soule. More will I doe : 
Though all that I can doe, is nothing worth ; 
Since that my Penitence comes after all. 
Imploring pardon. 

Snta^ QlouctJUr, 

Glouc. My Liege. 

King. My Brother Gloucefiers voyce ? I : 
I know thy errand,] will goe with thee ; 
The day, my friend, and all things ftay for me. 
Exwnt. 
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EBter the Dolphin, Orleance, Ramburs^ and 
Beaumont, 

OrUanct. The Sunoe doth gild our Armour vp, my 
Lords. 

^olpb, Monte Cbeual : My Hor^t^ Verht Lacquay : 
Ha. 

Orleance, Oh braue Spirit. 

Dolpb, Via Us eves & terre. 

Orleance, Rien ptA le air & feu. 

^olph, Cein, Coufin Orleance, Enter Conftable. 

Now my Lord Conftable? 

Confi. Hearke how our Steedes, for prefent Seruice 
neigh. 

Dolpb, Mount them, and make incifton in their Hides, 
That their hot blood may fpin in Englifli eyes, 
And doubt them with fuperfluous courage : ha. 

J{iiM.Wbat,wil you haue them weep our Horfes blood? 
How ihall we then behold their naturall teares ? 
Enter e^effenger, 

vMeffeng. The English are embattaiPd, you French 
Peeres. 
Conft. To Horfe you gallant Princes, ftraight to Horfe. 
Doe but behold yond poore and ibrued Band, 
And your faire ihew ihall fuck away their Soules, 
Leauing them but the flules and huskes of men. 
There is not worke enough for all our bands, 
Scarce blood enough in all their fickly Veines, 
To giue each naked Curtleax a ftayne. 
That our French Gallants ihall to day draw out, 
And iheath for lack of fport. Let vs but blow on them, 
The vapour of our Valour will o*re-turne them. 
*Tis pofitiue againil all exceptions. Lords, 
That our fuperfluous Lacquies,and our PefanCs, 
Who in vnneceiTarie a£Bon fwarme 
About our Squares of Battaile, were enow 
To purge this field of fuch a hilding Foe ; 
Though we vpon this Mountaines Ba£s by, 
Tooke ibnd for idle fpeculation : 
But that our Honours muil not. What* s to fay i 
A very little little let vs doe, 
And all is done : then let the Trumpets found 
The Tucket Sonuance,and the Note to mount : 
For our approach ihall fo much dare the field, 
That England ihall couch downe in feare,and yeeld. 

Enter Graundpree. 
Grandpree.Why do you iby fo long, my Lords of France? 
Yond Hand Carrions, defperate of their bones, 
Ill-fauoredly become the Morning field : 
Their ragged Curtaines poorely are let loofe. 
And our Ayre ihakes them pailing fcornefully. 
Bigge e^art feemes banqu*rout in their begger'd Hoaft, 
And faintly through a ruftie Beuer peepes. 
The Horfemen fit like fixed Candlefticks, 
With Torch-ilaues in their hand: and their poore lades 
Lob downe their heads, dropping the hides and hips : 
The gumme downe roping At>m their pale-dead eyes. 
And in their pale dull mouthes the lymold Bitt 
Lyes fbule with chawM-graire,ilill and motionleiTe. 
And their executors, the knauiih Crowes, 
Flye o*re them all, impatient for their howre. 
Defcription cannot fute it felfe in words. 
To demonihate the Life of fuch a Battaile, 
In life fo liueleire,as it ihewes it felfe. 

Confi. They haue faid their prayers. 
And they (lay for death. 
Dolpb,Shi\\ we goe fend them Dinners, and freih Sutei, 



And giue their fiiiling Hories Prouender, 
And after fight with them ? 

Conjl, I iby but for my Guard : on 
To the field,! will the Banner from a Trumpet take. 
And vfe it for my hafte. Come, come away. 
The Sunne is high, and we out-weare the day. Exenat. 

Enter Gloucefier, ^dfird, Exeter , Brpingbam 

witb all bis Hoafi i SaUtburyyand 

W'eftmerland, 

Glouc, Where is the King ? 

Bedf, The King himfelfe is rode to view their Bat- 
taile. 

ffyi. Of fighting men they haue full threefcore thoa- 
iknd. 

Bxe. There's fiue to one,befides they all are freih. 

SaUtb.Gods Arme ilrike with vs,*tis a fearefoU oddes. 
God buy' you Princes all ; He to my Charge: 
If we no more meet, till we meet in Heauen ; 
Then ioy folly, my Noble Lord of Bedford, 
My deare Lord Gloucefter,and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind Kinfman, Warriors all, adieu. 

J7r^.Farwell good Salitburyyic good luck go with thee: 
And yet I doe thee wrong, to mind thee of it, 
For thou art fram'd of the firme truth of valour* 

Exe. Farwell kind Lord: fight valiantly to day. 

Bedf, He is as full of Valour as of KindneiTe, 
Princely in both. 

Enter the King. 

fVefi. O that we now had here 
But one ten thoufand of thofe men in England, 
That doe no worke to day. 

King, What's he that wiihes fo ? 
My Coufin Wefimerland, No, my faire Coufin : 
If we are markt to dye, we are enow 
To doe our Countrey loiTe : and if to liue. 
The fewer men, the greater ihare of honour. 
Gods will, I pray thee wiih not one man more. 
By lowty I am not couetous for Gold, 
Nor care I who doth feed vpon my coil : 
It yernes me not, if men my Garments weare ; 
Such outward things dwell not in my defires. 
But if it be a finne to couet Honor, 
I am the moil ofl!ending Soule aliue. 
No *fiiith,my Couze,wiih not a man from England : 
Gods peace,! would not loofe fo great an Honor, 
As one man more me thinkes would ihare from me, 
For the bed hope I haue. O, doe not wiih one more : 
Rather proclaime it [fVeJlmgrlani) through my Hoaft» 
That he which hath no ilomack to this fight, 
Let him depart, his Pafport ihall be made. 
And Crownes for Conuoy put into his Purfe : 
We would not dye in that mans companie. 
That feares his fellowihip, to dye with vs. 
This day is call'd the Feail of Crijg^ian : 
He that out-liues this day, and comes (afe home. 
Will iland a tip-toe when this day is named. 
And rowfe him at the Name of CriJ^ian. 
He that ihall fee this day, and liue old age. 
Will yeerely on the Vigil feail his neighbours, 
And fay, to morrow is Saint Qrifiian, 
Then will he ilrip his fleeue,and ihew his skarres: 
Old men forget ; yet all ihall be forgot : 
But hee'le remember, with aduantages. 
What feats he did that day. Then ihall our Names, 
Familiar in his mouth as houfehold words, 
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fCing, Bedford and Exeter^ 
id Talbot f Salisbury zn^ Qloucefiery 
flowing Cups fremly remembred. 
(hall the good man teach hit fonne : 
ne CrlJ^ian (hall neVe goe by, 
Jay to the ending of the World, 
it ihall be remembred ; 
; happy few, we band of brothers: 
ay that flieds his blood with me, 
y brother: be he ncVe fo vile, 
lall gentle his Condition, 
emen in England, now a bed, 
:e themfelues accurft they were not here j 
:heir Manhoods cheape, whiles any fpeakes. 
It with vs vpon Saint Crijpinet day. 

Enter Saliburj, 
Sotieraign Lord,beftow your Telle with fpeed: 
h are brauely in their battailes fet, 
rith all expedience charge on vs. 
Jl things are ready, if our minds be To. 
erifh the man, whofe mind is backward now. 
hou do*ft not wiih more helpe from England, 

ods will, my Liege, would you and I alone, 
lOre helpe, could fight this Royall battaile. 
hy now thou haft vnwiiht fiue thoufiind men: 
es me better, then to wlfli vs one. 
your places : God be with you all. 

TucJ(et. Enter Montloy. 
ce more I come to know of thee King Harry, 
Unfome thou wilt now compound, 
moft aflured Ouerthrow: 
ly,thou art fo neere the Gulfe, 
s muft be englutted. Befides,in mercy 
ible defires thee, thou wilt mind 
rers of Repentance ^ that their Soules 
a peaceful! and a fweet retyre 
thefe fields :where(wretches)their poore bodies 
nd fefter. 

S^ho hath fent thee now ? 
'he Conftable of France, 
pray thee beare my former Anfwer back : 
itchieue me, and then fell my bones. 
, why fhould they mock poore fellowes thus f 
Jiat once did fell the Lyons skin 
beaft liuM,was killM with hundng him. 
^ our bodyes ihall no doubt 
le Graues: vpon the which, I truft 
Kfe liue in BraiTe of this dayes worke. 
that leaue their valiant bones in France, 
men, though buryed in your Dunghills, 
be fam*d : for there the Sun ihall greet them, 
their honors reeking vp to Heauen, 
eir earthly parts to choake your Clyme, 
whereof ihall breed a Plague in France* 
n abounding valour in our Engliih : 
I dead,like to the bullets crafing, 
t into a fecond courfe of mifchiefe, 
relapfe of Mortalitie. 
»ke prowdly : Tell the Conftable, 
t Warriors for the working day : 
sfTe and our Gilt are all befmyrcht 
ie Marching in the painefuU field. 
It a piece of feather in our Hoaft : 
ment(I hope) we will not flye : 



And time hath worne vs into ilouenrie. 
But by the Maire,our hearts are in the trim : 
And my poore Souldiers tell me, yet ere Night, 
TheyUe he in freiher Robes, or they will pluck 
The gay new Coats o*re the French Souldiers heads. 
And turne them out of feruice. If they doe this. 
As if God pleafe, they ihall ; my Ranfome then 
WiU foone be leuyed. 
Herauld,iaue thou thy labour : 
Come thou no more for Ranfome, gentle Herauld, 
They ihall haue none, I fweare,but thefe my ioynts: 
Which if they haue, as I wjll leaue vm them. 
Shall yeeld them little, tell the Conftable. 

[Mont. I ihall, King Harry. And fo fare thee well: 
Thou neuer ihalt heare Herauld any more. Exit. 

King. I feare thou wilt once more come againe for a 
Ranfome. 

Enter TorJ(e. 

Torl^. My Lord, moft humbly on my knee I begge 
The leading of the Vaward. 

King. Take it, braue Torl^. 
Now Souldiers march away. 
And how thou pleafeft God,difpofe the day. Exeunt. 

Alarum. Sxcurjions. 
Enter Pijf oil, French Souldier,Bty. 

Pift. Yeeld Curre. 

French. Ie penje que veui eftes le Gentilbome de bon qua- 
litti. 

Fifi. Qualtitie calmie cufture me. Art thou a Gentle- 
man ? What is thy Name ? difcuiTe. 

French. Seigneur Dieu. 

Pift. O Signieur Dewe ihould be a Gentleman : per- 
pend my words O Signieur Dewe,and marke: O Signieur 
Dewe, thou dyeft on point of Fox, except O Signieur 
thou doe giue to me egregious Ranfome. 

French. prennes mij'erecordie aye pite% de moy. 

fift. Moy ihall not ferue, I will haue fortie Moyes: for 
I will fetch thy rymme out at thy Throat, in droppes of 
Crimfon blood. 

French. Efl il impoJfibU ttejchapper le force de ton bras. 

Pift. BraiTe, CurrePthou damned and luxurious Moun- 
taine Goat, oiFer*ft me BraiTe ? 

French. Operdonne moy. 

Pift. Say'ft thou me fo ? is that a Tonne of Moyes ? 
Come hither boy,a8ke me this ilaue in French what is his 
Name. 

^Boy. Efcoute comment eftes vout appellef 

French. Mounfiiur le ter. 

^oy. He fayes his Name is M.Fer. 

Pift. M.Fer : He fer him, and firke him, and ferret him : 
difcuile the fame in French vnto him. 

fBoy. I doe not know the French for fer, and ferret, and 
firke. 

Tift. Bid him prepare,fbr I will cut his throat. 

French. Slue dit il Mounfaur ? 

fBoy. II me commande a vout dire que vout faite xfout 
prefty ear cefildat icy eB dij^ojee tout afture de couppa 'voftre 
gorge. 

Pift. Owy, cuppele gorge permafoy peiant, vnleiTe 
thou giue me Crownes, braue Crownesjor mangled ihalt 
thou be by this my Sword. 

French. Ie vous fupplie pour f amour dt fDieu : ma par- 
donner, lefuit le Gentilbome de bon mai/on, garde ma vie, & Ie 
vous donneray deux cent e/cm. 

Pift. What are his words f 

Boy. He 
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Boy, He prayes you to faue his life, he is a Gentleman 
of a good houfe, and for his ranfom he will giue you two 
hundred Crownes. 

Pip. Tell him my fury ihall abate, and I the Crownes 
will uke. 

Fren.fetlt ^Monjuur que dU ilf 

Boy, Encore qu^il et contra Jon lurementy de pardonner au- 
cufie prijonner: neant-mons pour Us efcues que vous l^t a pro- 
metSfU eft content a veus donnes le liber te lefrancbifement, 

Fre. Sur mes genoux fe vout donnes milles remercious^ et 
le me eJHme beurex que Je intombe^entre les main, d^vn Cbe- 
ualier le peuje le plui braue 'valiant et tres diftinie fignieur 
d*jingleterre. 

Fiji, Expound vnto me boy. 

Boy, He giues you vpon his knees a thoufand thanks, 
and he efteemes himfelfe happy, that he hath falne into 
the hands of one (as he thinkes) the mod braue , valorous 
and thrice-worthy figneur of England. 

Fip, As I fucke blood, I will fome mercy (hew. Fol- 
low mee. 

^Boy, Saaue votu le grand Capitainef 
I did neuer know fo full a voyce iflue fi'om Co emptie a 
heart : but the faying is true. The empty vefTel makes the 
greaceft found, ^ardo/fe and Nym had tenne times more 
valour, then this roanng diuell i*th olde play, that euerie 
one may payre hu naylcs with a woodden dagger, and 
they are both hang*d, and fo would this be, if hee.durft 
fteale any thing aduenturoufly. I mud (lay with the 
Lackies with the luggage of our camp, the French might 
haue a good pray of vs, if he knew of it, for there is none 
to guard it but boyes. Exit, 

Enter Conftable , Orleance, Burbon , Dolphin^ 
and Ramburs, 

Con, Diable. 

Orl, Ofigueur le tour et perdia^ toute et perdie, 

DoL ^Mor Dieu ma vfV, all is confounded all. 
Reproach, and euerlafting fliame 

Sits mocking in our Plumes. Aflwt Alarum, 

mefcbante Fortune^ do not runne away. 

Con, Why all our rankes are broke. 

Doly O perdurable fhame, let*s ftab our felues : 
Be thefe the wretches that we plaid at dice for P 

Orl, Is this the King we fent too, for his ranfome? 

^ur. Shame, and eternall (hame, nothing but fhame, 
Let vs dye in once more backe againe. 
And he that will not follow Burbon now. 
Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand 
Like a bafe Pander hold the Chamber doore, 
Whilft a bafe daue, no gentler then my dogge. 
His faireft daughter is contaminated. 

Con, Diforder that hath fpoylM vs, friend vs now, 
Let vs on heapes go offer vp our Hues. 

Orl, We are enow yet liuing in the Field^ 
To fmother vp the Engliih in our throngs. 
If any order might be thought vpon. 

9»r. The diuell uke Order now, He to the throng ; 
Let life be fhort, elfe fhame will be too long. Exit, 

Alarum, Enter the King and bit trayncy 
wtb Prijoners, 

King.yftW haue we done, thrice-valiant Countrimen, 
But airs not done, yet keepe the French the field. 

Sxe, The D. of York commends him to your Maiefly 



AliW.Liues he good Vnckle t thrice within this boorc 
I faw him downe ; thrice vp againe, and fighting. 
From Helmet to the fpurre, all blood he was. 

Exe. In which array (braue Soldier) doth he lye, 
Larding the plaine : and by his bloody fide, 
(Yoake-fellow to his honour-owing- wounds) 
The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo lyes. 
Suflfolke firfl dyed, and Yorke all hagled ouer 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay infleeped, 
And takes him by the Beard, kifTes the gafhes 
That bloodily did yawne vpon his face. 
He cryes aloud; Tarry my Cofin Suffolke, 
My foule fhall thine keepe company to heauen : 
Tarry (fweet foule) for mine, then flye a-breft : 
As in this glorious and well-fbughten field 
We kept together in our Chiualrie. 
Vpon thefe words I came, and checr'd him*vp. 
He fmird me in the face, raught me his hand. 
And with a feeble gripe, fayes : Deere my Lord, 
Commend my feruicc to my Soueraigne, 
So did he turne, and ouer Sufifolkes necke 
He threw his wounded arme, and kift his lippes, 
And fo efpousM to death, with blood he fealM 
A Teftament of Noble-ending-loue : 
The prettie and fweet manner of it forc*d 
Thoie waters from me, which I would haue flop*d. 
But I had not fo much of man in mee, 
And all my mother came into mine eyes, 
And gaue me vp to teares. 

King. I blame you not. 
For hearing this, I mufl perforce compound 
With mixtfuU eyes, or they will ilTue to. JiUnm 

But hearke, what new alarum is this fame ? 
The French haue re-enforc*d their fcatterM men : 
Then euery fouldiour kill his Prifoners, 
Giue the word through. ^ 
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Enter Fluellen and Go»er, 

Flu, Kill the poyes and the luggage, Tis expreflfely 
againft the Law of Armes, tis as arrant a peece of knauc- 
ry marke you now, as can bee ofifert in your Confcieoce 
now, is it not? 

Go». Tit certaine, there^s not a boy left aliue, and the 
Cowardly Rafcalls that ranne fi'om the batuile ha' done 
this (laughter : befides they haue burned and carried a- 
way all that was in the Kings Tent, wherefore the King 
moft worthily hath caus*d euery foldiour to cut his pri- 
foners throat. O *tis a gallant King. 

Flu. I, hee was porne at Monmouth CapUine Gcmeri 
What call you the Townes name where Aiexandtr the 
pig was borne ? 

Cr0w. Alexander the Great. 

Flu. Why I pray yon, is not pig , great ? The pif, or 
the grear, or the mighty, or the huge, or the nugnaoi- 
mous, are all one reckonings, faue the phrafe is a litle va- 
riations. 

Gevfcr. I thinke Alexander the Great was borne ia 
cMacedon, his Father was called PbiJlip of Maeedem^ as I 
take it. 

Flu, I thinke it is in Macedon where ^Alexander b 
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I tell you Captaine, if you looke in the Maps of 
Id, I %varrant you fall finde in the comparifons be- 

Mactdon Sc Moitmoutb, that the fituations looke 
both alike. There is a Riuer in ^Matedon^ic there 
noreouer a Riuer at Monmouth^ it is call'd Wye at 
tth I but it is out of my praines, what is the name 
»ther Riuer : but *tis all one, tis alike as my fingers 
f fingers, and there is Salmons in both . If you 
AUxandert life well, Harry of Monmoutbes life is 
fter it indifferent well, for there is figures in all 
Aiexandir God knowes, and you know, in his 
ad his furies, and his wraths, and his choUers, and 
odesy and his difpleafures, and his indignations, 
> being a little intoxicates in his praines, did in 
s and his angers (looke you) kill his beft friend 

Our King u not like him in that, he neuer killM 
lis friends. 

It is not well done (marke you now) to take the 
t of my mouth, ere it is made and finifhed.I fpeak 
the figures, and comparifons of it : as Alexander 

friend C^ytiu^ being in his Ales and his Cuppes; fo 
rrj ^Monmouth being in his right wittes, and his 
dgemencs, turned away the hi Knight with the 
;lly doublet : he was full of lefts, and gypes, and 
es, and mockes, I haue forgot his name. 

Sir lobn Falftaffe. 

That is he : lie tell you,there is good men porne 

moKtb, 

. Heere comes his Maiefty. 

jiUtrum. Enter King Harry and Burhon 
with prifoners. Flourljb, 

\ I was not angry fince I came to France, 
his inftant. Take a Trumpet Herald, 
ou vnto the Horfemen on yond hill : 
will fight with vs, bid them come downe, 
le the field : they do oflend our fight. 
I do neither, we will come to them, 
ike them sker away, as fwift as ftones 
d firom the old AfTyrian flings: 
wee*l cut the throats of thofe we haue, 
t a man of them that we fliall take, 
fie our mercy. Go and tell them fo. 

Enter Afonticy, 
Here comes the Herald of the French, my Liege 
Hit eyes are humbler then they vs*d to be. 
• How now, what meanes this Herald ? Knowft 

thou not, 
haue fin*d thefe bones of mine for ranfome? 
thou againe for ranfome } 
No great King : 
to thee for charitable Licenfe, 
e may wander ore this bloody field, 
ce our dead, and then to bury them, 
our Nobles from our common men. 
ny of our Princes ^woe the while) 
wn*d and foak*d in mercenary blood : 
or vulgar drench their peafant limbes 
i of Princes, and with wounded fteeds 
-locke deepe in gore, and with wilde rage 
rat their armed heeles at their dead mafters, 
them twice. O giue vs leaue great King, 
t the field in fafecy, and difpofe 
r dead bodies. 



Kin, I tell thee truly Herald, 
I know not if the day be ours or no. 
For yet a many of your horfemen peere, 
And gallop ore the field. 

Her, The day is yours. 

Kin, Praifed be God, and not our ftrength for it : 
What is this Caftle callM that fUnds hard by. 

Her, They call it jigincourt. 

King, Then call we thu the field of Agincourtf 
Fought on the day of CriJ}>in Qrij^ianus. 

Flu. Your Grandfather of famous memory (an*t pleafe 
your Maiefty) and your great Vnde Edward the Placke 
Prince of Wales, as I haue read in the Chronicles, fought 
a moft praue pattle here in France. 

Kin. They did Fiuellen. 

Flu. Your Maiefty (ayes very true : If your Maiefties 
is remembred of it, the Welchmen did good feruice in a 
Garden where Leekes did grow, wearing Leekes in their 
Monmouth caps, which your Maiefty know to this houre 
is an honourable badge of the feruice: And I do'beleeue 
your Maiefty ukes no fcorne to weare the Leeke vppon 
S. Tauies day. 

King. I weare it for a memorable honor : 
For I am Welch you know good Countriman. 

Flu, All the water in Wye, cannot wafh your Maie- 
fties Welfh plood out of your pody, I can tell you that : 
God plefTe it, and preferue it, as long as it pleafes his 
Grace, and his Maiefty too. 

Kin. Thankes good my Countrymen. 

Flu. By leftiu, I am your Maiefties Countreyman, I 
care not who know it : I will confeflfe it to all the Orld, I 
need not to be afti^med of your Maiefty, praifed be God 
fo long as your Maiefty is an honeft man. 

King, Good keepe me fo. 

Enter fVilliamt. 
Qur Heralds go with him. 
Bring me iuft notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither. 

Exe, Souldier, you muft come to the King. 

Kin, Souldier, why wear^ft thou that Gloue in thy 
Cappe ? 

H^ill. And't pleafe your Maiefty, tis the gage of one 
that I fliould fight withall,if he be aliue. 

Kin. An Englifliman } 

Wil, And*t pleafe your Maiefty, a Rafcall that fwag- 
ger^d with me laft night : who if aliue, and euer dare to 
challenge this Gloue, I haue fworne to uke him a boxe 
a'th ere : or if I can fee my Gloue in hu cappe, which he' 
fwore as he was a Souldier he would weare (if aliue jl wil 
ftrike it out foundly. 

Kin. What thinke you Captaine Fiuellen , is it fit this 
fouldier keepe his oath. 

Flu. Hee is a Crauen and a Villaine elfe, aui't pleafe 
your Maiefty in my confcience. 

King. It may bee, his enemy is a Gentleman of great 
fort quite from the anfwer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as good a lentleman as the diuel is, 
as Lucifer and Belzebub himfelfe, it is necelTary (looke 
your Grace) that he keepe his vow and his oath: If hee 
bee periurM (fee you now) his reputation is as arrant a 
villaine and a lacke fawce, as euer his blacke fhoo trodd 
vpon Gods ground, and his earth, in my confcience law 

King. Then keepe thy vow firrah, when thou meet*fl 
the fellow. 

fVil. So, I wil my Liege, as I liue. 

Kinv, Who feru'ft thou vnder ? 

^ Wil, 

-__ 
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ff^iil. Vndcr Captainc Gowery my Liege. 

F/u. Goxper is a good Captainc, and is good know* 
ledge and literatured in the Warres. 

King. Call him hither to me, Souldicr. 

H^iTl. I will my Liege. Exit. 

King. Here F/uel/en, weare thoii this fauour for me, and 
fticke it in thy Cappe : when Alanjon and my fclfe were 
downc together,! pluckt this Gloue from his Hclmc : If 
any man challenge this, hee is a friend to tAIanfofiyZnd an 
enemy to our Perfon; if thou encounter any fuch, appre- 
hend him, and thou do*ft me loue. 

F/u. Your Grace doo's me as great Honors as can be 
defir*d in the hearts of his Subiefts : I would fiiine fee 
the man, that ha's but two legges, that fhall find himfelfe 
agreefd at this Gloue ; that is all : but I would faine fee 
it once,and pleafe God of his grace that I might fee. 

King. Know'ft thou Gorper > 

Flu. He is my deare friend, and pleafe you. 

King. Pray thee goc feeke him, and bring him to my 
Tent. 

Flu. I will fetch him. Exit. 

King. My Lord of /f^np/VKand my Brother Glofter ^ 
Follow Fluellen clofely at the hceles. 
The Gloue which I haue giuc;n him for a faiuour, 
May haply purchafe him a box a*th*eare. 
It is the Souldiers : I by bargaine fliould 
Weare it my felfe. Follow good Coufin lVanpic( : 
If that the Souldier ftrike him, as I iudge 
By his blunt bearing, he will keepe his word ; 
Some fodaine mifchiefe may arife of it : 
For 1 doe know Fluellen valiant. 
And toucht with Choler, hot as Gunpowder, 
And quickly will returne an iniurie. 
Follow, and fee there be no harme betweene them. 
Goe you with me,Vnckle of Exeter. Exeunt. 

Enter G(mer and JVilliams. 

Will, I warrant it is to Knight you, Captainc, 
Enter Fluellen. 

Flu. Gods will, and his pleafure, Captainc, I befecch 
you now, come apace to the King : there is more good 
toward you pcraduenture, then is in your knowledge to 
dreame of. 

IVill. Sir, know you this Gloue? 

Flu. Know the Gloue^ I know the Gloue is a Gloue. 

tyUl. I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

Strifes him. 

Flu. *Sblud,an arrant Tray tor as anyes in the Vniucr- 
iall World, or in France, or in England. 

Gorier, How now Sir? you Villaine. 

H^tll. Doe you thinke He be forfwome ? 

Flu. Stand away Captainc C7«wfr,I will glue Trcafon 
his payment into plowes, I warrant you. 

fVill. I am no Traytor, 

Flu. That's a Lye in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
Maiefties Name apprehend him, he's a friend of the Duke 
Alanjons. 

Enter ff^arwici( and Qloucefier, 
JVarw. How now, how now, what's the matter? 
Flu. My Lord of Warwick, heerc is, prayfed be God 
for it, a moft contagious Treafon come to light, lookc 
you, as you (hall defire in a Summers day. Heerc is his 
Maieftic. Enter King and Exeter. 

King. How now, what's the matter ? 

Flu. My Liege, heerc is a Villaine, and a Traytor, 
that looke your Grace, ha's ftrooke the Gloue which 



your Maicftic is take out of the Helmet of tAlan- 
fan, 

fVill. My Liege, this was my Gloue, here is the fellow 
of it: and he that I gaue it to in change, promisM to weare 
it in his Cappe : I promised to ftrike him, if he did : I met 
this man with my Gloue in his Cappe, and I haue been » 
good as my word. 

Flu, Your Maicftic bcarc now, fauing your Maieftiei 
Manhood , what an arrant rafcally , beggerly , lowiie 
Knauc it is : I hope your Maicftic is pearc me tcftiinonie 
and witnc(re,and will auouchment, that this is the Gloue 
of Alanjon, that your Maicftic is giuc mc, in your Con* 
fcience now. 

King. Giuc mc thy Gloue Souldicr ; 
Loolce, heerc is the fellow of it : 

*Twjs I indeed thou promifed'ft to ftrike, i 

And thou haft giuen me moft bitter terraes. { 

Flu. And pleafe your Maicftic, let his Neck anfwcre 
for it, if there is any Marihall Law in the World. 

King. How canft thou make me fatisfadlion ? 

H^ttl. All offences, my Lord, come from the heart: ne- 
uer came any from mine, that might offend jrour Ma- 
icftic. 

King. It was our felfc thou didft abufc. 

fF'ilL Your Maieftie came not like your felfe: jroa 
appeared to me but as a common roan : witnefTe tiie 
Night , your Garments , your LowlinefTc : and what 
your Highneffe fuffcr'd Tnder that fhape , I befeech yoa 
take it for your owne fault, and not mine : for had yoa 
beene as I tookc you for, I made no oflence ; therefbic 1 
befecch your HighnefTc pardon me* 

King. Hert Vnckle Exeter , fin this Gloue with Crownei, 
And giuc it to this fellow. Keepe it fellow, 
And weare it for an Honor in thy Cappe, 
Till I doc challenge it. Giuc him the Crownes : 
And Captainc, you muft needs be friends with him. 

Flu. By this Day and this Light, the fellow ha's met- 
tell enough in his belly : Hold, there is twelue-pcoce for 
you, and I pray you to feme God, and keepe you out of 
prawlcs and prabbles, and quarrels and diflentions, and 1 
warrant you it is the better for you, 

ff^ill. I will none of your Money. 

Flu. It is with a good will : I can tell yoa it will ferae 
you to mend your (hoocs : come, wherefore fbonld yoa 
be fo pafhfull, your fhooes is not fo good : *tis a good 
filling I warrant you, or I will change it. 
Enter Herauld. 

King. Now Herauld, arc the dead numbred ? 

Herald, Heerc is the number of the flaught'red 
French. 

King, What Prifoners of good fort are taken, 
Vnckle ? 

Exe. Charles Duke of Orlcance, Nephew to the Kio{, 
lobn Duke of Burbon,and Lord Boucbifuald : 
Of other Lords and Bar«ns, Knights and Squires, 
Full fiftccne hundred, befides common men. 

King. This Note doth tell me of ten thoufand French 
That in the field lye flainc : of Princes in this number. 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead 
One hundred twentic fix : added to thefe. 
Of Knights, Efquires, and gallant Gentlemen, 
Eight thoufand and foure hundred: of the which, 
Fiue hundred were but yefterday dubb'd Knights. 
So that in thefe ten thoufand they haue loft. 
There are but fixteene hundred Mercenaries : 
The reft arc Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squires, 

And 
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ntlemen of bloud and qualitie. 

met of thoie their Nobles that lye dead : 

Dtlabretby High Conftable of France, 

r Chatilion, Admirall of France, 

ifter of the Crofle-boweSyLord Ramhures^ 

[after of France, the braue Sir Guicbard ^olpbin^ 

ke of Alan{bn,^//i0ffiV Duke of Brabant, 

»ther to the Duke of Burgundie, 

ward Duke of Barr : of luftie Earles, 

ee and RouJJie^ Faucofibridge and Foyety 

t and Marlty Vandemont and LefiraU, 

s a Royall fellowihip of death. 

s the number of our Engiifh dead ? 

the Duke of Yorke,the Earle of Suftblke, 

ltd Ketly^ Dauy Gam El'quire ; 

(e of name : and of all other men, 

and twentie. 

d, thy Arme was heere : 
: to Tt, but to thy Arme alone, 
we all : when, without ftratagem, 
laine fliock,and euen play of Batuile, 
r knowne fo great and little lolTe ? 
part and on th*other, take it God, 
none but thine. 

Tis wonderfull, 

Come,goe me in proceilion to the Village : 
it death proclaymed through our Hoaft, 

of this, or take that prayfe from God, 
s his onely. 

Is it not lawfiiU and pleafe your Maieftie, to tell 
nyiskUrd? 

Yea Captaine: but with this acknowledgement, 
>d fought for vs. 
ires,my confcienceyhe did vs great good. 

Doe we all holy Rights : 
e be fung Non ifcto,and Te Deum^ 
d with charicje enclosed in Clay : 
n to Callice,and to England then, 
le^re from France arriuM more happy men. 
Exeunt. 



(iABus Qutntus. 



Enttr Chorm. 
fe to thofe that haue not read the Story, 
nay prompt them : and of fuch as haue, 
y pray them to admit th*excufe 
,of numbers, and due courfe of things, 
:annot in their huge and proper life, 
prefented. Now we beare the King 
Callice : Graunt him there ; there leene, 
im away vpon your winged thoughL>, 
: the Sea : Behold the Engliih beach 
the flood ; with Men,Wiues,and Boyes, 
(houts & claps out-voyce the deep-mouthM Sea, 
ike a mightie WhifHer Yore the ICing, 
x> prepare bis way : So let him land, 
rmnly fee him fet on to London, 
a pace hath Thought, that euen now 
f imagine him vpon Black-Heath : 
iiat his Lords defire him, to haue borne 
fed Helmet, and his bended Sword 
im, through theCitie : he forbids it. 



Being fi-ee fi-om vain-nefre,and felfc -glorious pride ; 
Giuing full Trophee,Signall,and Oftent, 
Quite from himfelfe,to God. But now behold. 
In the quick Forge and working-houfe of Thought, 
How London doth powre out her Citizens, 
The Maior and all his Brethren in beft fort. 
Like to the Senatours of th*antique Rome, 
With the Plebeians fwarming at their heeles, 
Goe forth and fetch their Conquering Cafar in : 
As by a lower, but by louing likclyhood. 
Were now the Generall of our gracious EmprelTe, 
As in good time he may, from Ireland comming. 
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword ; 
How many would the peacefull Citie quit, 
To welcome him ? much more, and much more caufe. 
Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 
As yet the lamenution of the French 
Inuites the King of Englands ftay at home : 
The Emperour's comming in behalfe of France, 
To order peace betwcene them : and omit 
All the occurrences, what euer chanc*t. 
Till Harryes backe returne againe to France: 
There rauft we bring him ; and my felfe haue play*d 
The interimyhy remembring you 'tis paft. 
Then brooke abridgement,and your eyes aduance. 
After your thoughts, ftraight backe againe to France. 

Exit, 

Enter Fluellen and Gcvper. 

Gcmer. Nay, that's right : but why weare you your 
Leeke to day ^ S. Dauies day is paft. 

Flu. There is occafions and caufes why and wherefore 
in all things : I will tell you afte my friend , Captaine 
GifWer'^ the rafcally, fcauld, beggerly, lowfie, pragging 
Knaue!P/^0//, which you and your felfe,and all the World, 
know to be no petter then a fellow, iooke you now, of no 
merits : hee is come to me, and prings me pread and 
fault yefterday, Iooke you, and bid me eate my Leeke : 
it ¥ra8 in a place where I could not breed no contention 
with him ; but I will be fo bold as to weare it in my Cap 
till I fee him once againe, and then I will tell him a little 
piece of my defires. 

Enter PifiolL 

Gffwer. Why heere hee comes, fwelling like a Turky- 
cock. 

Flu, 'Tis no matter for his fwcllings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God pleflTe you aunchient PiUolhyoM fcuniie low- 
fie Knaue,God plefTe you. 

Pift, Ha, art thou bedlam ? doeft thou thirft, bafe 
Troian, to haue me fold vp Parcas fatall Web? Hence; 
I am qualmifh at the fmell of Leeke. 

Flu. I pefeech you heartily, fcuruie lowfie Knaue, at 
my defires, and my requefts, and my petitions, to eate, 
Iooke you, this Leeke; becaufe, Iooke you, you doe not 
loue it, nor your afFedions,and your appetites and your 
difgeftions doo's not agree with it, I would defire you 
to eate it. 

Pift, Not for Cadxpallader and all his Goats. 

Flu. There is one Goat for you. Stri{ei bim. 

Will you be fo good, fcauld Knaue, as eate it? 

Pift. Bafe Troian, thou ihalt dye. 

Flu. You fay very true , fcauld Knaue , when Gods 

will is : I will defire you to liue in the meane time, and 

eate your Viduals : come, there is fawce fur it. You 

caird me yefterday Mounuine-Squier , but I will make 

you 
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you to day a fqulre of low degree. I pray you fall too , if 
you can moclce a Leeke, you can care a Leeke. 

Gour, Enough Captaine, you haue aftonidit him. 

Flu.l fay, I will make him eate fome part of my leeke, 
or I will peate hii pate foure dayes : bite I pray you, it it 
good for your greene wound, and your ploodie Coxe- 
combe. 

Tif, Muft I bite. 

Flu. Yes certainly, and out of doubt and out of que- 
ftion toOf and ambiguities. 

fift. By this Leeke, I will moft horribly reuenge I 
eate and eate I fweare. 

Flu. Eate I pray you, will you haue fome more fauce 
to your Leeke : there is not enough Leeke to fweare by. 

Pift. Quiet thy Cudgell,thou doft fee I eate. 

Flu. Much good do you fcald knaue, heartily. Nay, 
pray you throw none away, the skinne is good for your 
broken Coxcombe ; when you take occaftons to fee 
Leekes heereafter, I pray you mocke at *em, that is alL 

fift. Good. 

flu. I, Leekes is good : hold you, there is a groat to 
heale your pate. 

Pifl. Me a groat? 

Flu Yes verily, and in tnith you fhall take it, or I haue 
another Leeke in my pocket, which you ihall eate. 

Pift. I take thy groat in earned of reuenge. 

Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in Cud- 
gels, you (hall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
me but cudgels .* God bu*y you, and keepe you, ic heale 
your pate. Exit 

Pift. All hell ihall ftirre for this. 

G6».Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knaue, 
will you mocke at an ancient Tradition began vppon an 
honourable refpedt, and worne as a memorable Trophee 
of predeceafed valor, and dare not auouch in your deeds 
any of your words. I haue feene you gleeking ic galling 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, becaufe 
he could not fpeake Englifh in the nadue garb, he could 
not therefore handle an Englifh Cudgell : you finde it o- 
therwife, and henceforth let a Welfh corre^on, teach 
you a good Englifh condition, fare ye well. Exit 

Pift. Doeth ^rtune play the hufwife with me now? 
Newes haue I that my Doll is dead i'th Spittle of a mala- 
dy of France, and there my rendeuous is quite cut of)^*: 
Old I do waxe, and firom my wearie limbes honour is 
Cudgeld. Well, Baud He turne, and fomething leane to 
Cut-purfe of quicke hand : To England will I fteale, and 
there He fteale t 

And patches will I get vnto thefe cudgeld fcarres. 
And fwore 1 got them in the Gallia warres. Exit. 

Enter at one doore. King Henry ^ Exeter ^ Bedford, IVarrricJ^^ 

and other Lords. At another, Queene IJabel, 

the King, the Dul^of^B<ntrgongne,an4 

other French. 

King. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are met j 
Vnto our brother France, and to our Sifter 
Health and Aire time of day : loy ard good wifhes 
To our moft faire and Princely Cofine Katherine : 
And as a branch and member of this Royalty, 
By whom this great affembly is contriu*d. 
We do falute you Duke of Burgogne, 
And Princes French and Peeres health to you all. 

Fra. Right ioyous are we to behold your face, 
Moft worthy brother England, fairely met. 
So are you Princes (Englifti) euery one. 



Quee. So happy be the IfTue brother Ireland 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting. 
As we are now glad to behold your eyes, 
Your eyes which hitherto haue borne 
In them againft the French that met them in their bent, 
The fatall Balls of murthering Bafiliskes : 
The venome of fuch Lookes we fairely hope 
Haue loft their qualitie, and that this day 
Shall change all griefes and quarrels into loue. 

Eng. To cry Amen to that, thus we appeare. 

Quee. You Englifh Princes all, I doe falute you. 

^urg. My dutie to you both, on equall loue. 
Great Kings of France and England:that I haue labour*d 
With all my wits, my paines,and ftrong endeuors. 
To bring your moft Imperiall Maiefties 
Vnto this Barre,and Royall enterview; 
Your MightineiTe on both parts beft can witneflfe. 
Since then my Office hath (o farre preuayl'd. 
That Face to Face, and Royall Eye to Eye, 
You haue congreeted : let it not difgrace me. 
If I demand before this Royall view. 
What Rub, or what Impediment there is. 
Why that the naked, poore, and mangled Peace, 
Deare Nourfe of Arts, Plentyes,and ioyfull Births, 
Should not in this beft Garden of the World, 
Our fertile France, put vp her louely Vifage ? 
Alas,fhee hath from France too long been chas*d. 
And all her Husbandry doth lye on heapes. 
Corrupting in it owne fertilitie. 
Her Vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 
Vnpruned,dyes : her Hedges euen pleach*d. 
Like Prifoners wildly ouer-growne with hayre. 
Put forth diforder*d Twigs : her fallow Leas, 
The Darnell, Hemlock, abd ranke Femetary, 
Doth root vpon ; while that the Culter rufb. 
That fhould deracinate fuch Sauagenr : 
The euen Meade, that erft brought fweetly forth 
The freckled Cowflip, Burnet, and greene Clouer, 
Wanting the Sythe, withall vncorre^ed, ranke; 
Conceiues by idlene(re,and nothing teemes. 
But hatefiiU Docks, rough Thiftles, Kekfyes,Burres, 
Loofing both beautie and vtilitie ; 
And all our Vineyards, Fallowe8,Meades, and Hedges, 
Defe^ue in their natures, grow to wildnefTe. 
Euen fo our Houfes,and our felues,and Children, 
Haue loft, or doe not learne, for want of time. 
The Sciences that fhould become our Countrey; 
But grow like Sauages, as Souldiers will. 
That nothing doe, but meditate on Blood, 
To Swearing, and fterne Lookes, defu8*d Attyre, 
And euery thing that feemes vnnaturall. 
Which to reduce into our former 6iuour, 
You are affembled : and my fpeech entreats. 
That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expell thefe inconueniences, 
And blefTe vs with her former qualities, 

Eng. If Duke of Burgonie,you would the Peace, 
Whofe want giues growth to th'imperfe^ons 
Which you haue cited ; you muft buy that Peace 
With full accord to all our iuft demands, 
Whofe Tenures and particular efFe^ 
You haue enfchedul'd briefely in your hands. 

^ur^. The King hath heard them: to the which,ssjct 
There is no Anfwer made. 

Eng. Well then : the Peace which you before fo vrg'<l} 
Lyes m his Anfwer. 

Frana. 1 
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I haue but with a curfelarie eye 

:*t the Articles: Pleafeth your Grace 

t (bme oi your CounccU prefently 

li vs once more, with better heed 

ley them; we will fuddenly 

iccept and peremptorie Anfwer. 

f. Brother we fhall. Goe Vncicle Exeter ^ 

ler Clarence^ and you Brother Gltmcejier^ 

ind HuMtingtWy goe with the King, 

with you free power, to ratifie, 

or alter, as your Wifdomes beft 

iduantageable for our Dignitie, 

; in or out of our Demands, 

e configne thereto. Will you,&ire Sifter, 

the Princes, or ftay here with vs } 

>ur gracious Brother, I will goe with them : 

Womans Voyce may doe fome good, 

tides too nicely vrg*d,be ftood on. 

f. Yet leaue our Couiin Katherint here with vs, 

capltall Demand, comprisM 

e fore-ranke of our Articles. 

he hath good leaue. Exeunt omnes, 

Aianet King and Katberhe. 
Faire Katberineyznd moft faire, 
roQchfafe to teach a Souldier tearmes, 
ill enter at a Ladyes eare, 
le his Loue-fuit to her gentle heart, 
our Maieftie ihall mock at me, I cannot fpeake 
ind. 

> faire Kaiberlne , if you will loue me foundly 
French heart, I will be glad to heare you con- 
rokenly with your English Tongue. Doe you 
Kate} 

Pardonne mve^ I cannot tell wat is like me. 
\n Angell is like you Kate^ and you are like an 

2»f dit \l que le fmt Jemblable a let Anges ? 
Ouy ^ferayment (Jauf 'voftre Grace) ainji dtt il, 
[ 2a]d fo, deare Katherine^ and I muft not bluih 
it. 
9 bon fDieUy let Ungues des hommes font plein de 

iVhat fayes (he, faire one^ that the tongues of 
ull of deceits ? 

9tfy,dat de tongeus of de mans is be full of de- 
is de PrincefTc. 

The Princefle is the better Englifh-woman : 
r«,my wooing is fit for thy vnderftanding, I am 

canft fpeake no better Englifh , for if thou 
rhou would*ft finde me fuch a plaine King, that 
Idft thinke, I had fold my Farme to buy my 

I know no wayes to mince it in loue, but di- 
*ay, I loue you \ then if you Trge me farther, 
y,Doe you in faith? I weare out my fuite : Giue 
nfwer, yfaith doe, and fo cbp hands, and a bar- 
>w fay you. Lady k 

Sauftfoftre boneur, me vnderfbnd well. 
Marry, if you would put me to Verfes, or to 
r your C^kefKate^why you vndid me: for the one 
:ither words nor meafure ; and for the other , I 
krength in meafure, yet a reafonable meafure in 

If I could winne a Lady at Leape-frogge,or by 
nto my Saddle, with my Armour on my backe ; 

corredion of bragging be it fpoken, I fhould 
rape into a Wife : Or if I might buffet for my 



Loue, or bound my Horfe for her fauours, I could lay on 
like a Butcher, and fit like a lack an Apes, neuer off. But 
before God Kate, I cannot looke greenely, nor gafpe out 
my eloquence , nor I haue no cunning in proteflation ; 
onely downe-right Oathes, which I neuer vfe till vrg*d, 
nor neuer breake for vrging. If thou canft loue a fellow 
of this temper, Ji^rr, whofe hce is not worth Sunne-bur- 
ning ^ that neuer lookes in his GlafTe, for loue of any 
thing he fees there ? let thine Eye be thy Cooke. I fpeake 
to thee plaine Souldier : If thou canft loue me for this, 
take me I if not? to fay to thee that I fhall dye,is true; but 
for thy loue, by the L. No : yet I loue thee too. And 
while thou iiu*ft, deare Kate, take a fellow of plaine and 
vncoyned Confbincie, for he perforce muft do thee right, 
becaufe^ he hath not the gift to wooe in other places : for 
thefe fellowes of infinit tongue, that can ryme themfelues 
into Ladyes fauours, thev doe alwayes reafon themfelues 
out againe. What f a fpeaker is but a prater, a Ryme is 
but a Ballad ; a good Legge will &11, a ftrait Backe will 
ftoope,a blacke Beard will turne white, a curl'd Pate will 
grow bald, a £iire Face will wither, a full Eye will wax 
hollow ! but a good Heart, Kate, is the Sunne and the 
Moone, or rather the Sunne, and not the Moone; for it 
(hines bright, and neuer changes, but keepes his courie 
truly. If thou would haue fuch a one, take me ? and 
take me ; take a Souldier t take a Souldier; take a King. 
And what fay*ft thou then to my Loue ? fpeake my faire, 
and Airely, I pray thee. 

Katb, Is it poftible dat I fbuld loue de ennemie of 
Fraunce ? 

King, No, it is not poflible you fhould loue the Ene- 
mie ot France, ^rr ; but in louing me, you fhould loue 
the Friend of France : for I loue France fo well, that I 
will not part with a Village of it ; I will haue it all mine: 
and ^rr,when France is mine, and I am yours; then yours 
is France, and you are mine. 

Katb. I cannot tell wat is dat. 

King. Uo^Katef I will tell thee in French, which I am 
fure will hangvpon my tongue, like a new-married Wife 
about her Husbands Necke, hardly to be fhooke ofF; Je 
fuand fur le pojfejpon de Fraunce^ & quand imu aues le pof- 
jejjion de moy, (Let mee fee, what then ? Saint Dennis bee 
my fpeede) Done -vojire eft Fraunce, & vous eftes mienue. 
It is as eaiie for me, Kate, to conquer the Kingdome, as to 
fpeake fo much more French : i fhall neuer moue thee in 
French, vnlefTe it be to laugh at me. 

Katb, Sauf -oofire bcneur, le Francou ques vout parleit, il 
& me/ieui que FAnglois le quel le parle , 

King, No Aith is*t not, Kate : but thy fpeaking of 
my Tongue , and I thine, moft truely falfely, muft 
needes be graunted to be much at one. But AT^ff, doo*ft 
thou vnderftand thus much Englifh^ Canft thou loue 
mee ? 

Katb. I cannot tell. 

King, Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate} He 
aske them. Come, I know thou loueft me : and at night, 
when you come into your Clofet, you*le queftion this 
Gentlewoman about me ; and I )Lnovi,Kate, you will to 
her difprayfe thofe parts in me, that you loue with your 
heart : but good Kate,mockt me mercifully, the rather 
gentle Princefre,becaufe I loue thee cruelly. If euer thou 
beeft mine, Kate, as I haue a fauing Faith within me tells 
me thou fhalt ; I get thee with skambling , and thou 
muft therefore needes proue a good Souldier-breeder : 
Shall not thou and I, betweene Saint Dennu and Saint 
George, compound a Boy, halfe French halfe Englifh, 
k that 
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that (hall goe to Conftantinople, and take the Turke by 
the Beard, Shall wee not ? what iay*ft thou, my faire 
Flower*de-Luce. 

Kate, I doe not know dat. 

King, No:*tU hereafter to know, but now to promife : 
doe but now promife Kate^ you will endeauour for your 
French part of fuch a Boy ; and for my English moytie, 
take the Word of a King, and a Batcbeler. How anfwer 
you, La pliu btlle Katbtrine du monde mon trefcber & deuin 
ditjft, 

Katb. Your Maieftee aue faufe Frenche enough to 
deceiue de moft fage Damoifeil dat is en Fraunce. 

King. Now fye vpon my falfe French: by mine Honor 
in true £nglifli, I loue thee Katf, by which Honor, I dare 
not fweare thou loueft me, yet my blood begins to flat- 
ter me, that thou doo*ft; notwithftanding the pdbre and 
vntempering effe€t of my Vifage. Now beihrew my 
Fathers Ambition , hee was thinking of Ciuill Warres 
when hee got me , therefore was I created with a ftub- 
borne out-fide, with an afpe^ of Iron, that when I come 
to wooe Ladyes, I firight them : but in faith Kate^ the el- 
der I wax, the better I fliall appeare. My comfort is, that 
Old Age, that ill layer vp of Beautie, can doe no more 
fpoyle vpon my Face. Thou haft me, if thou haft me, at 
the worft ; and thou flialt weare me, if thou weare me, 
better and better : and therefore tell me, moft faire Ka- 
tberintf will you haue me ? Put oflf your Maiden Blu&es, 
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookes of 
an £mprefl*e, uke me by the Hand , and fay, Harry of 
England, I am thine : which Word thou ihalt no fooner 
blefle mine Eare withall, but I will tell thee alowd, Eng- 
land is thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine, and Henrv 
Tiantaginet is thine j who, though I fpeake it before his 
Face, if he be not Fellow with the beft King, thou (halt 
finde the beft King of Good-fellowes. Come your An- 
fwer in broken Mufick ; for thy Voyce is Mufick, and 
thy Engliih broken : Therefore Queene of all, Katberiney 
breake thy mindc to me in broken Engliih ; wilt thou 
haue me ? 

Katb. Dat is as it ihall pleafe de Roy mon pere. 
King, Nay, it will pleafe him well,iuirf ; it ihall pleaie 
him, Kate, 

Katb, Den it fall alfo content me. 
King. Vpon that I kifle your Hand, and I call you my 
Queene. 

Katb, LaiJ/e mon Seigneur, iaij/e f laij/e , may foy : le nt 
veM point que vo$a abbaijfe vofire grandeu* , en baijant le 
main d'une ncSire Seigneur Indignie Jeruiteur excufe moy. It 
voM Jupplie mon tref-puijfant Seigneur, 

King. Then I will kifle your Lippes, Kate, 
Katb. Let Dames & Damoiftis pour efire batjee diuant 
leur nopceje il net pad le coftume de Fraunce, 

King, Madame, my Interpreter,what fayes fhee? 
Lady. Dat it is not be de hQion pour le Ladies of 
Fraunce ; I cannot tell wat is builTe en Anglifti. 
King. To kifle. 

La^, Your Maieftee entendre bettre que mvy. 
King. It is not a fafhion for the Maids in Fraunce to 
kifle l^fore they are marryed, would ihe (ay? 
Lady. Ouy 'verayment. 

King, O Kate, nice Cuftomes curiie to great Kings. 
Deare Kate , you and I cannot bee confined within the 
weake Lyft of a Countreyes fafliion : wee are the ma- 
kers of Manners, Kate \ and the libertie that followes 
our Places, ftoppes the mouth of all finde-faults , as I 
will doe yours , for vpholding the nice fafliion of your 



Countrey, in denying me a Kifle : therefore 
and yeelding. You haue Witch-craft in youi 
Kate : there is more eloquence in a Sugar 
them, then in the Tongues of the French Count 
they fhould fooner perfwade Harry of England 
generall Petition of Monarchs. Heere cot 
Father. 

Enter tbt Frencb Potter , and tbe Engiijb 
Lords. 

^urg, God faue your Maieftie, my Royall 
teach you our PrincefTe Englifh ? 

King. I would haue her learne, my faire Cou 
perfed^ly I loue her, and that is good Engliih. 

Burg. Is ihee not apt ? 

King. Our Tongue is rough, Coze, and my 
on is not fmooth : fo that hauing neyther the '\ 
the Heart of Flatterie about me, I cannot Co c( 
the Spirit of Loue in her, that hee will appeare ii 
likenefle. 

^urg. Pardon the frankneiTe of my mirth, if 
you for that. If you would' coniure in her , 
make a Circle : if coniure vp Loue in her in 
likenefTe, hee muft appeare naked, and blinde. 
blame her then, being a Maid , yet ro«*d ouer 
Virgin Crimfon of Modeftie, if ihee deny the i 
of a naked blinde Boy in her naked feeing felfe? 
(my Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to 
to. 

King. Yet they doe winke and yeeld, as Low 
and enforces. 

^urg. They are then excusM,my Lord, when 
not what they doe. 

King. Then good my Lord, teach your C 
confent winking. 

'Burg. I will winke on her to confent, my Lo 
will teach her to know my meaning : for Mai 
Summer*d, and warme kept, are like Flyes at 1 
mew-tyde, blinde, though they haue their eyes, i 
they will endure handling, which before would i 
looking on. 

King. This Morall tyes me ouer to Time, ai 
Summer ; and fo I ihall catch the Flye , your C 
the latter end, and ihee muft be blinde to. 

^urg. As Loue is my Lord,before it loues. 

King, It is fo : and you may, fome of you, 
Loue for my blindneife , who cannot fee many 
French Citie for one faire French Maid that ifain 
way. 

Frencb King. Yes my Lord , you fee them 
tiuely : the Cities turned into a Maid ; for 
all gyrdled with Maiden W^lls, that Warre 
tred. 

England, Shall Kate be my Wife ? 

France. So pleafe you. 

England. I am content , Co the Maiden C 
taike of, may wait on her : fo the Maid that 
the way for my Wiih , ihall ihew me the wa^ 
Will. 

France. Wee haue confented to all tearmes 
fon. 

England. Wt fo,my Lords of England? 

H^efi. The King hath graunted euery Article : 
His Daughter iirft; and in fequele,all. 
According to their firme propofed natures. 

Ex, 
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Onely he hath not yet fubfcribed this : 
four Maieftie demands, That the King of France 
any occalion to write for matter of Graunt, ihall 
)ur Highnefle in this forme, and with this addid- 
'rench : Nojh-e trejcberfil% Henry Roy d* AngUttrrt 

de Fraunce: and thus in La tine; Praclarljjjimui 
fitr Henricm Rex Anglic & Hires Francis, 
e. Nor this I haue not Brother fo denyM, 
r requeft (hall make me let it pafle. 
wJ. I pray you then, in loue and deare allyance, 
: one Article ranke with the reft, 
:reupon giue me your Daughter. 
Take her faire Sonne, and from her blood rayfe vp 
me, that the contending Kingdomes 
ce and England, whofe very (hoareslooke pale, 
luy of each others happineflfe, 
ife their hatred ; and this deare Coniundion 
eighbour-hood and Chriftian-like accord 

fweet Bofomes : that neuer Warre aduance 
ding Sword *twixt England and faire France. 
. Amen. 

Now welcome Kate: and beare me witnefle all, 
re I kifle her as my Soueralgne Queene. 
Flourijb. 

God, the beft maker of all Marriages, 
e your hearts in one, your Realmes in one : 

and Wife being two, are one in loue, 
lere *twixt your Kingdomes fuch a Spoufall, 
uer may ill Office, or fell lealouiie. 



Which troubles oft the Bed of bleflTcd Marriage, 
Thruft in betweene the Pation of thefe Kingdomes, 
To make diuorce of their incorporate League : 
That Engliih may as French, French EnglKhmen, 
Recelue each other. God fpeake this Amen. 

j4II. Amen. 

King. Prepare we for our Marriage : on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy wee*le take your Oath 
And all the Peeres,for furetie of our Leagues. 
Then (hall I fweare to Kateyznd you to me. 
And may our Oathes well kept and profpVous be. 
Senet. Exeunt. 

Enter Cborm. 

Thus farre with rough, and all-vnable Pen, 

Our bending Author hath purfuM the Story, 

In little roome confining mighde men. 

Mangling by ftarts the ^11 courfe of their glory. 

Small time : but in that rmall,moft greatly lined 

This Starre of England. Fortune made his Sword ; 

By which, the Worlds beft Garden he atchieued : 

And of it left his Sonne Imperiall Lord. 

Henry the Sixt,in Infant Bands crown*d King 

Of France and England, did this Kingfucceed: 

Whofe State fo many had the managing. 

That they loft France, and made his England bleed : 

Which oft our Stage hath ihowne ; and for their fake. 

In your ^ire minds let this acceptance take. 



FINIS. 
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Dead cMarcb, 

Enter the Funerall of King Henry the Fifty attended on by 

the Du{e of BeJ/ford^ Regent of France ; the Du(e 

of Gloftery Prote6hr'y the Du\e of Exeter War- 

ip'tckfy tbe ^ijbop of Wtncbefier ^and 

the ^ukf of Somerfet. 

Bedford, 
Vng be y heauens with black, yield day to night; 
Cometi importing change of Times and States, 
Brandifli your cryftall Treflfes in the Skie, 
And with them fcourge the bad reuolting Stan, 

That haue confented vnto Henries death : 

King Henry the Fift, too famous to liue long, 

England neVe loft a King of fo much worth. 
fflofl, England ne're had a King vntill his time : 

Vertue he had,dereruing to command. 

His brandiflit Sword did blinde men with his beames, 

His Armes fpred wider then a Dragons Wings : 

His fparkling £yes,repleat with wrathfull fire. 

More dazled and droue back his Enemies, 

Then mid-day Sunne,fierce bent againft their faces. 

What ihould I fay? his Deeds exceed all fpeech : 

He neVe lift vp his Hand, but conquered. 
Exe.Wt mourne in black, why mourn we not in blood? 

Henry is dead, and neuer ihall reuiue: 

Vpon a Woodden Coffin we attend j 

And Deaths dishonourable Vid^orie, 

We with our ftately prefence glorifie. 

Like Capdues bound to a Triumphant Carre. 

What? (hall we curfe the Planets of Mifhap, 

That plotted thus our Glories ouerthrow? 

Or fhall we thinke the fubtile-witted French, 

Coniurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 

By Magick Verfes haue contriu*d his end. 

fVmcb. He was a King,bleft of the King of Kings, 

Vnto the French, the dreadfiill ludgement-Day 

So dreadfuU will not be, as was his fight. 

The Battailes of the Lord of Hofts he fought : 

The Churches Prayen made him fo profperous. 
Gloft. The Church ? where is it? 

Had not Church -men prayed, 

His thrcd of Life had not fo foone decayed. 

None doe you like, but an effeminate Prince, 

Whom like a Schoole-boy you may ouer-awe, 
fVineb. Ghfterj what ere we like, thou art Protefbor, 

And lookeft to command the Prince and Realme. 

Thy Wife is prowd, fhe holdeth thee in awe. 

More then God or Religious Church-men may. 



I 



I 



Gloft, Name not Religion, for thou lou^fl the Flefh, 
And ne*re throughout the yeere to Church thou go*fl. 
Except it be to pray againft thy foes. 

^^^/.Ceafe,ceafe thefe Iarres,& reft your minds in peace: 
Let*s to the AlUr : Heralds wayt on vs ; 
In ftead of Gold, weeMe offer vp our Armes, 
Since Armes auayle not, now that Henry* s dead, 
Pofteritle await for wretched yeeres. 
When at their Mothers moiftned eyes,Babes fhall fuck. 
Oar lie be made a Nourifh of fait Teares, 
And none but Women left to wayle the dead. 
Henry the Fift, thy Ghuft I inuocate : 
Prolper this Realme, keepe it from Ciuill Broyles, 
Combat with aduerfe Planets in the Heauens ; 
A farre more glorious Starre thy Soule will make, 
Then luliui Cafary or bright 

Enter a Meffenger, 
Mejjr, My honourable Lords,health to you all: 

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of loffe, of (laughter, and difcomfiture : 

Guyen,Champaigne,Rheimes,Orleance, 

Paris, Guy fors,Poi£tiers, are all quite loft. 
BedfyfYiztizfUt thou roan, before dead Henrfs Coarfe? 

Speake foftly, or the loffe of thofe great Townes 

Will make him burft his Lead, and rife from death. 
GloB. Is Paris loft? is Roan yeelded vp ? 

If Henry were recalled to life againe, 

Thefe news would caufe him once more yeeld the Ghoft. 
Exe. How were they loft^ what trecherie was vs'd^ 
Mejf. No trecherie, but want of Men and Money. 

Amongft the Souldiers this is muttered, 

That here you maintaine feuerall Fad^ions : 

And whirft a Field fhould be difpatcht and fought, 

You are difputing of your Generals. 

One would haue lingring Warres,with little coft; 

Another would fiye fwi^jbut wanteth Wings: 

A third thinkes, without expence at all. 

By guilefuU faire words, Peace may be obtayn'd. 

Awake, awake, Englifh Nobilitie, 

Let not flouth dimme your Honors, new begot; 

Cropt are the Flower-de-Luces in your Armes 

Of Englands Coat, one halfe is cut away. 

Exe. Were our Teares wanting to this Funerall, 

Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides. 
^edf Me they concerne, Regent I am of France: 

Giue me my fteeled Coat, lie fight for France. 

Away with thefe difgracefull wayling Robes ; 

Wounds will I lend the French, in ftead of Eyes, 

To weepe their intermiffiue Miferies. 1 

Enter | 



thefirft Tart of Henry the Sixt. 



97 



^nter to them amotber Aleffenger. 

s view tbefe Letten,fiill of bad mifchance. 

>lted from the Engliih quite, 

9etty Townetyof no import. 

Charles is crowned King in Rbeimes : 
>f Orleance with him is ioyn*d : 
! of Aniou, doth take his part, 

Alanfon flyeth to his fide. Exit, 

Dolphin crowned King? all flye to him? 
all we flye from this reproach i 
will not flye, but to our enemies throats. 
9u be flacke. He fight it out. 
fcTy why doubtft thou of my forwardnefTe? 
oe I mufterM in my thoughts, 
Iready France is ouer-run. 

Inter anotber Mefftnger, 

{radous Lords, to adde to your laments, 

ou now bedew King Henries hearfe, 

le you of a difmall fight, 

tout Lord Talbot^ and the French. 

it^vherein Talbot ouercame, is*t fo ? 

no \ wherein Lord Talbot vras oVethrown : 

ince He tell you more at Urge. 

AugufI laft, this dreadfiill Lord, 

a the Siege of Orleance, 

carce fix thoufand in his troupe, 

twentie thoufand of the French 

compaired,and fet vpon : 

id he to enranke his men. 

ikes to fet before his Archers : 

eof, fharpe Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 

in the ground confufedly, 
! Horfemen off,firom breaking in« 
iree houres the fight continued : 
It Talboty aboue humane thought, 
iers with his Sword and Lance, 
fent to Hell, and none durfl iland him: 
nd euery where enrag*d,he flew. 
sxdaymM, the Deuili was in Armes, 
e Army flood agazM on him. 
fpytng his undaunted Spirit, 
a/Aor,cry*d out amaine, 
» the Bowels of the Battaile. 

Conqueft fully been feafd vp, 
tljiaffe had not play*d the Coward. 
:he vauward, placet behinde, 
! to relieue and follow them, 
I, not hauing flruck one flroake. 
Jie generall wrack and maffacre : 
e they with their Enemies. 
»n, to win the Dolphins grace, 
r with a Speare into the Back, 
'ance,with their chiefe afTembled fbength, 
fume to looke once in the face. 
albot flaine thenf I will flay my felfe , 
!y here, in pompe and eafe, 
a worthy Leader, wanting ayd, 
ard foe-men is betrayM. 
no, he Hues, but is tooke Prifoner, 
ales with him, and Lord Hungerford: 
*efl flanghcer*d, or tooke likewiie. 
Ranfome there is none but 1 fhall pay. 
Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 
(hall be the Ranfome of my firiend : 
;ir Lords He change for one of ours. 



Farwell my Mafters,to my Taske will I, 
Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 
To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaft wichall. 
Ten thoufand Souldiers with me I will take, 
Whofe bloody deeds fhall make all Europe quake. 

'^,cMeJf. So you had need, for Orleance is befieg'd, 
The Englifh Army is growne weake and faint ; 
The Earle of Salisbury craueth fupply, 
And hardly keepes his men from mutinie. 
Since they fo few, watch fuch a multitude. 

Sxe, Remember Lords your Oathes to Henry fworne : 
Eythcr to quell the Dolphin vtterly, 
Or bring him in obedience to your yoake. 

*Bedf. I doe remember it, and here take my leaue. 
To goe about my preparation. Exit Bedford. 

Glop, He to the Tower with all the haft I can, 
To view th*Artillerie and Munition, 
And then I will proclayme young Henry King. 

Exit Glofer, 

Exe. To Eltam will I, where the young King is, 
Being ordayn*d his fpeciall Gouemor, 
And for his fafetie there He beft deuife. Exit, 

fVincb, Each hath his Place and Fundion to attend: 
I am left out ; for me nothing remaines : 
But long I will not be lack out of Office. 
The King from Eltam I intend to fend. 
And fit at chiefeft Sterne of publique Weale. 

Exit, 

Sotdnd a Flour ijb. 

Enter Cbarles^AIanJon^ and Reigneir^ marching 
wth Drum and Souldiers. 

Charles. Mars his true mouing,euen as in the Heauens, 
So in the Earth, to this day is not knowne. 
Late did he fhtne vpon the Englifh fide : 
Now we are yidors,vpon vs he fmiles. 
What Townes of any moment, but we haue i 
At pleafure here we lye, neere Orleance : 
Otherwhiles,the fimifht Englifh, like pale Ghofb, 
Faintly befiege ts one houre in a moneth. 

yf/^.They want their Porredge,& their fat Bui Beeues: 
Eyther they muft be dyeted like Mules, 
And haue their Prouender ty*d to their mouthes. 
Or pitttous they will looke, like drowned Mice. 

Reigneir.LeVs rayfe the Siege: why Hue we idly here? 
Talbot a taken, whom we wont to feare : 
Remayneth none but mad-brayn*d Salisbury^ 
And he may well in fretting fpend his gall. 
Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warre. 

Charles. Sound, found Alarum, we will rufk on them. 
Now for the honour of the forlorne French : 
Him I fbrgiue my death, that killeth me. 
When he fees me goe back one foot, or flye. Exeunt. 
Here jilarumy they are beaten bacJ( by the 
Engli/hywitb great lojfe. 

Enter Charles^ Alanfon^ and Reigneir, 
Charles,Who euer faw the like?what men haue I? 
Dogges, Cowards, Dafbrds : I would ne*re haue fled. 
But that they \th me *midft my Enemies. 

Reigneir, Salisbury is a defperate Homicide, 
He fignteth as one weary of his life : 
The other Lords, like Lyons wanting foode, 
Doe nifh vpon vs as their hungry prey. 

k 3 jllanf. Froy^ 

J I 
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Alanjon. Froyjardy a Countreyman of ours, records, 
England all Oliuers and Rivrlands breed, 
During the time Edvard the third did raigne : 
More truly now may this be verified \ 
For none but Samfotts and Goliajpts 
It fendeth furth to skirmidi : one to tenne ? 
Leane raw-bon*d Rafcals, who would eVe Aippole, 
They had fuch courage and audacitie ? 

Cbarlii, Let's leauc this Towne, 
For they are hayre-brayn'd Slaues, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager} 
Of old I know them ; rather with their Teeth 
The Walls they*le teare downe,then fbrfake the Siege. 

Riigmir, I thinke by fome odde Gimmors or Deuice 
Their Armes are ret,like Clocks, ftill toftrike on ; 
Elfe ne*re could they hold out fo as they d«e: 
By my conrent,weeie euen let them alone* 

Alanjcn, Be it fo. 

Enter the ^aftard •fOrltanet. 

^Bafiard, Where*s the Prince Dolphin ? I haue oewet 
for him. 

'Dolfb, Baftard of Orleance,thrice welcome to vs. 

Baft, Me thinks your looks are rad,your chear appalM. 
Hath the late ouerthrow wrought this offence ? 
Be not difmay*d,fbr fuccour is at hand : 
A holy Maid hither with me I bring, 
Which by a Vifion fent to her from Heauen, 
Ordayned is to rayfe this tedious Siege, 
And driue the Engliih forth the bounds of France : 
The fpirit of deepe Prophecie ihe hath. 
Exceeding the nine Sibyh of old Rome: 
What*s paft, and what*s to come, ihe can defcry. 
Speake,{hall I call her m? beleeue my words, 
For they are certaine,and ynfallible. 

Dolpb, Goe call her in: but firft, to try her skill, 
Reignier (land thou as Dolphin in my place ; 
Queftion her prowdly, let thy Lookes be fterne. 
By this meanes (hall we found what skill (he hath. 

Snter lotne PuaeL 

Reigneir, Faire Maid, is*t thou wilt doe the(e won- 
drous feats ? 

PuzeL Retgnier^Wt thou that thinkeft to beguile me? 
Where is the Dolphin f Come, come fi'om behinde, 
I know thee well, though neuer feene before. 
Be not amazed, there's nothing hid from me ; 
In priuate will I talke with thee apart : 
Stand back you Lords, and giue vs leaue a while. 

Reigneir. She takes vpon her brauely at firft da(h. 

Pmul. Dolphin, I am by birth a Shepheards Daughter, 
My wit vntrayn*d in any kind of Art : 
Heauen and our Lady gracious hath it pleas*d 
To (hine on my rontemptible efbte. 
Loe,whiIeft I wayted on my tender Lambes, 
And to Sunnes parching heat difplay'd my cheekes, 
Gods Mother deigned to appeare to me. 
And in a Vifion full of Maieftie, 
Wiird me to leaue my bafe Vocation, 
And free my Countrey from Cabmitie : 
Her ayde (he promised, and afifurM fuccefTe. 
In compleat Glory (hee reueaPd her felfe : 
And whereas I was black and fwart before. 
With thofe deare Rayes, which (hce infusM on me. 
That beaotie am J bleft with, which you may fee. 



Aske me what quefBon thou canft pofiible, 
And I will anfwer vnpremeditated : 
My Courage trie by Combat, if thou dar*ft, 
And thou (halt finde that I exceed my Sex. 
Refolue on this, thou (halt be fortunate. 
If thou receiue me for thy Warlike Mate. 

Dolpb, Thou haft aftoni(ht me with thy high terroct: 
Onely this proofe He of thy Valour make. 
In fingle Combat thou (halt buckle with me ; 
And if thou ▼anqui(heft, thy words are true, 
Otherwife I renounce all confidence, 

^mtU I am prepar*d : here is my keene-edg'd Sword, 
Deckt with fine Flower-de-Luces on each fide. 
The which at Touraine,in S,Katbermes Church-yard, 
Out of a great deale of old Iron, I chofe forth. 

Dolpb. Then come a Gods name, I feare no woman. 

PuxeL And while I liue,Ile ne*re flye from a man. 
Hart tbey Jigbt yond loane de Tusui otureomes. 

Dolfb. Stay,ftay thy hands, thou art an Amaxon, 
And nghteft with the Sword of Debora. 

PuzeL Chri(b Mother helpes me, elfie I were too 
weake. 

Dolpbyfho e*re helps thee,*tis thou that muft help me: 
Impatiently I burne with thy defire. 
My heart and hands thou haft at once (bbda*d. 
Excellent Pwnely if thy name be fo. 
Let me thy (eruant,and not Soueraigne be, 
'Tis the French Dolphin fueth to thee thus. 

Pu%el. I muft not yeeld to any rights of Lose, 
For my Profefiion's facred from aboue : 
When I haue chafed all thy Foes firom hence, 
Then will I thinke vpon a recompence. 

^oipb, Meane time looke gracious on thy pro(bate 
Thrall. 

Reigneir, My Lord me thinkes is very long in talke. 

yfAvf/lDoubtiefle he (hriues this woman to her foioclc, 
Elfe ne re could he fo long protradl his fpecch. 

Reigneir, Shall wee difturbe him, fince hee keepes bo 
meane ? 
jfIan,He may meane more then we poor men do know, 
Thefe women are (hrewd tempters with their tongues. 

Reigneir, My Lord, where are you? what deuife you on? 
Shall we giue oVe Orleance, or no ? 

Pmnr/.Why no, I (ayt diftruftfiiU Recreanti, 
Fight till the laft gafpe : He be your guard. 

Delpb, What (hee fayes , He confirme I wec*Ie fight 
it out. 

PtaseL AfiignM am I to be the £ngli(h Scourge. 
This night the Siege afifuredly He rayfe : 
Exped Saint c^artins Summttf Halcyomi dayci, 
Since I haue entred into thefe Warres, 
Glory is like a Circle in the Water, 
Which neuer ceafeth to enlarge it (elfe. 
Till by broad fpreading, it difperfe to naught. 
With Henries death, the Engli(h Circle ends, 
Difperfed are the glories it included : 
Now am I like that prowd infulting Ship, 
Which Otjar and his fortune bare at once. 

Dolpb. Was Mabomet infpired with a Doue ? 
Thou with an Eagle art infpired then. 
Helen,tht Mother of Great C^ftantiney 
Nor yet S.TbiJips daughters were like thee. 
Bright Starre of ^riiM,(alne downe on the Earth, 
How may I reuerently worfhip thee enough ? 

•Alanfin, Leaue off delayes, and let vs rayfe the 
Siege. 

Reigneir. "Wo- 



Tbefrji ^art of Henry the Sixt. 



99 



.Woman, do what thou canft to faue' our honors, 
sm from Orleance, and be immortalis'd. 
Prcfently weeMe try : come, let's away about it, 
bet will I truft,if ihee proue fsilfe. Bjeeunt, 

Enter GUfterywitb bis Sirmng-men, 

am come to funiey the Tower this day } 
wm death, I feare there is Conueyance : 
e theie Warders, that they wait not here? 
; Gate«,'tis GloBer that calls. 
der. Who's there, tl)at knocks fo imperioufly f 
I. Afan. It is the Noble Duke of Glofter. 
'der. Who ere he be, you may not be let in. 
r. VilUineSyanfwer you fo the Lord Prote^r? 
der. The Lord ftox^ him, fo we anfwer him, 
10 otherwife then wee are wilPd. 
Who willed you?or whofe will ftands but mine? 
lone PruCedor of the Realme,but I : 
p the Gates, He be your warrantize \ 
s ilowted thus by dunghill Groomes f 
■Ufiert men rufr at the Tower Gates ^ and fVeedmle 

the latutenant ^eakfi within. 
He. What noyfe is this ? what Traytors haue 

ieotenantyis it you whofe voyce I heare ? 
! Gates, here's g/o/ier that would enter, 
r. Haue patience Noble Duke, I may not open, 
linall of Winchefter forbids : 
Q I haue expreiTe commandement, 
u nor none of thine (hall be let in. 
aint-hearted H^eodnileypnteA hira*fore me? 
fflnehefier, that haughtie Prelate, 
lemry our late Soueraigne ne>e could brooke ? 
no friend to God, or to the King : 
Gates, or He (hut thee out (hortly. 
ten. Open the Gates vnto the Lord Protcftor, 
i bar(t them open, if that you come not quickly, 

to the ProteBor at the Timer Qates, fVincbeJUr 
and bit men in Tawney Ceates, 

'Jl, How now ambitious ^Mr/>ibe/r, what meanes 

PiePd Prieft, doo*(( thou command me to be 

. I doe, thou moft vfurping Prodltor, 

Protedor of the King or Realme. 

kand hack thou manife(t Confpirator, 

t contrioed*ft to murther our dead Lord, 

t giu'ft Whores Indulgences to finne, 

I thee in thy broad Cardinalls Hat, 

roceed in this thy infolence. 

Nay, ((and thou back, I will not budge a foot ; 

hmafous, be thou curfed Griff, 

ly Brother .^^#7, if thou wilt. 

[ will not (lay thee, but He driue thee back t 

let Robes, as a Childs bearing Cloth, 

> carry thee out of this pboe. 

, Doe what thou dar*fl , I beard thee to thy 

i¥hat? am I dar*d, and bearded to my face ^ 

1, for all this priuiledged place, 

ts to Tawny Coats. Prieft, beware your Beard, 

:o tugge it, and to cu(Fe you foundly. 

f feet I ftampe thy Cardinalls Hat: 



In fpight of Pope, or dignities of Church, 
Here by the Cheekes He drag thee vp and downe. 

IVincb, Glofter , thou wilt anfwere this before the 
Pope. 

GUfi, Winchefter Goofe,! cry, a Rope, a Rope, 
Now beat them hence, why doe you lee them ftay ? 
Thee He chafe hence, thou Wolfe in Sheepes array. 
Out Tawney.Coates,out Scarlet Hypocrite. 

Here Glofters men beat out tbe CardhaUt men^ 
and enter in tbe burly-burh tbe Maior 
of London f and bit Oficers . 

Makr, Fye Lords, that you being fopreme Magiftrates, 
Thus contumelioufly (hould breake the Peace. 

Gloft, Peace Maior, thou know'ft little of my wrongs t 
Here's ^tfij/ori/, that regards nor God nor King, 
Hath here diftrayn'd the Tower to his rfe. 

fVincb. Here's Glofter ^z Foe to Citizens, 
One that ftill motions Warre,and neuer Peace, 
O're-charging your free Purfes with large Fines { 
That foekes to ouerthrow Religion, 
Becaufe he is ProteAor of the Realme ; 
And would haue Armour here out of the Tower, 
To Crowne himfelfo King, and fuppre(re the Prince. 

QUft. I will not anfwer thee with words, but blowes. 
Here tbey skirmi/b againe. 

Aiffjpr. Naught refts for me, in this tumultuous ftrife, 
But to make open Proclamation. 
Come 0(ficer, as lowd as e're thou canft, cry : 

jill manner of men, affembled bere in Armes tbk day^ 
againft Gods Peace and tbe Kings ^ wh cbarge and command 
youy in bit Higbneffe Name, to re^yre to your feuerall dwel- 
ling places^ and not to wearcy bandle^ or vje any Spfordf IVea- 
poujor dagger bence-forward^'vpon faine of deatb, 

Gloft, Cardinall,ne be no breaker of the Law: 
But we (hall meer,and breake our minds at large. 

fVincb, Glofter^yett^Xt meet to thy coft,be fure : 
Thy heart-blood I will haue for this dayes worke. 

Maior, He call for Clubs, if you will not away: 
This Cardinall's more haughtie then the Dcuill. 

Gloft, Maior farewell : thou doo'ft but what thou 
may'ft, 

ff^incb, Abhominable Glofter^ guard thy Head, 
For I intend to haue it ere long. Exeunt, 

Maior, See the Coaft clear'd, and then we will depart. 
Good God, thefe Nobles (hould fuch ftomacks beare, 
I my felfe fight not once in fortie yeere. Exeunt, 

Enter tbe Mafter Gunner of Orleance, and 
bis Boy. 
M.Gunner.Smhstythwi know'ft how Orleance is befieg'd. 
And how the £ngli(h haue the Suburbs wonne. 

*B<y. Father I know, and oft haue (hot at them. 
How e're vnfortonate, I mi(s*d my ayme. 

M.Gunner, But now thou (halt not. Be thou rul'd by me: 
Chiefe Mafter Gunner am I of this Towne, 
Something I muft doe to procure me grace t 
The Princes efpyals haue informed me. 
How the £ngli(h, in the Suburbs clofe entrencht, 
Went through a fecret Grate of Iron Barres, 
In yonder Tower, to ouer-peere the Citie, 
And thence di(couer, how with moft aduantage 
They may vex vs with Shot or with A(rault. 
To intercept this inconuenience, 
A Peece of Ordnance 'gainft it I haue plac'd. 

And 
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And euen thefe three dayes haue I watcht. 

If I could fee them. Now doe thou watch, 

For I can ftay no longer. 

If thou fpy*ft any, runne and bring me word, 

And thou fhalt finde me at the Gouernors. Exit. 

Boy, Father, I warrant you, take you no care, 
lie neucr trouble you, if I may fpye them. Exit. 

Enter Salitbury and Talbot on the Turrets^ 
wtb others. 

Salisb. Talbot ytny life, my ioy,againe returned ? 
How wert thou handled, being Prifoner ? 
Or by what meanes got*s thou to be releasM } 
Difcourle I prethee on this Turret! top. 

Talbot. The Earle of Bedford had a Prifoner, 
Caird the braue Lord Ponton de SantrayU^ 
For him was I exchanged, and ranfomM. 
But with a bafer man of Armes by farre. 
Once in contempt they would haue bartered me : 
Which I dirdaining,fcorn*d,and craued death, 
Rather then I would be fo pilM efteem*d : 
In fine, redeem*d I was as I deiir*d. 
But 0,the trecherous Falfiaffe wounds my heart, 
Whom with my bare fifts I would execute. 
If I now had him brought into my power. 

Salitb, Yet teirft thou not , how thou wert enter- 
tained. 

Ttf/.With fcoflfet and fcornes, and contumelious taunts. 
In open Market-place produc't they me, 
To be a publique fpedacle to all : 
Here,rayd they, is the Terror of the French, 
The Scar-Crow that affrights our Children fo. 
Then broke I from the Officers that led me. 
And with my nayles digg*d ftones out of the ground. 
To hurle at the beholders of my flume. 
My grifly countenance made others flye. 
None durft come neere,for feare of fuddaine death. 
In Iron Walls they deemed me not (ecure : 
So great feare of my Name*mongft them were fpread. 
That they fuppos^d I could rend Barres of Steele, 
And fpume in pieces Pofts of Adamant. 
Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot I had. 
That walkt about me euery Minute while : 
And if I did but ftirre out of my Bed, 
Ready they were to fhoot me to the heart. 
Enter the Boy with a Linjioc^. 
Saliih, I grieue to heare what torments you endured. 
But we will be reueng'd fufficicntly. 
Now it is Supper time in Orleance : 
Here, through this Grate, I count each one. 
And view the Frenchmen how they fordfie : 
Let ys looke in, the fight will much delight theet 
Sir Thonuu Qargraue^zn^ Sir JVilliam Glanfdale, 
Let me haue your exprefle opinions. 
Where is beft place to make our Batt*ry next ? 

Gargraue, 1 thinke at the North Gate, for there ftands 
Lords. 

Glanfdale. And I heere , at the Bulwarke of the 
Bridge. 

Talb. For ought I fee, this Cide muft be famifl)t. 
Or with light Skirmiihea enfeebled. Here tbeyjboty and 

Salisbury fails dewne. 
Salub. O Lord haue mercy on vs, wretched fmners. 

Gargraue. O Lord haue mercy on me,wofulI man. 

Ttf/f.What chance is this, that fuddenly hath crofl vs? 
Speake Salisbury ; at leafl, if thou canft, fpeake : 



How far' (I thou. Mirror of all Martiall men ? 

One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheekes fide ftruck oflf? 

Accurfed Tower, accurfed fatall Hand, 

That hath contriu'd this wofull Tragedie. 

In thirteene Battailcs, Salitbury o*recame : 

Henry the Fift he firft traynM to the Warrcs. 

Whirft any Trumpe did found, or Drum ftruck yp. 

His Sword did ne*re leaue ibriking in the field. 

Yet liu*ft thou Salisbury ? though thy fpeech doth fayle, 

One Eye thou haft to looke to Heauen for grace. 

The Sunne with one Eye vieweth all the World. 

Heauen be thou gracious to none aliue. 

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands. 

Beare hence his Body, I will helpe to bury it. 

Sir Thomas Gargraue^ haft thou any life ? 

Speake vnto To/^/, nay, looke vp to him. 

Salisbury cheare thy Spirit with this comfort. 

Thou ihalt not dye whiles 

He beckens with his hand, and fmiles on me i 
As who fhould fay. When I am dead and gone. 
Remember to auenge me on the French. 
Plantaginet I will, and like thee, 
Play on the Lute, beholding the Townes burne ; 
Wretched fhall France be onely in my Name. 

Here an Alarum ^and it Thunder t and Ughttns. 
What ftirre is thisf what tumult's in theHeauens? 
Whence commeth this Alarum, and the noyfe? 
Enter a Mejfenger, 
MeJf.My Lord, my Lord, the French haue gather'd head. 
The Dolphin, with one loane de Puxel ioyn*d, 
A holy Prophetefle, new rifcn vp. 
Is come with a great Power, to rayfe the Siege. 

Here Salisbury lifteth himfel/e v^^and groemes, 
Talb. Heare, heare, how dying Salisbury doth groane, 
It irkes his heart he cannot be reueng*d. 
Frenchmen, He be a Salitbury to you. 
Puzel or Pufely Dolphin or Dog^fifh, 
Your hearts He fhunpe out with my Horfes heeles, 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled braines. 
Conuey me Salisbury into his Tent, 
And then wee*le try what thefe dafbrd Frenchmen dare. 
Alarum. Exeunt. 

Here an Alarum againe^and Talbot purfueth the Dolfbm^ 
and driueth him : Then enter loane de Puail^ 
driuing Englifimen before her. 
Iten enter Talbot. 
Talb. y/hcre a my ftrength, my valour, and my forced 
Our Engliih Troupes retyre, I cannot fby them, 
A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them. 

Enter Puttel. 
Here, here ihee comes. He haue a bowt with thee: 
Deuill,or Deuils Dam, He coniure thee : 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch, 
And ftraightway giue thy Soule to him thoa feni*ft* 

futul. Come, come, *tis onely I that muft difgrace 
thee. Here they fight, 

Talb. Heauens,can you fumer Hell fo to preuaylef 
My breft He burft with fbaining of my courage. 
And from my fhoulders crack my Armes afunder, 
But I will chaftife this high-minded Strumpet. 
They fight againe, 
Pvzel. Talbot firwell, thy houre is not yet come, 
I muft goe Vid^uall Orleance forthwith : 

Afbert Alarum : then enter the Tomne 
with Sotddiers. 

0*re- 
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:ake me if thou canft,I (corne thy ftrength. 
50c, cheare vp thy hungry-ftanied men, 
SaUtbwry to make hit Teftament, 
Day if oun,as many more (hall be. Exit, 

h. My thoughts are whirled like a Potten Wheele, 
w not where I am, nor what I doe : 
tch by leare,not force, like Hamabaly 
I back our troupes, and conquen at (he lifts : 
et with fmoake, and Doues with noyfome ftench, 
rom their Hyuet ftnd Houfes driuen away, 
caird y%yUxt our fiercenefle, Engliih Dogges, 
like to Whelpes, we crying runne away. 

jifi)ort JUantm, 
:e Coontreymen, eyther renew the fight, 
ire the Lyons out of EngUnds Coat ; 
mce your Soyle, giue Sheepe in Lyons ftead : 
e run not halie fo trecherous from the Wolfe, 
dffe or Oxen from the Leopard, 
u flye firom your oft-fubdued flaues. 

•A/arum, Here another Sl^rmijb. 
1 not be, retyre into your Trenches : 
ill confented vnto Salisburies death, 
9ne would ftrike a ftroake in his reuenge. 
is entred into Orleance, 
ght of vs,or ought that we could doe. 
old I were to dye with Salisbury^ 
hame hereof, will make me hide my head. 

Exit Talbot, 
Alarum , Retreat , Flourljb, 

Enter on the Wallxy 7u%ely Dolphin^ I(eigneir^ 
•Alan/en, and Souldieru 

tei. Aduance our wauing Colours on the Walls, 

*d it Orleance from the Englifh* 

loaue de PimcI hath performed her word. 

'^b, Diuineft Creature, y^ea^i Daughter, 

(hall I honour thee for this fucceffe ? 

•romifet are like jidomt Garden, 

one day bloom*d,and fi'uitfull were the next. 

e, triumph in thy glorious PropheteiTe, 

ier*d is the Towne of Orleance, 

bleiTed hap did ne*re befall our State. 

wir. Why ring not out the Bells alowd, 

ighout the Towne ? 

in command the Citixent make Bonfires, 

'eaft and banquet in the open ffareets, 

iebrate the ioy that God hath giuen vs. 

mj. All France will be repleat with mirth and ioy, 

I they ihall heare how we haue play*d the men. 
tb. *Tis /o(Mrr,not we, by whom the day u wonne : 
nich,! will diuide my Crowne with her, 

II the Priefb and Fryers in my Realme, 
in proceflion fing her endlefie prayle. 
elyer Pyramis to her lie reare, 
^^odofbe*s or c^empbA euer was. 
morie of her, when (he is dead, 
iihesyin an Vme more precious 

the rich-iewelM Coffer of Darius^ 
ported, (hall be at high Feftiuals 
! the Kings and Queenes of France. 
Qger on Saint Dennis will we cry, 
ane de Ptenel&uW be France's Saint, 
in, and let vs Banquet Royally, 
this Golden Day of Viaorie. 

Flourijb, Exeunt, 




Enter a Sergeant of a Band,witb two Sentinels. 

Ser, Sirs, take your places, and be vigilant: 
If any noyfe or Souldier you perceiue 
Neere to the walles, by iome apparant figne 
Let vs haue knowledge at the Court of Guard. 

Sent. Sergeant you fhall. Thus are poore Seruitors 
(When others fleepe vpon their quiet beds) 
Conffaain*d to watch in darknefTe, raine, and cold. 

Enter Talbot y Bedford, and Burgundy , witbfcaling 
Ladders : Their Drummes beating a 
'DeadcMarch. 

Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Birgundyy 
By whofe approach, the Regions of Artoys^ 
Xfallouy and Picardy, are friends to vs : 
This happy night, the Frenchmen are fecure, 
Hauing all day carowsM and banquetted. 
Embrace we then this opportunitie, 
As fitting bcft to quittance their deceite, 
Contriu'd by Art, and balefull Sorcerie. 

Bed.Cowzrd of France, how much he wrongs his fame, 
Difpairing of his owne armes fortitude. 
To ioyne with Witches, and the helpe of Hell. 

Bur. Traitors haue neuer other company. 
But what*s that Puzell whom they tearme fo pure? 

Tal. A Maid, they fay. 

^Bed. A Maid ? And be fo martiall ? 

Bur. Pray God fhe proue not mafculine ere long: 
If vnderneath the Standard of the French 
She carry Armour, as fhe hath begun* 

Tal. Well, let them pn€dCt and conuerfe with fpirits. 
God is our FortrefTe, in whofe conquering name 
Let vs rcfolue to fcale their fiinty bulwarkes. 

Bed, Afcend braue Talbot^ we will follow thee. 

Tal. Not altogether : Better hne I guefle. 
That we do make our entrance feuerall wayet : 
That if it chance the one of vs do faile, 
The other yet may rife againft their force. 

Bed, Agreed ; He to yond corner. 

9«r. And I to this. 

Tal. And heere will Talbot mount, or make his graue. 
Now Saluburyy for thee and for the right 
Of Engliih HenryyihaW this night appeare 
How much in duty, I am bound to both. 

Sent, Arme, arme, the enemy doth make afTault. 

Cryy S. Georgey A Talbot. 

The French leape ere the walUs in their Jbirts, Enter 

feuerall wayexy Ba/ardy AlanfouyReigniery 

halfe ready y and halfe *vnready. 

Alan. How now my Lords ? what all vnreadie fo i 

^aft. Vnready? I and glad we fcap'd fo well. 

Reig*'Twzz time (I trow) to wake and leaue our beds. 
Hearing Alarums at our Chamber doores. 

Alan. Of all exploits fince firft I follow'd Armes, 
Nere heard I of a warlike enterprize 

More 
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More venturous, or defperate then this. 

Baft. I thinkc this Talbot be a Tiend of Hell. 
Reig. \i not of Hell, the Heauens fure fauour him. 
j$Unj, Here commeth Charles^ I maruell how he Xped ? 

Enter Charles and loane. 

Baft. Tut, holy loane was his defenfiue Guard. 

CbarL Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful! Dame? 
Didft thou at firft, to flatter vs withall, 
Make y% partakers of a little gayne, 
That now our lofle might be ten times fo much ? 

loane. Wherefore is Charles impatient with hit friend? 
At all times will you haue my Power alike? 
Sleeping or waking, mud I ftill preuayle. 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? 
Iroprouident Souldiors, had your Watch been good, 
This fudden Mifchiefe neuer could haue falne. 

Cbarl. Duke of Alan fon, this was your de£iult, 
That being Captaine of the Watch to Night, 
Did looke no better to that weightie Charge. 

AlanJ. Had all your Quarters been as fafely kept, 
As that whereof I*had the gouernment. 
We had not beene thus ihamefully furprizM. 

Baft, Mine was fecure. 

Reig. And fo was mine, my Lord. 

CbarL And for my reIfe,moft part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter, and mineowne Precind, 
I was imploy*d in pafling to and fro. 
About relieuing of the Centinels. 
Then how, or which way,(hould they firft breake in f 

loane. Queftion ( my Lords) no further of the cafe, 
How or which way ; 'tis fure they found fome place, 
But weakely guarded, where the breach was made : 
And now there refts no other (hi ft but this, 
To gather our Souldiors, fcatterM and difperc*t. 
And lay new Plat-formes to endammage them. 

Exeunt. 

Alarum. Enter a Souldiery crying , a Talbty a Talhet : 
they ftye, leaning their Clothes behind. 

Sould. He be fo bold to take what they haue left : 
The Cry of Talbot femes me for a Sword, 
For I haue loaden me with many Spoyles, 
Vfing no other Weapon but his Name. Exit, 

Enter Talbot y ^Bedford, ^Burgundie. 
^df. The Day begins to breake, and Night is fled, 
Whofe pitchy Mantle ouer-vayrd the Earth. 
Here found Retreat, and ceafe our hot purfuit. Retreat. 

Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salitkury^ 
And here aduance it in the Market-Place, 
The middle Centure of this curfed Towne. 
Now haue I pay*d my Vow vnto his Soule : 
For euery drop of blood was drawne from him. 
There hath at leaft flue Frenchmen dyed to night. 
And that hereafter Ages may behold 
What ruine happened in reuenge of him. 
Within their chiefeft Temple He ered 
A Tombe, wherein his Corps /hall be interr*d : 
Vpon the which, that euery one may reade. 
Shall be engrau*d the facke of Orleance, 
The tiecherous manner of his moumefull death. 
And what a terror he had beene to France. 
But Lords, in all our bloudy Maflfacre, 
I mufe we met not with the Dolphins Grace, 



His new-come Champion, vertuous lo^tne of Acre, 
Nor any of his &lfe Confederates. 

^edf:T\% thought Lord Talhoty^hcn the fight began, 
Rows'd on the fudden from their drowfie Beds, 
They did amongft the troupes of armed men, 
Leape oVe the Walls for refuge in the field. 

inrg. My felfe,aa farre as I could well difcerne. 
For fmoake,and duskie vapours of the night. 
Am fure I fcarM the Dolphin and his Trull, 
When Arme in Anne they both cAne fwiftly running. 
Like to a pay re of louing Turtle-Doues, 
That could not liue afunder day or night. 
After that things are fet in order here, 
Wee*le follow them with all the power we haue. 

Enter a eMeJfenger. 
Mejf. AW hayle,my Lords: which of this Princely tiayiie 
Call ye the WarUke Talboty for his Ads 
So much applauded through the Realme of France f 

Talb. Here is the Ttf/^r,who would fpeak with him/ 

MeJf. The vertuous Lady,Counteire of Ouergne, 
With modeftie admiring thy Renowne, 
By me entreats (great Lord) thou would^ft Youchlafo 
To vifit her poore Caftle where ike lyes. 
That (he may boaft ihe hath beheld the man, 
Whofe glory fills the World with lowd report. 

^urg. Is it euen fo ? Nay, then 1 fee our Warres 
Will turne vnto a peacefiill Comick fport, 
When Ladyes craue to be encountred with. 
You may not (my Lord) defpife her gentle fuit. 

Talb, Ne*re trufl me then : for when a World of men 
Could not preuayle with all their Oratorie, 
Yet hath a Womans kindneflfe ouer-rulM : 
And therefore tell her, I retume great tbankes. 
And in fubmifllon will attend on her. 
Will not your Honors beare me company ? 

Bedf. No,truly,*tis more then manners willt 
And I haue heanl it fayd, Vnbidden Guefb 
Are often welcommefl when they are gone. 

Talb, Well then, alone (fince there's no remedie) 
I meane to proue this Ladyes courtefie. 
Come hither Captaine, you perceiue my minde. 

WbiJ^eri. 

Copt, I doe my Lord, and meane accordingly. 

Exeunt.^ 
Enter CounteJJe, 

Count. Porter, remember what I gaue in chai^ge, 
And when you haue done fo, bring the Keyes to me. 

Port, Madame, I will. Bxit. 

Count. The Plot is layd, if all things fiill out right, 
I ihall as Eiroous be by this exploit. 
As Scythian Tomyrit by C^rm death. 
Great is the rumour of this dreadfoll Knight, 
And his atchieuements of no lefle account : 
Faine would mine eyes be witnefTe with mine eares, 
To giue their cenfure of thefe rare reports. 

Enter Meffenger and Talbot. 

MeJf. Madame, according as your Ladyflup defirM, 
By Meflfage crau'd, fo is Lord Talbot come. 

Qount. And he is welcome t what ^ it thit the man^ 

MeJf. Madame, it is. 

Count. Is this the Scourge of France? 
Is this the Talbot,Co much fear*d abroad ? 
That with his Name the Mothers ftill their Babes? 
I fee Report is bibulous and falfe. 
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: I ihould haue feeoe Comt HercuUs^ 
Heffotf for his grim afped, 
e proportion of his ftrong knit Limbes* 
u a Child, a filly Dwarfe : 
be, this weake and writhled ihrimpe 
rike fuch terror to his Enemies. 
Vfadame, J^aue beene bold to trouble yout 
your Ladyihip is not at leyfurey 
•me other time to vifit you. 
What meanes he now ? 
him, whither he goes? 
>tay my Lord Talbot^ for my Lady craues, 

the caufe of your abrupt departure ? 
Marry, for that ihee's in a wrong beleefe, 
:ertifie her Talbot^s here. 

Enter Pcrter with Ktyeu 
If thou be he, then art thou Prifoner. 
Prifoner ? to whom ? 

To me,blood-thirftie Lord: 
hat caufe I trayn'd thee to my Houfe. 
e thy (hadow hath been thrall to me, 
y Gallery thy Pidure hangs : 
the fubftance fhall endure the like, 
11 chayne thefe Legges and Armes of thine, 
\ by Tyrannie thefe many yeeres « 
mr Countrey,flaine our Citizens, 
our Sonnes and Husbands captiuate. 
Ha,ha,ha. 

Laugheft thou Wretch ? 
h dull turne to moane. 
I laugh to (ee your Ladyfhip fo fond, 
e,that you haue ought but Talbott (hadow, 
I to pra^fe your feueritie. 
Why ^ art not thou the man i 
I am indeede. 

Then haue I fubftance too. 
No, no, I am but (hadow of my felfe : 
deceiu*d, my fubftance is not here $ 
you fee, is but the fmalleft part, 
\ proportion of Humanitie : 
I Madame, were the whole Frame here, 
ich a fpacious loftie pitch, 
ofe were not fufiicient to contayn*t» 

This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonce, 
ic here, and yet he is not here : 

thefe contrarieties agree ? 
That will I ihew you prefently. 
]miU bif Her fie f Drummet ftril^ "^pt^ Peak 

of Ordinance: Enter SouUUm'S* 
you Madame ? are you now perfwaded, 
ibot is but ihadow of himfelfe ? 
e hts fubftance, finewes,armes,and ftrength, 
lich he yoaketh your rebellious NeckeS| 
our Cities, and fubuerts your TowneS| 
moment makes them defolate. 
. ViAorious Ttf/^r, pardon my abufe, 
lou art no lefl*e then Fame hath bruited, 
X then may be gathered by thy (hape. 
>refumption not prouoke thy wrath, 

forry, that with reuerence 

entertalne thee as thou art. 

Be not difmay*d, fsire Lady, nor mifconfter 

de <:^ Talbot^ as you did miftake 

rard compofition of his body. 

a haue done, hath not oflended me : 

T iatis£i^on doe I craue, 



But onely with your patience, that we may 
Tafte of your Wine, and fee what Cates you haue, 
For Souldiers ftomacks alwayes feme them well. 

Count, With all my heart, and thinke me honored. 
To feaft fo great a Warrior in my Houfe. Exeunt, 

Smter Retard P/antagenet, ff^arw'icl(f Sonierfet, 
Poole^ and otters, 

TorJ^, Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
What meanes this filence ? 
Dare no man anfwer in a Cafe of Truth i 

Suff. Within the Temple Hall we were too lowd, 
The Garden here is more conuenient. 

Yorl{, Then fay at once, if I maintain*d the Truth : 
Or elie was wrangling Somerjet in th*error? 

Suff, Faith 1 haue beene a Tnunt in the Law, 
And neuer yet could frame my will to it. 
And therefore fhime the Law vnto my will. 

Som. ludge you, my Lord of Warwicke, then be* 
tweene vs. 

fVar, Between two Hawks, which flyes the higher pitch, 
Between two Dogs, which hath the deeper mouth, 
Between two Blades, which beares the better temper. 
Between two Horfes, which doth beare him beft, 
Between two Girles, which hath the merryeft eye, 
I haue perhaps fome ihallow fpirit of ludgement : 
But in thefe nice iharpe Quillets of the Law, 
Good faith I am no wifer then a Daw. 

Yorl^j, Tut, tut, here b a mannerly forbearance : 
The truth appeares fo naked on my fide. 
That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Som, And on my fide it is fo well apparreird. 
So deare, fo nuning,and fo euident, 
That it will glimmer through a blind^mans eye. 

Torl{. Since you are tongue-ty*d,and foloth to fpcake, 
In dumbe fignificants proclayme your thoughts : 
Let him that is a true-borne Gentleman, 
And ftands vpon the honor of his birth. 
If he fuppofe that I haue pleaded truth. 
From off this Bryer pluck a white Rofe with me. 

Som. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer, 
But dare mainuine the partie of the truth, 
Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorne with me. 

fVar. I loue no Coloun : and without all colour 
Of bafe infinuating flatterie, 
I pluck this white Rofe with flantagenet, 

Suff, 1 pluck this red Rofe, with young Somerjet ^ 
And fay withall,I thinke he held the right. 

Vernon. Stay Lords and Gent]emen,and pluck no more 
Till you conclude, that he vpon whofc fide 
The feweft Rofes are cropt from the Tree, 
Shall yeeld the other in the right opinion. 

Som, Good Mafter yernon^'it is well obieded : 
If I haue feweft, I fubfcribe in filence. 

ror(. And I. 

Vernon, Then fot the tnith,and plainnefTe of the Cafr, 
I pluck this pale and Maiden Bloflbme here. 
Cluing my Verdi^ on the white Rofe fide. 

&M. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, 
Leaft bleeding, you doe paint the white Rofe red. 
And fall on my fide fo againft your will. 

Vernon, If l,my Lord, for my opinion bleed. 
Opinion fhall be Surgeon to my hurt, 
And keepe me on the fide where ftill I am. 

Som, Well, well, come on, who elfe? 

Laxtyer, Vn- 
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Lawytr. Vnleflfe my Studie and my Bookes be ^Ife, 
The argument you held, was wrong in you \ 
In figne whereof, I pluck a white Rofe too. 

Tor^e. Now SMnrr/irr, where is your argument? 

Som» Here in my Scabbard, meditating, that 
Shall dye your white Rofe in a bloody red. 
,70ri^. Meane time your cheeks do counterfeit our Rofet: 
For pale they looke with feare,a8 witneiling 
The truth on our fide. 

&OT. No PlantMgenet : 
*Tis not for feare, but anger, that thy cheekes 
Bluih for pure ihame,to counterfeit our Rofes, 
And yet thy tongue will not confefTe thy error. 

Tor^e, Hath not thy Rofe a Canker, &»rrr/^ ? 

Som. Hath not thy Rofe a Thome, Plantagenet ? 

Torl^, I,iharpe and piercing to maintaine his truth, 
Whiles thy confuming Canker eates his wifehood. 

Som. Well, He find friends to weare my bleeding Rofes, 
That /hall maintaine what I haue faid is true. 
Where falfe Plantagemt dare not be feene. 

Yorl^. Now by this Maiden Bloffome in my hand, 
I fcome thee and thy fiiihion,peeuiih Boy. 

&t^. Tume not thy fcornes this way, Plantagenet. 

Torfy. Prowd Tooltf I will, and fcome both him and 
thee. 

Suff, He turne my part thereof into thy throat. 

Som. A way, a way, good fflliiam de la PooUy 
We grace the Yeoman, by conuerfing with him. 

M^nr.Now by Gods will thou wrong'ft him, Somerfet : 
His Grandfather was Ljonei Duke of Clarence, 
Third Sonne to the third Edward King of England : 
Spring Creftleffc Yeomen from fo deepe a Root f 

Tori(e. He beares him on the place's Priuiledge, 
Or duHl not for his crauen heart fay thus. 

Som, By him that made me, He maintaine my words 
On any Plot of Ground in Chrifbndome. 
Was not thy ftthtr, RicbardfEzrlc of Cambridge, 
For Treafon executed in our late Kings dayes f 
And by his Treafon, fhnd*ft not thou attainted. 
Corrupted, and exempt from ancient Gentry ^ 
His Trefpai yet liues guiltic in thy blood. 
And till thou be reftorM, thou art a Yeoman. 

Tori(e. My Father was attached, not attainted. 
Condemned to dye for Treafon, but no Traytor j 
And that He proue on better men then Somerftt, 
Were growing time once ripened to my will. 
For your partaker Poole, and you your felfc, 
He note you in my Booke of Memorie, 
To fcourge you for this apprehenfion : 
Looke to it well, and fay you are well wam*d. 

Som. Ah, thou (halt finde ts readv for thee ftill : 
And know vs by thefe Colours for thy Foes, 
For thefe, my friends in fpight of thee fhall weare. 

Torl^e. And by my SouIe,this pale and angry Rofe, 
As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 
Will I for euer,and my Fadlion weare, 
Vntill it wither with me to my Grainy 
Or fiouriih to the height of my Degree. 

Suff. Goe forward, and be choak'd with thy ambition t 
And fo fiirwell, vntill I meet thee next. 6xit. 

Som, Haue with thee Poole: Farwell ambitious Ri* 
chard. Exit. 

TorJ^. How I am brau*d, and muft perforce endure 
\t} 

IVarxf. This blot that they obie^ againft your Houfe, 
Shall be whipt out in the next Parliament, 



Caird for the Truce of JVincheJler and Gloucefter : 
And if thou be not then created Tor\e, 
I will not liue to be accounted H^arvicl^. 
Meane time, in fignall of my loue to thee, 
Againft prowd Somerfet,ind JViirtam Poole, 
Will I vpon thy partie weare this Rofe. 
And here I prophecie : this brawle to day, 
Growne to this fadton in the Temple Garden, 
Shall fend betweene the Red-Rofe and the White, 
A thoufand Soules to Death and deadly Night. 

ror{e. Good Mafter Vemon,l am bound to you. 
That you on my bchalfe would pluck a Flower. 

yer. In your behalfe ftill will I weare the iame. 

Lanyer. And fo will U 

TorJ(e, Thankes gentle. 
Come, let vs fbure to Dinner : I dare fay. 
This Quarrell will drinke Blood another day. 

ExeMMt. 

Enter Mortimer, brought in a Cbayre, 
and laylors. 

Mart. Kind Keepers of my weake decaying Age, 
Let dying c^ortimer here reft himfelfe. 
Euen like a man new haled from the Wrack, 
So fare my Limbes with long Imprifonmcnt : 
And thefe gray Locks, the Purfuiuants of death, 
jV<^^-like aged, in an Age of Care, 
Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 
Thefe Eyes, like Lampes,whofe wafting Oyle is fpent, 
Waxe dimme,as drawing to their Exigent. 
Weake Shoulders, ouer.borne with burthening Griefe, 
And pyth-leffe Armes,like to a withered Vine, 
That droupes his fappe-leffe Branches to the ground. 
Yet are thefe Feet, whofe ftrength-lefTe ftay is numme, 
(Vnable to fupport this Lumpe of Clay) 
Swift- winged with defire to get a Graue, 
As witting I no other comfort haue. 
But tell me. Keeper, will my Nephew come ? 

Keeper. Richard flantagenet, my Lord, vdll come : 
We fent vnto the Temple, vnto his Chamber, 
And anfwer was return*d,that he will come. 

Mart, Enough : my Soule (hall then be fadsfied. 
Poore Gentleman, his wrong doth equall mine. 
Since Henry Monmouth firft began to reigne. 
Before whofe Glory I was great in Armes, 
This loathfome fequeftration haue I had ; 
And euen fince then, hath i(/fi&ar^beene obfcur*d, 
Depriu*d of Honor and Inheritance. 
But now, the Arbitrator of Defpaires, 
luft Death, kinde Vmpire of mens miferies, 
With fweet enlargement doth difmiife me hence : 
I would his troubles likewife were expir*d. 
That fo he might recouer what was loft. 

Enter Richard. 

Keeper. My Lord, your louing Nephew now is come. 

Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend, is he come ? 

Rich, I, Noble Vnckle,thus ignobly vs*d. 
Your Nephew, late defpifed Richard, comet. 

Mort. DiTcSt mine Armes, I may embrace his Neck, 
And in his Bofome fpend my latter gafpe. 
Oh tell me when my Lippes doe touch his Cheekes, 
That I may kindly giue one fainting KifTe. 
And now dechre fweet Stem from Tories great Stock, 
Why didft thou fay of late thou wert defpis*d ? 

Rich, m 
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^leane thine aged Back againft mine Arme, 
t eafeylle tell thee my Difeafe. 
I argument vpon a Csife, 
s there grew*twixt Somerjet and me : 
licb tearmes,he vs*d his lauifli tongue, 
•brayd me with my Fathers death ; 
oquie fet barret before my tongue, 
le like I had requited him. 
seed Vnckle, for my Fathen fake^ 
fa true Plantogengty 
liance fake, declare the caufe 
,£arle of Cambridge, loft hit Head* 
hat caure(faire Nephew) that imprifon*d me, 
ietayn*d me all my flowring Youth, 
Mtmome Dungeon, there to pyne, 
Infbiiment of hu deceafe. 
fcouer more at large what caufe that was, 
;norant,and cannot gueiTe. 
win, if that my fading breath permit, 
approach not, ere my Tale be done, 
"ourtb. Grandfather to this King, 
I Nephew IB^bard^Edwardt Sonne, 
sgotten, and the lawfuU Heire 
iGng,the Third of that Defcent. 
9fe Reigne, the Percies of the North, 
Vfurpation moft vniuft, 
my aduancement to the Throne. 
mou*d thefe Warlike Lords to this, 
at ^young Richard thus remou*d, 
Heire begotten o( hit Body) 
lezt by Birth and Parentage : 
Mother, I deriued am 
'/Duke of Clarence, third Sonne 
dward the Third ; whereas bee, 
of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 
burth of that Heroick Lyne. 
: as in this haughtie great attempt, 
ired,to plant the rightful! Heire, 
ibertie, and they their Liues. 
this, when Henrv the Fift 
g his Father Bml'mghrookf ) did reigne j 
r,£arle of Cambridge, then deriu*d 
»ut Edmund Langley^D\x\Lt of Yorke, 
ny Sifler,that thy Mother wat ; 
pitty of my hard difhefTe, 
Army, weening to redeeme, 
inftaird me in the Diademe : 
reft, fo fell that Noble Earle, 
eheaded. Thus the vMortimtrs^ 
he Title refted, were fuppreft. 
f which,my Lord,your Honor is the laft. 
ue^and thou feeft,that 1 no Iflfue haue, 
ny fiiindng words doe warrant death: 
ly Heire; the reft, I wifli thee gather : 
wary in thy ftudious care, 
hy graue admoniihments preuayle with me: 
I thinket,my Fathers execution 
ig lefle then bloody Tyranny. 
1th filence. Nephew, be thou pollitick, 
d is the Houfe of LamtaJUr^ 
Mountaine, not to be remould. 
lyVnckleis remouing hence, 
doe their Courts, when they are cloy*d 
continuance in a fetled place. 
iTnckle, would fome part of my young yeeret 
redeeme the paflage of your Age. 



Mort,1\io\x do^ft then wrong me,at y flaughterer doth, 
Which giueth many Wounds, when one will kill. 
Mourne not, except thou forrow for my good, 
Onely giue order for my Funerall. 
And fo £urewell, and faire be all thy hopet. 
And profperous be thy Life in Peace and Warre. Dyei» 
Rich. And Peace, no Warre, befall thy parting Soule. 
In Prifon haft thou fpent a Pilgrimage, 
And like a Hermite ouer-paft thy dayes. 
Well, I will locke his Councell in my Breft, 
And what I doe imagine, let that ref^. 
Keepers conuey him hence, and I my felfe 
Will fee hit Buryall better then his Life. Exit, 

Here dyes the duskie Torch of e^ortimer^ 
Choakt with Ambition of the meaner fort. 
And for thofe Wrongs, thofe bitter Iniuries, 
Which Somerfet hath ofterM to my Houfe, 
I doubt not, but with Honor to redrefle. 
And therefore hafte I to the Parliament, 
Eyther to be reftored to my Blood, 
Or make my will th*aduantage of my good. Exit. 

ASius Tertius. Scena ^rima. 

Flourijb. Enter King ^ Exeter ^Ghfter^ WincbeBer^ VarwicJ(^ 
Somerfet ^Snffoli^f Richard Plantagenet . Glofter offers 

to put Hff a BilUWinchefier Jnatchet it^tearei it. 
JFincb. Com*ft thou with deepe premeditated Lines? 
With written Pamphlets, ftudioufly deuit*d? 
Humfrey of Glofter, if thou canft accufe. 
Or ougnt intend*ft to lay vnto my charge, 
Doe it without inuention,fuddenly. 
As 1 with fudden,and extemporall fpeech, 
Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft obieA. 

G/o.Prefumptuous Prieft,thi8 place comands my patiSce, 
Or thou fhould*ft finde thou haft dis-honor*d me. 
Thinke not, although in Writing I preferred 
The manner of thy vile outragious Crymes, 
That therefore I haue forg*d,or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearfe the Methode of my Penne. 
No Prelate, fuch is thy audacious wickedneffe. 
Thy lewd, peftiferous, and difTentious prancks. 
As very Infants prattle of thy pride. 
Thou art a moft pernitious Vfurer, 
Froward by nature, Enemie to Peace, 
Lafciuiout, wanton, more then well beieemet 
A man of thy ProfiBflion,and Degree. 
And for thy Trecherie,what*t more manifeft? 
In that thou layd*ft a Trap to take my Life, 
As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower. 
Befide, I feare me,if thy thoughts were fifred. 
The King, thy Soueraigne,it not quite exempt 
From enuious mallice of thy fwelling heart. 

Wtncb. GUfier^l doe defie thee. Lords vouchfafe 
To giue me hearing what I fhall reply. 
If I were couetous, ambitious, or peruerfe. 
As he will haue me : how am I fo poore ? 
Or how haps it, I feeke not to aduance 
Or rayfe my felfe? but keepe my wonted Calling. 
And for Diirention,who preferreth Peace 
More then I doe ? except I be prouok*d. 
No, my good Lords, it is not that offends. 
It is not that, that hath incens*d the Duke: 
It is becaufe no one fhould fway but hee. 
No one, but hee, fliould be about the King; 
And that engenders Thunder in his breaft, 

1 And 
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And makes him rore thefe Accufations forth. 
But he fliall know I am as good. 

Gha. As good? 
Thou Baftard of my Grandfather. 

fVincb. I, Lordly Sir: for what are you, I pray, 
But one imperious in anothers Throne ? 

Gloji. Am I not Proteaor^fawcie Prieft? 

IVincb. And am not I a Prelate of the Church? 

GloS. Yes, as an Out- law in a Caflle keepes. 
And vfeth it, to patronage his Theft. 

fVincb. Vnreuercnt Giocefter, 

Glofi, Thou art reuerent, 
Touching thy Spirituall Fun£tion,not thy Life. 

IVinch. Rome ihall remedie this. 

Warxf. Roame thither then. 
My Lord, it were your dutie to forbeare. 

^om. I, fee the Bifhop be not ooer-borne: 
Me thinkes my Lord ihould be Religious, 
And know the Office that belongs to fuch. 

Warxt. Me thinkes his Lordfliip ihould be humbler, 
It fitteth not a Prelate fo to plead. 

Sam, Yes, when his holy State is toucht fo neere. 

IVarm, State holy,or vnhallow*d, what of that? 
Is not his Grace Protedor to the King ? 

Rieb, PUntagenet I fee muft hold his tongue, 
Leafl it be raid,Speake Sirrha when you fhould : 
Mufl your bold VerdiA enter talke with Lords? 
Elfe would I haue a fling at fVirubefter. 

King. Vnckles of GioJierjZnd of fTwcbefter, 
The fpeciall Watch- men of our Englifh Weale, 
I would preuayle, if Prayers might preuayle, 
To ioyne your hearts in loue and amitie. 
Oh, what a Scandall is it to our Crowne, 
That two fuch Noble Peeres as ye fhould iarre ? 
Beleeue me, Lords, my tender yeeres can tell, 
Ciuill difTention is a viperous Worme, 
That gnawes the Bowels of the Common-wealth. 
ji noyjt vitbiftf Dovfie vitb tbe 
Tawny- Coats, 

King, What tumult's this ? 

Warxf. An Vprore, I dare warrant. 
Begun through malice of the Bifhops men. 

A noyjt againtf Stona, Stomt . 

Enter c^aior. 
Maior. Oh my good Lords, and yertuous Henry , 
Pitty the Citie of London, pitty vs : 
The Bifliop,and the Duke of Gloflers men. 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 
Haue fiird their PockeU full of peeble flones $ 
And banding themfelues in contrary parts, 
Doe pelt fo fafl at one anothers Pate, 
That many haue their giddy braynes knockt out : 
Our Windowes are broke downe in euery Street, 
And we, for feare,compeird to fhut our Shops. 

Enter in sJ(irmi/b with bloody Pates, 

King. We charge you, on allegeance to our felfe, 
To hold your flaughtring hands,and keepe the Peace: 
Pray' Vnckle Glojier mittigatc this flrifc. 

I, Serving. Nay, if vre be forbidden Stones, wee'le fall 
to it with our Teeth. 

i.Seruing. Doe what ye dare, we are as refoluOe. 
Sl(irmijb againe. 

Glofi. You of my houfehold, leaue this peeuifh broyle, 
And let this vnaccuflom'd fight afide. 



3. Seru. My Lord, we know your Grace to be m man 
Iufl,and vpright; and for your Royall Birth, 
Inferior to none, but to his Maieflifc : 
And ere that we will fuffer fuch a Prince, 
So kinde a Father of the Common-weale, 
To be difgraced by an Inke-horne Mate, 
Wee and our Wiues and Children all will fight^ 
And haue our bodycs flaoghtred by thy foes. 

i.Seru. I, and the very parings of our Naylet 
Shall pitch a Field when we ire dead. 

'Begin againe, 

GloJl. Stay,fby,iray: 
And if you loue me, as you fay you doe, 
Let me perfwade you to forbeare a while. 

King. Oh, how this difcord doth afflidi my Soule. 
Can you, my Lord of Winchefler, behold 
My fighes and teares, and will not once relent € 
Who fhould be pittifull,if you be not i 
Or who fhould fhidy to preferre a Peace, 
If holy Church-men take delight in broyles ? 

Warw, Yecld my Lord Protedor,yeeld IVintbefiir^ 
Except you meane with obftinate repulfe 
To flay your Soueraigne,and deftroy the Realme. 
You fee what Miichiefe,and what Murther too, 
Hath beene enaded through your enmitie x 
Then be at peace, except ye thirfl for blood. 

Wincb. He fhall fubmit, or I will ncuer yceld. 

Glofi. Companion on the King commands me ftoupc, 
Or I would fee his heart out, ere the Priefl 
Should euer get that priuiledge of me, 

fVarw. Behold my Lord of Winch|,efler,the Duke 
Hath banifht moodie difcontented fury, 
As by his fmoothed Browes it doth appeare : 
Why looke you ftill fo flerne,and tragicall ? 

C/e/?. Here Wnfii^er, I offer thee my Hand. 

King. Fie Vnckle ^eauford^ I haue heard yon preach, 
That Mallice was a great and grieuous finne : 
And will not you maintaine the thing you teach ? 
But proue a chiefe oftendor in the fame. 

fVarw. Sweet King: the Bilhop hath a kindly gyrd: 
For fhame my Lord of Winchefler relent ; 
What, fhall a Child infhiid you what to doe? 

fVincb. Well, Duke of Glofler, I will yeeld to thee 
Loue for thy Loue, and Hand for Hand I giue. 

Glofi, I, but I feare me with a hollow Heart. 
See here my Friends and louing Countreymen, 
This token ferueth for a Flagge of Truce, 
Betwixt our felues,and all our followers: 
So hclpe me God, as I diffemble not. 

fVincb. So heipe me God, as I intend it not. 

King. Oh louing Vnckle,kinde Duke of Glofter, 
How ioyfull am I made by this Contra^. 
Away my Maflers, trouble vs no more. 
But ioyne in fnendfhip,ai your Lords haue done. 

I. Seru. Content, He to the Surgeons. 

^.Seru. And fo will I. 

^.Seru, And I will fee what Phyfick the Taqcme af- 
fords. Exeunt. 

fVarvt. Acetyl this Scrowle, mofl gracious Soueiaignr, 
Which in the Right of Richard Tlamtagentt^ 
We doe exhibite to your MaiefVe. 

Cr/o.WclI vrg'd,my Lord of Warwick : for fwect Prince, 
And if your Grace roarke euery circumflance. 
You haue great reafon to doe Richard right, 
Efpecially for thoTe occafions 
At Eltam Place I told your MaiefHe. 

Kiftg. And 
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And thofc occa(ion8,Vnckle,werc of force : 

c my louing Lords, our pleafure is, 

'bard ht reftored to his Blood. 

. Let Richard be reftored to his Blood, 

his Fathers wrongs be recompenc*t. 

. As will the reft,fo willeth IVmcbefier, 

If Richard will be true, not that all alone, 
he whole Inheritance I giue, 
h belong vnto the Houfe of Ttri^^ 
lence you fpring, by Lineall Defcent. 

Thy humble feruant vowes obedience, 
nble femice^till the point of death. 
Stoope then, and fet your Knee againft my Foot, 
eguerdon of that dutie done, 
ee with the yatiant Sword of Tori(i : 
bardflike a true Plantagetief^ 

created Princely Duke of Tor\e. 

And to thriue Richard^ as thy foes may fall, 

ny dutie fprings,fo perlHi they, 

idge one thought againft yout Maiefty. 

l^elcome high Prince, the mighty Duke ofY^ri^. 

Periih bafe Prince, ignoble Duke of Torl^e, 

Now will it beft auaile your Maieftie, 

: the Seas, and to be Crown*d in France x 

ence of a King engenders loue 

: bis Sublet, and his loyall Friends, 

-animates his Enemies. 

When GloHer fayes the word. King Henry goes, 
dly counfaile cuts off many Fo«. 
Your Ships alreadie are in readinefTe* 
Senet. Flourijh. Extunt, 

Manet Exeter. 
I, we may march in £ngland,or in France^ 
ig what is likely to enfue : 
: diifention growne betwixt the Peeres, 
nder fained aflies of forg*d loue, 
i at laft breake out into a Hame, 
d members rot but by degree, 
*s and fleih and (inewes fall away, 
hif bafe and enuious difcord breed, 
r I feare that fiitall Prophecie, 
n the time of Henry ^ nam*d the Fift, 
he mouth of euery fucking Babe, 
nry borne at Monmouth ihould winne all, 
ry borne at Windfor, loofe all : 
I fo plaine, that Exeter doth wi(h, 
} may finiA, ere that hapleife time. BxU. 



Sccena Secunda. 



ter Pucell di/guis*df with four e SoultUert vith 

Sac\s vfton their hac^t. 
. Thefe are the Citie Gates, the Gates of Roan, 
which our PoUicy muft make a breach. 
ed,be wary how you phice your words, 
Ice the vulgar fort of Market men, 
ne to gather Money for their Corne. 
uc entrance, as I hope we (hall, 
t we finde the flouthfiiU Watch but weake, 
figne giue notice to our friends, 
tries the Dolphin may encounter them. 



Seuldier, Our Sacks /hall be a meane to fack the City, 
And we be Lords and Rulers ouer Roan, 
Therefore wee'le knock. Knoc\. 

fVatcb, Chela. 

Pucell. Peajaunt la pmure gens de Fraunce^ 
Poore Market folkes that come to fell their Corne. 

Watch, Enter, goe in, the Market Bell is rung. 

Pucell. Now Roan, He /hake thy Bulwarkes to the 
ground. Exeunt, 

Enter Charles^ BaftardyAlanfon, 

Charles. Saint Dennu bleffe this happy Stratageme, 
And once againe wee*le fleepe fecure in Roan. 

Baftard, Here entred Pucell^ and her PradiUfants : 
Now (he is there, how will ihe fpecifie ? 
Here is the beft and fafeft paffage in. 

Reig, By thrufting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 
Which once difcern*d, fliewes that her meaning is. 
No way to that(fbr weakneffe) which ihe entred. 
Enter Pucell on the top^thrujiing out a 
Torch hurning, 

Pucell. Behold, this is the happy Wedding Torch, 
That ioyneth Roan vnto her Countreymen, 
But burning fatall to the Talhonites. 

^aflard. See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend. 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ftands. 

Charles. Now ihine it like a Commet of Reuenge, > 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 

J^eig. Deferre no time,delayes haue dangerous ends. 
Enter and cry, the Dolphin, prefently, 
And then doe execution on the Watch. Alarum, 

An Alarum. Talbot in an Excurjion. 
T0M.France,thou fhalt rue this Treafoa with thy teares, 
If Talbot but Hiruiue thy Trecherie. 
Pucell thzt Witch, that damned SorcercflTe, 
Hath wrought this HelUih Mifchiefe vnawares. 
That hardly we efcap't the Pride of France. Exit. 

An Alarum : Excmrfions. Bedford brought 
inficl^ in a Chayre, 

Enter Talbot and Burgonie wthout : within^ Pucell^ 
CharleSyBaJiard^nd Reigneir on the Walls. 
Pucell. God morrow Gallants, want ye Corn for Bread.' 
I thinke the Duke of Burgonie will fuft. 
Before heeMe buy againe at fuch a rate. 
*Twas full of Darnell : doe you like the tafte } 

Burg. Scoffe on vile Fiend, and ftiameleffe Curtizan, 
I truft ere long to choake thee with thine owne, 
And make thee curfe the Hanieft of that Corne. 

Charles. Your Grace may ftarue ( perhaps ) before that 
time. 

Bed/. Oh let no words, but deedes, reuenge this Trea- 
fon. 

Tucell, What will you doe, good gray-beard ? 
Breake a Launce, and runne a-Tilt at Death, 
Within a Chayre. 

Talb. Foule Fiend of France,and Hag of all defpight, 
Incompais*d with thy luftfull Paramours, 
Becomes it thee to taunt hb valiant Age, 
And twit with Cowardife a man halfe dead ? 
Darofell,Ile haue a bowt with you againe. 
Or elfc let Talbot perifli with this ftiame. 

Pucell. Are ye fo hot, Sir: yet Pucell hold thy peace. 
If Talbot doe but Thunder, Raine will follow. 

ney ifhij^er together in counfell. 
God fpeed the Parliament: who ihall be the Speaker^ 

1 2 Talb.DsLTc 
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Talh, Dare yee come forth, and meet vs in the field ? 

PucelL Belike your Lordihip takes vs then for tooles, 
To try if that our owne be ours, or no. 

Talb, I fpeake not to that rayling Hecate^ 
But vnto thee Alanfon^ and the reft. 
Will ye, like Souldior8,come and fight it out ? 

AlanJ. Seignior no. 

Talh, Seignior hang: bafe Muleters of France, 
Like Pefant foot-Boyes doe they keepe the Walls, 
And dare not uke vp Armes,like Gentlemen. 

FuctlL Away Captaines, let's get vs from the Walla, 
For talbot roeanes no goodnefTe by his Lookes. 
God b*uy my Lord, we came but to tell you 
That wee are here. Exeunt from the IVmllu 

Talh, And there will we be too, ere it be long, 
Or elfe reproach be Talboti greateft fame. 
Vow BurgoHitf by honor of thy Houfe, 
Prickt on by publike Wrongs fuflain'd in France, 
Either to get the Towne againe,or dye. 
And I, as fureras Englifh Henry Hues, 
And as his Father here was Conqueror ; 
As fure as in this late betrayed Towne, 
Great Cordelions Heart was buryed ; 
So fure I fwearcyto get the Towne, or dye. 

^urg. My Vowes are equall partners with thy 
Vowcs. 

Talh. But ere we goe, regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford : Come my Lord, 
We will beftow you in fbme better place. 
Fitter for ficknefre,and for crafie age. 

Bidf. Lord Talbot f dot not fo difhonour me : 
Here will I fit, before the Walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your weale or woe. 

^urg, Couragious ^edfordt let vs now perfwade you. 

^edf. Not to be gone from hence : for once I read. 
That flout Pendragofi fin his Litter fick, 
Came to the field, and vanquifhed his foes. 
Me thinkes I fhould reuiue the Souldiors hearts, 
Becaufe I euer found them as my felfe. 

Talt, Vndaunted fpirit in a dying breafl, 
Then be it fb : Heauens keepe old Bedford fafe. 
And now no more adoe, braue ^urgonie^ 
But gather we our Forces out of hand, 
And fet vpon our boafting Enemie. Exit. 

•An Alarum: Excurfions. Enter Sr John 
Falftaffe^ and a Captaine, 

Capt. Whither away Sir lobn Falftaffe^'m fuch hafte^ 
Falft, Whither away ? to faue my felfe by flight. 
We are like to haue the ouerthrow againe. 

Capt. What? will you flye,and leaue Lord Talbot} 
Falft. I, all the Talbots in the World, to faue my life. 

Exit. 
Capt, Cowardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee. 

Exit. 

Retreat. Sxcurjioni. Pucell^ Alanfon^ and 
CharUifiye, 

*Bedf. Now quiet Soule, depart when Heauen pleafe, 
For 1 haue kttit our Enemies ouerthrow. 
What is the trufl or flrength of foolifh man ? 
They that of late were daring with their fcofiirs, 
Are glad and faine by flight to faue themfelues. 
Bedford dyes f and it carryed in by two in bit Chair e. 



An Alarum, Enter Talbot , Burgonie, and 
the reft. 

Talb. Lofl,and recouered in a day againe, 
Thb is a double Honor, Burgonie; 
Yet Heauens haue glory for this Vidiorie. 

^urg. Warlike and Martiall Talbot, Burgonie 
Infhrines thee in his heart, and there ere^ 
Thy noble Deeds, as Valors Monuments. 

Talb, Thanks gentle Duke: but where is Pucel now i 
I thinke her old Familiar is afleepe. 
Now where*s the Bafhrds braues, and ^^ar/cf his glikes ^ 
What all amort? Roan hangs her head for gricfe, 
That fuch a ^iant Company are fled. 
Now will we take fome order in the Towne^ 
Placing therein fome expert Oflicers, 
And then depart to Paris, to the King, 
For there young Henry with his Nobles lye. 

Burg. What wills Lord 7«/^,pleafeth Burgonie, 

Talb. But yet before we goe, let's not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceased. 
But fee his Exequies fulfiU'd in Roan. 
A brauer Souldier neuer couched Launce, 
A gentler Heart did neuer fway in Court. 
But Kings and mightiefl Potentates muft die, 
For that's the end of humane miferie. Exemtt. 



Sccena Tertia. 



Enter Charles, Baflard, Alanfon, Tucell. 

Pucell. Difhuy notfPrmcesj at this accident. 
Nor grieue that Roan is fo recouered : 
Care is no cure, but rather corrofiue, 
For things that are not to be remedy'd. 
Let frantike Talbot triumph for a while. 
And like a Peacock fweepe along his tayie, 
Wee'le pull his Plumes,and take away his Trayne, 
If Dolphin and the reft will be but rul'd. 

Charles. We haue been guided by thee hitherto. 
And of thy Cunning had no diflidence. 
One fudden Foyle fhall neuer breed diftruft. 

Baftard. Search out thy wit for fecret pollides. 
And we will make thee famous through the World. 

Alanf. Wee'le fet thy Statue in fome holy place, 
And haue thee reuerenc't like a blefTed Saint. 
Employ thee then, fweet Virgin, for our good. 

fucell.Then thus it muft be, this doth Joane deuife: 
By faire perfwafions, mixt with fugred words. 
We will entice the Duke of Burgonie 
To leaue the Talbot,ind to follow vs. 

Charles. I marry Sweeting, if we could doe that, 
France were no place for Henryes Warriors, 
Nor ihould that Nation boaft it (o with vs. 
But be extirped from our Prouinces. 

Alanf. Vox euer fhould they be expuls'd from France, 
And not haue Title of an Earledome here. 

Tucell. Your Honors fhall perceiue how I will worke, I 
To bring this matter to the wifhed end. I 

^rumme founds afarre off. I 

Hearke,by the found of Drumme you may perccioe 
Their Powers are marching vnto Paris-ward. 

Here found an Englift> March. 
There goes the Talbot^ynth his Colours fpred. 
And all the Troupes of Englifh after him. 

French 
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French March, 
! Rereward comet the Duke and his 1 
hjkOT makes him lagge bebinde. 
Parley, we will talke with him. 

Trtm^tsfiuiid a ParUy, 
A Parley with the Duke of Burgonie. 
Jho craues a Parley with the Burgonie ? 
The Princely ^£wr/cr of France, thy Countrey- 

^hat fay^ft thoo Charles} for I am marching 

Speake Puceilf and enchaunt him with thy 

traue ^Ba(r^ifffr,yndoubted hope of France, 
f humble Hand-maid fpeake to thee. 
peak6on,but be not ouer-tedious. 
.«oke on thy Country, look on fictile France, 
e Cities and the Townes defac*t, 
Roinc of the cruell Foe, 
Lhc Mother on her lowly Babe, 
th doth clofe his tender-dying Eyes, 
pining Maladie of France : 
Wounds, the moft vnnaturall Wounds, 

thy felfe haft giuen her wofiill Bred, 
thy edged Sword another way, 

: that hurt, and hurt not thofe that helpe : 
3f Blood drawne from thy Countries Bofome, 
ue thee more then ftreames of fbrraine gore. 
ee therefore with a floud of Teares, 
away thy Countries fhyned Spots, 
ither ihc hath bewitcht me with her words, 
makes me fuddenly relent, 
ides, all French and France exclaimes on thee, 
by Birth and lawfiill Progenie* 
ft thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
lot truft thee, but for profits fake? 
^t hath fet footing once in France, 
i*d thee that Inftrumcnt of 111, 
but Englifh Henry^will be Lord, 
be thruft out, like a Fugitiue ? 
minde,and marke but this for proofe: 
le Duke of Orleance thy Foe ? 
e not in England Prifoner ? 
they heard he was thine Enemie, 
im firee, without his Ranfome pay*d, 
(burgonie and all his friends, 
lou fight*ft againft thy Countreymen, 
i with them will be thy flaughter-men. 
e,retume jretume thou wandering Lord, 
the refl will take thee in their armes. 

1 am vanquiihed : 
ghtie wordes of hers 

Td me like roaring Cannon-ihot, 

me almoft yeeld vpon my knees. 

! Countrey, and fweet Countreymen : 

accept this heartie kind embrace. 

and my Power of Men are yours. 

T«/^/,Ile no longer truft thee. 

Done like a Frenchman : turne and tume a- 

Welcome braue Duke, thy firiendfhip makes 

. And doth beget new Courage in our 

*iiti/l hath brauely play*d her part in this, 
leferue a Coronet of Gold» 



Charles. Now let vs on, my Lords, 
And ioyne our Powers, 
And feeke how we may preiudice the Foe* 



Exeunt, 



Sccena Quarta. 



Enter the King fGloucefterfff^inchefter^ Tor (efSufolJ^e^ 

Somerfit^ H^arrficl^t Exeter : Te them^vith 

hit SouldiorSf Talbot, 

Talh, My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres, 
Hearing of your arriuall in this Realme, 
I haue a while giuen Truce vnto my Warres, 
To doe my dutie to my Soueraigne. 
In figne whereof, this Arme,that hath reclaymM 
To your obedience, fiftie FortreiTes, 
Twelue Cities,and feuen walled Townes of ftrength, 
Befide fine hundred Prifoncrs of efteeme ; 
Lets fall his Sword before your HighnefTe feet : 
And with fubmiffiue loyaltie of heart 
Afcribes the Glory of his Conqueft got, 
Firft to my God, and next vnto your Grace. 

King, Is this the Lord Talbot^ Vnckle Gloncefter, 
That hath Co long beene refident in France ? 

GloB, Yes, if it pleafe your Maieftie,my Liege. 

King. Welcome braue Captaine,and ridlorious Lord* 
When I was young (as yet I am not old) 
I doe remember how my Father faid, 
A ftouter Champion neuer handled Sword. 
Long fince we were refolued of your truth. 
Your ^ithfuU reruice,and your toyle in Warre : 
Yet neuer haue you tafted our Reward, 
Or beene reguerdonM with fo much as Thanks, 
Becaufe till now, we neuer faw your face. 
Therefore ftand vp,and for thefe good deferts. 
We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 
And in our Coronation uke your pUce* 

Senet. FUuri/b. Sxexnt. 

^Manet Vernon and BaJJet* 

Vern. Now Sir, to you that were fo hot at Sea, 
Difgracing of thefe Colours that I weare. 
In honor of my Noble Lord of Yorke 
Dar^ft thou maintaine the former words thou fpak^ft ? 

Bajf, Yes Sir, as well as you dare patronage 
The enuious barking of your fawcie Tongue, 
Againft my Lord the Duke of Somerfet. 

Vern, Sirrha, thy Lord I honour as he is. 

^ajf. Why, what is he ? as good a man as Tor)(e, 

Vern, Hearke ye t not fo : in witnefTe uke ye that. 

Srri^es him* 

^Bajr, Villaine , thou knoweft 
The Law of Armes is fuch, 
That who fo drawes a Sword,*ds prefent death. 
Or elie this Blow fhould broach thy deareft Bloud. 
But He vnto his Maieftie, and craue, 
I may haue libertie to venge this Wrong, 
When thou ihalt fee, He meet thee to thycoft, 

Vern, Well mifcreant. He be there as foone as you. 
And after meete you, fooner then you would. 
Exeunt, 
I5 Enter 
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Enter King, Glocejier, fTincbefter, Torl^e, Sufol{e, Somer- 

Jet^ fyarvficl(f, Talbot, and Gouernor Exeter. 

Glo, Lord Biihop fet the Crowne vpon his head. 

fVtn. God faue King Henry of that name the fixt. 

C?/tf. Now Gouernour of Paris ukc your oath. 
That you eled no other King but him; 
Efterme none Friends, but fuch as are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but fuch as (hall pretend 
Malicious pradifes againft his State : 
This fliall ye do, fo helpe you righteous God. 
Enter Falftaffe. 

Fal. My gracious Soueraigne,as I rode from Calice, 
To hafte vnto your Coronation ! 
A Letter was deliuerM to my hands, 
Writ to your Grace, from th*Du)ce of Burgundy. 

Tal. Shame to the Dulce of Burgundy, and thee : 
I vow*d ( bafe Knight) when I did mecte the next. 
To teare the Garter from thy Crauens legge. 
Which I haue done, becaufe ( vnworthily ) 
Thou was*t inftalled in that High Degree. 
Pardon me Princely Henry, and the reft : 
This Daftard, at the battell of Poiffiers, 
When (but in all) I was fixe thoufand ftrong, 
And that the French were almoft ten to one, 
Before we met, or that a ftroke was giucn, 
Like to a truftie Squire, did run away. 
In which aflault, we loft twelue hundred men. 
My felfe, and diuers Gentlemen beiide, 
Were thete furpriz*d, and taken prifonen. 
Then iudge (great Lords) if I haue done amilTe : 
Or whether that fuch Cowards ought to weare 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or nof 

Gie. To fay the truth, this fad was infamous, 
And ill befeeming any common man ; 
Much more a Knight, a Captaine, and a Leader. 

Tai, When firft this Order was ordainM my Lords, 
Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth ; 
Valiant, and Vertuous, full of haughtie Courage, 
Such as were growne to credit by the warres : 
Not fearing Death, nor (hrinking for DiftrefTe, 
But alwayesrefolute, in moft extreames. 
He then, that is not f\irnifti*d in this fort. 
Doth but vfurpe the Sacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this moft Honourable Order, 
And ihould ( if I were worthy to be Iudge) 
Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-borne Swaine, 
That doth prefume to boaft of Gentle blood. 

K. Staine to thy Countrymen, thou hear*ft thy doom: 
Be packing therefore, thou that was^t a knight : 
Henceforth we baniih thee on paine of death. 
And now Lord Protedor, view the Letter 
Sent from our Ynckle Duke of Burgundy. 

Glo, What nieanes his Grace, that he hath chating*d 
his Stile ? 
No more but plaine and bluntly ? (To the King.) 
Hath he forgot he is his Soueraigne ? 
Or doth this churlifli Supcrfcription 
Pretend fome alteration in good will ? 
What's heere ? / haue •vpon efieciall caufe, 
c^ou*d vitb compajjion of my Countries vprac\e. 
Together nritb the pittifuU eomplaints 
Ojjucb as your opprejion feedei vpon. 



Forfakenyour pernitious Fafiiou, . 

And ioyn'd with Charles, the rightfull l(ing of Frame. 

monftrous Treachery : Can this be fo ? ^ 
That in alliance, amity, and oathes. 

There fhould be found fuch ^Ife diifembling guile > 
King. What? doth my Vncklc Burgundy reuott? 
Glo. H« doth my Lord, and is become your fbe^ 
King. Is that the worft this Letter doth oontaine f 
Glo. It is the worft, and all (my Lord) he writes. 
King.Why then Lord Talhot thtre ihal talk with him, 

And giue him chafticement for this abufe. 

How (ay you (my Lord) are you not content? 

Tal. Content, my Liege ? Yes: But y I am preueoted, 

1 (houki haue begg'd I might haue bene emplo^rd. 

King. Then gather ftrength, and march vnto him 
ftraight t 
Let him perceiue how ill we hrooke his Treafoni 
And what offence it is to flout his Friends. 

Tal, I go my Lord, in heart defiring ftill 
You may behold confufion of your foes. 
enter Femon and^BaJ/it, 

Ver. Grant me the Com bate, gracious Soueraigne. 

®«i/. And me (my Lord) grant me the Combate too. 

Torl^e. This is my Seruant, heare him Nobk Prince. 

Som. And this is mine (fweet Henry) feuoor him. 

JOng. Be patient Lords, and giue them leaue to fpeak . 
Say Gentlemen, what makes you thus exdaime, 
And wherefore craue yoo Combate ? Or with whom i 

^er.With him (my Lord) for he hath done me wrong. 

Baf.And I vrith him, for he hath done me wrong. 

King. What is that wtong, wherof you both complain 
Firft let me know, and then lie anfwer you. 

^/. CrofKng the Sea, from England into France, 
This Fellow heere with enuious carping tongue, 
Vpbraided me about the Rofe 1 weare. 
Saying, the fanguine colour of the Leaues 
Did repreient my Mafters blufhing cheekes t 
When ftubbornly he did repogne the truth, 
About a certaine queftion in the Law, 
Argu*d betwixt the Duke of Yorke, and him : 
With other vile and ignominious tearmes. 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my Lords worthinelle, 
I craue the benefit of Law of Armes. 

Ver. And that is my petition ( Noble Lord:) 
For though he fesme with forged queint conceite 
To fet a glolTe vpon his bold intent, 
Yet knowf'my Lord) I was prouok*d by him, 
And he firft tooke exceptions at this badge. 
Pronouncing that the paleneffe of this Flower, 
BewrayM the fiiintnefTe of my Mafters heart. 

T6r\e. Will not this malice Somerfet be left ? 

Som, Your priuate grudge my Lord of York,wil cat, 
Though ne*re fo cunningly you (mother it. 

King. Good Lord, what madnefTe rules in braine- 
ficke men. 
When for fo fiighr and ^uoloos a caufe, 
Such factious aemulations (hall arife ? 
Good Cofins both of Yorke and Somerfet, 
Quiet your felues(I pray) and be at peace. 

T»ri^, Let this dificintion firft be tried by fight, 
And then vour Highne(re (hall command a Peace. 

Som. The quarrell toucheth none but vt alone, 
Betwixt our felues let vs decide it then. 

Tort^e. There is my pledge, accept it Somerfet. 

f^er. Nay , let it reft where it began at firfl. 

"Bef 
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Confirme it fo, mine honourable Lord. 
Confirme it To ? Confounded be your ftrifei 
rifh ye with your audacious prate, 
>ttto«s vaflTals, are yuu not alhamM 
lis immodeft clamorous outrage, 
ble and diAurbe the King, and Vt i 
1 my Lords, me thinkes you do nut well 
e with their peruerfe Obiedions : 
siTe to take occafion firom their, mouth'es, 
: a mutiny betwixt your felues, 
perfwade you take a better coorfe. 

It grecues his Highnefle, 
ty Lords, be Friends. 

'. Come hither you that would be Combatants: 
>rth I charge you, as you loue our fauour, 
» forget this Quarrell, and the caufe. 
u my Lords : Remember where we are, 
ce, amongft a fickle wauering Nation : 
perceyue diflention in our lookes, 
It within our felues we difagree ; 
ill their grudging ftomackes be prouok'd 
uU Difobedience, and Rebell ? 
What inBimy will there ari(e, 
Torraigne Princes ihall be certified, 
r a toy,. a thing of no regard, 
enria Pccres, and cheefe Nobility, 
d themfelues, and loft the Realme of France ? 
ike vpon the Conqueft of my Father, 
ler yeares, and let vs not forgoe 
r a trifle, that was bought with blood, 
be Vmper in this doubtfiiU ftrife : 
• reafon if I weare this Rofe, 
ly one fhould therefore be fufpitious 
incline to Somerfet, than Yorke : 
e my kinfmen, and I loue them both. 

they may vpbray'd me with my Crowne, 

(foffooth^ the King of Scots is Crown*d. 
r difcredons better can perfwade, 

am able to inftruA or teach : 
erefore, as we hither came in peace, 
s ftill continue peace, and loue. 
f Yorke, we inftitute your Grace 
ur Regent in thefe parts of France : 
od my Lord of Someriet, ynite 
roopes of horiemen, with his Bands of fbote, 
;e true Sublet, fonnes of your Progenitors, 
n-efully together, and digeft 
igry Choller on your Enemies, 
fe, my Lord Protedor, and the reft, 
ime refpit, will returne to Calice ; 
lence to England, where I hope ere long 
•refented by your Viftories, 
barltt^ jilanjon^ and that Traiterous rout. 

Exeunt. cManet Tor J^^PVarreicJ^yExeter ^Vernon, 

My Lord of Yorke, I promife you the Kipg 

(me thought) did play the Orator.) 
r. And fb he did, but yet 1 like it not, 
he weares the badge of Somerfet. 
, Tttih, that was but his fiincie, blame him not, 
•refume ( fweet Prince) he thought no hanne. 

And if I wifti he did. But let it reft, 
ftayres muft now be managed. Exeunt. 

Flour'tjh. Manet Exeter. 

^ell didft thou ^'ubard to fupprefte thy voice : 
I the paflions of thy heart burft out, 
we ihould haue ieene deciphered there 



More rancorous fpight, more furious raging broyles. 

Then yet can he imagin*d or fupposM : 

But howfoere, no fimple man that fees 

This iarring difcord of Nobilitie, 

This ftiouldering of each other in the Court, 

This fadious bandying of their Fauourites, 

But that it doth prefage fome ill euent. 

*Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens hands: 

But more, when £nuy breeds vnkinde deuifion, 

There comes the mine, there begins confufion. Exit. 

Enter Talhot mtb Trumpe and Drumme, 
before Burdeaux. 

Talh. Go to the Gates of Burdeaux Trumpeter, 
Summon their Generall vnto the Wall. Sounds, 

Enter Qenerall ahft. 
Englifti lobtt 7tf/^9r(Captaines) call you forth, 
Seruant in Armes to Harry King of England, 
And thus he would. Open your Cide Gates, 
Be humble to vs, call my Soueraigne yours, 
And do him homage as obedient Sublets, 
And He withdraw me, and my bloody power. 
But if you frowne vpon this profterM Peace, 
You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 
Leane Famine, quartering Steele, and climbing Fire, 
Who in a moment, eeuen with the earth, 
Shall lay your ftately, and ayre-brauing Towers, 
If you forfake the offer of their loue. 

Cap. Thou ominous and fi:arefuil Owle of death, 
Our Nadons terror, and their bloody icourge. 
The period of thy Tyranny approacheth, 
On vs thou canft not enter but by death : 
For I proteft we are well fbrdfied, 
And ftrong enough to iiTue out and fight. 
If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed. 
Stands with the fnares of Warre to tangle thee. 
On either hand thee, there are fquadrons pitcht. 
To wall thee from the liberty of Flight j 
And no way canft thou turne thee for redrefte, 
But death doth front thee with apparant fpoyle, 
And pale deftru^ion meets thee in the face : 
Ten thoufand French haue tane the Sacrament, 
To ryue their dangerous Ardllerie 
Vpon no Chriftian foule but Engliih Taihot : 
Loe, there thou ftandft a breathing valiant roan 
Of an inaincible vnconquer'd fpirit : 
This is the bteft Glorie of thy praife, 
That I thy enemy dew thee withall : 
For ere the Glafle that now begins to runne, 
Finiih the proceiTe of his Tandy houre, 
Thefe eye^ that fee thee now well coloured. 
Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 

Drum afarre off, 
Harke, harke, the Dolphins dnimme, a warning bell, 
Sings heauy Muficke to thy dmorous ibule. 
And mine fhall ring thy dire departure oOt. Exit 

Tal. He Fables not, I heare the cnemie : 
Out fome light Horfemen, and perufe their Wings. 
O negligent and heedlefte Difcipline, 
How are we park*d and bounded in a pale ? 
A little Heard of Englands dmorous Deere, 
Maz*d with a yelping kennell of French Curres. 
If we be Englifti Deere, be then in blood. 
Not Rafcall-like to fall downe with a pinch. 
But rather moodie mad : And defperate Stagges, 

Turne 
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Turne on the bloody Hounds with heads oi Steele, 
And make the Cowards ftand aloofe at bay : 
Sell euery man his life as deere as mine, 
And they fliall finde deere Deere of vs my Friends. 
God, and S. Qeorge, Talhot and Englands right, 
Prol'per our Colours in this dangerous fight. 

Enter a ^Mejfmger that mtets Torl^e. Enter T6r(e 
•with Trumpet ^ and many Soldieru 

Torl(e. Are not the fpeedy fconts returnM againe, 
That dog*d the mighty Army of the Dolphin ? 

Mejf. They are retum*d my Lord, and giue it out, 
That he is march*d to Burdeaux with his power 
To fight with Talbot as he march*d along. 
By your efpyals were difcouered 
Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led. 
Which ioyn*d with him, and made their march for 

(Burdeaux 

Yor]{e* A plague vpon that Villaine Somerfet, 
That thus delayes my promifed fupply 
Of horfemen, that were leuied for this fiege. 
Renowned Talbot doth expe6l my ayde. 
And I am lowted by a Traitor Vilbine, 
And cannot helpe the noble Cheualier : 
God comfort him in this necefiity : 
If he mifcarry, farewell Warres in France. 

Enter another Mejfenger, 
%.MeJ. Thou Princely Leader of our £nglifli Arength, 
Neuer fo needfiill on the earth of France^ 
Spurre to the refcue of the Noble Talbot^ 
Who now is girdled with a wafte of Iron, 
And hem*d about with grim deftrudion : 
To Burdeaux warlike Duke, to Burdeaux Yorke, 
£ire farwell Talbot^ France, and Englands honor. 

Torl(e* O God, that Somerfet who in proud heart 
Doth ftop my Cornets, were in TaJbots place, 
So fliould wee faue a valiant Gentleman, 
By forfeyting a Traitor, and a Coward : 
Mad ire, and wrathfiill fury makes me weepe. 
That thus we dye, while remifTe Traitors fleepe. 
c^ef. O fend fome fuccour to the diftreft Lord. 

Tor^e. He dies, we loofe : I breake my warlike ¥rord: 
We mourne, France fmiles : We loofe, they dayly get. 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerfet. 

e^ef. Then God take mercy on braue Talbots fbule, 
And on his Sonne yong lobn^ who two houres fince, 
I met in trauaile toward his warlike Father ; 
Thu feuen yeeres did not Talbot fee his fonne. 
And now they meete where both their liues are done. 

Torl^e. Alas, what ioy ihall noble Talbot haue. 
To bid his yong (bnne welcome to his Graue : 
Away, vexation almoft ftoppes my breath. 
That fundred friends greete in the houre oi death. 
Lueie farewell, no more my fortune can. 
But curfe the caufe I cannot ayde the man. 
Afaine, Bloys^ Ttytiers, and TosireSf are wonne away, 
Long all of Somerfet, and his delay. Exit 

MeJ, Thus while the Vulture of fedition, 
Feedes in the bofome of fuch great Commanders, 
Sleeping negledion doth betray to loiTe : 
The Conquefl of our fcarfe-cold Conqueror, 
That euer-liuing man of Memorie, 
Henrie the fif^ : Whiles they each other croiTe, 
Liues, Honours, Lands, and all, hurrie to lofTe. 



Enter Somerfet with hi jirnue, 

Som. It is too late, I cannot fend them now : 
This expedition was by Tori^ and Talbot^ 
Too raihly plotted. All our generall force, 
Might with a fally of the very Towne 
Be buckled with : the ouer-daring Talbot 
Hath fullied'all hia glofTe of former Honor 
By this vnheedfuU, defperatc, wilde aduenture i 
Tor(e fet him on to fight, and dye in fhame. 
That Talbot dead, great Tori^ might bearc the name. 

Cap, Heere is Sir fTilliam Lucie^ who with me 
Set firom our ore-match t forces forth for ayde. 

Som, How now Sir IVtlliamy whether were you fent ? 
I.tf. Whether my Lord, from bought U fold LSalbetf 
Who ringM about with bold aduerfitie. 
Cries out for noble Yorke and Somerfet, 
To beate afTayling death firom his weake Regions, 
And whiles the honourable Captaine there 
Drops bloody fwet from his warre-wearied limbes, 
And in aduantage lingring lookes for refcue. 
You his fidfe hopes, the truft of Englands honor, 
Keepe off aloofe with worthlefife emulation : 
Let not your priuate difcord keepe away 
The leuied fuccours that fhould lend him ayde. 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman 
Yeeld vp his life vnto a world of oddes. 
Orleance the Baftard, Charles^ ^urgunMi^ 
jilanjon^ Bdignard^ compaiTe him about, 
And Talbot perifheth by your default. 

&m. Yorke fet him on, Yorke ihould haue fent bin 
ayde. 

Lmc, And Yorke as hSt vpon yoor Grace exclaimes, 
Swearing that you with-hold his leuied hoaft, 
Colleded for this expidition. 

Som, York lyes : He might haue fent, U had the Horfe 
I owe him little Dutie, and lefTe Loue, 
And take foule fcome to fawne on him by fending. 

Lu, The firaud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now intraptthe Noble-minded Talbot \ 
Neuer to England ihall he beare his life. 
But dies betraid to fortune by your fbife. 

Som, Come go, I will difpatch the Horfemen fbait: 
Within fixe houres, they will be at his ayde. 

Lu, Too late comes refcue, he is cane or flaine, 
For flye he could not, if he would haue fled : 
And flye would Talbot neuer though he might. 

Sam, If he be dead, braue Talbot then adieu. 

Lu, His Fame liues in the world . His Shame in joa. 

Exemi, 

Enter Talbot and hie Svnnt. 

Tal, O yong lohn Talbot^ I did fend for thee 
To tutor thee in ftratagems of Warre, 
That Talbott name might be in thee reuiuM, 
When faplefTe Age, and weake vnable limbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chaire. 
But O malignant and ill-boading Starres, 
Now thou art come vnto a Feaft of death, 
A terrible and vnauoyded danger : 
Therefore deere Boy, mount on my fwifteil horfe. 
And He dired thee how thou fhalt efcape 
By fodaine flight. Come, dally not, be gone. 

lohn. Is my name Talbot ? and am I your Sonne? 

Shall 
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11 1 flyc ? O, if you loue my Mother, 
' not her Honorable Name, 
: a Baftard, and a Slaue of me ; 
rid will (ay,he is not Ta/hcts blood, 
ely fled, when Noble Talhot ftood. 
Flye,to reuenge my death, if I be flaine. 
He that flyet lo,will ne*re returne againe. 
If we both ftay,we both are fure to dye. 
Then let me ftay,and Father doe you flye : 
Ve it great, fo your regard ihould be ; 
:h vnknowne,no lofTe is Jcnowne in me. 
Y death, the French can little boaft ; 
they will, in you all hopes are loft, 
innot ftayne the Honor you haue wonne, 
e it will, that no Exploit haue done, 
for Vantage, euery one will fweare : 
bow,they*le lay it was for feare. 
no hope that euer I will ftay, 
rik howre I fhrinke and run away : 
my knee 1 begge Mortalitie, 
hen Life,prereru*d with Infamie. 
Shall all thy Mothers hopes lye in one Tombe ? 
I. rather then He (hame my Mothers Wombe. 
Vpon my Blefling I command thee goe. 
To fight I will, but not to flye the Foe. 
Part of thy Father may be fau*d in thee. 
No part of him, but will be fhame in mee. 
Thou neuer hadft Renowne, nor canft not lofe it. 
Yes, your renowned Name: fhall flight abufe it? 
rhy Fathers charge fhal deare thee firom y (bine. 
You cannot witneiTe for me, being flaine. 
be (b apparant,then both flye. 
And leaue my followers here to flght and dye ^ 
was neuer tainted \^th fuch fhame. 
And fhall my Youth be guiltie of fuch blame ^ 

* can I be feuered from your fide, 

n your relfe,your felfe in twaine diuide : 
,doe what you will, the like doe I ; 
I will not, if my Father dye. 
Then here I take my leaue of thee, furc Sonne, 

• eclipfe thy Life this afternoone : 
le by fide, together Hue and dye, 

lie with Soule from France to Heauen flye. Exit. 

4Urum : ExcurfionSf vbereln Talbots Sonne 
A bemm'd about , and Talbot 
refcnes bim. 
Saint George.tnd Victory j fight Souldiers, fight: 
sent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
; TS to the rage of France his Sword, 
s lobn Talbot} pawre,and take thy breath, 
lee Life, and refcu*d thee from Death. 
O twice my Father, twice am I thy Sonne : 
s thou gau*ft me firft, was loft and done, 
3 thy Warlike Sword, defpight of Fate, 
letermin*d time thou gau*ft new date, 
(hen fr5 the Dolphins Creft thy Sword fbuck fire, 
'd thy Fathers heart with prowd defire 
fac*t Viaorie. Then Leaden Age, 
*d with Youthfull Spleene, and Warlike Rage, 
vne AUmfon^ Orleancff^Burgundiey 
m the Pride of Gallia refcued thee, 
ull Baftard Orleanct^ that drew blood 
ee my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 
irft fight, I foone encountred, 
erchanging blowes,! quickly flied 



Some of hisBafbrd blood, and in difgrace 

Befpoke him thus: Contaminated, bafe, 

And mis-begotten blood, I fpill of thine, 

Meane and right poore, for that pure blood of mine. 

Which thou didft force from Talbot, my brauc Boy. 

Here purpofing the Baftard to deftroy, 

Came in ftrong refcue. Speake thy Fathers care: 

Art thou not wearie,/&i>ff ? How do*ft thou fare? 

Wilt thou yet leaue the Battaile,Boy,and flie, 

Now thou art feaKd the Sonne of Chiualrie ? 

Flye, to reuenge my death when I am dead. 

The helpe of one fbnds me in little ftead. 

Oh, too much folly is it, well I wot. 

To hazard all our Hues in one fmall Boat. . 

If I to day dye not with Frenchmens Rage, 

To morrow 1 fhall dye with mickle Age. 

By me they nothing gaine, and if I fby, 

•Tis but the fhortning of my Life one day. 

In thee thy Mother dyes, our Houfeholds Name, 

My Deaths Reuenge, thy Youth, and Englands Fame ; 

All there,and more, we hazard by thy fby; 

All thefe are fau'd, if thou wilt flye avray. 

lobn. The Sword of Orleana hath not made me fmart, 
Thefe words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart. 
On that aduantage, bought with fuch a fhame. 
To faue a paltry Life, and flay bright Fame, 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot flye, 
The Coward Horfe that beares me, fall and dye : 
And like me to the pefant Boyes of France, 
To be Shames rcorne,and fubicA of Mifchance. 
Surely, by all the Glorie you haue wonne, 
And if 1 flye, I am not Talbots Sonne. 
Then talke no more of flight, it is no boot. 
If Sonne to Talbot, dye at Talbots foot. 

Talb. Then follow thou thy defp'rate Syre of Creet, 
Thou IcanUy thy Life to me is fweet : 
If thou vrilt fight, fight by thy Fathers fide. 
And commendable prou*d, let*s dye in pride. Exit. 



•Alarum. 



Excurpons. 
Talbot Ud. 



Enter old 



Talb,Vf here is my other Life? mine owne is gone. 
O, Where's young Talbot} where is valiant lobnf 
Triumphant Death, fmear*d with Captiuitie, 
Young Talbots Valour makes me fmile at thee. 
When he perceiu*d me fhrinke, and on my Knee, 
His bloodie Sword he brandifht ouer mee. 
And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage, and fterne Impatience : 
But when my angry Guardant ftood alone, 
Tendring my ruine, and afTayrd of none, 
Dizzie-eyM Furie, and great rage of Heart, 
Suddenly made him from my fide to ftart 
Into the cluftring Battaile of the French : 
And in that Sea of Blood,my Boy did drench 
His ouer-mounting Spirit j and there di*de 
My /MrM,my BlofTomCyin his pride. 

Enter with lobn Talbot, borne, 
Seru.O my deare Lord, loe where your Sonne is borne. 
Tal.Thw antique Death, which laugh*ft vs here to fcorn. 
Anon from thy infulting Tyrannie, 
Coupled in bonds of perpetuitie. 
Two Talbots winged through the lither Skie, 
In thy defpight fliall fcape Mortalitie. 

O 
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thou whofe wounds become hard faaoured death, 
Speake to thy father, ere thou yeeld thy breath, 
Braue death by fpeaking, whither he will or no : 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. 

Poore Boy, he fmiles, me thinket, as who ihould fay, 

Had Death bene French, then Death had dyed to day. 

Come, come, and lay him in his Fathers armea, 

My fpirit can no longer beare thefe harmes. 

Souldiers adieu : I haue what I would haue, 

Now my old armes are yong hbn Talbcts graue. Dyet 

Enter QbarUs^ Alanfon^ ^Burgundie^ Baftard^ 
and Pucell. 

Char. Had Yorke and Somerfet brought refcue in, 
We (hould haue found a bloody day of this. 

Baft. How the yong whelpe of Talhots raging wood, 
Did fllefh his punie-fword in Frenchmens blood. 

Puc. Once I encountred him, and thus I (aid : 
Thou Maiden youth, be vanquiiht by a Maide. 
But with a proud Maiefticall high fcorne 
He anfwer'd thus : Yong Talbot was not borne 
To be the pillage of a Giglot Wench: 
So rufliing in the bowels of the French, 
He left me proudly, as vnworthy fight. 

Bur, DoubtlefTe he would haue made a noble Knight : 
See where he lyes inherced in the armes 
Of the moft bloody NuriTer of his harmes. 

^aji. Hew them to peeces, hack their bones afliinder, 
Whofe life was Englands glory, GaWa*s wonder. 

Char. Oh no fbrbeare : For that which vre haue fied 
During the life, let vs not wrong it dead. 
Enter Lucie. 

Lu» Herald, condud me to the Dolphins Tent, 
To know who hath obtained the glory of the day. 
Char. On what fubmiiliue meflage art thou lent? 

iMcy. Submiflion Dolphin? Tis a meere French word: 
We Engliih Warrioun wot not what it meanet. 

1 come to know what Prifonen thou haft tane. 
And to furuey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. For prifoners askft thou? Hell our prifon is. 
But tell me whom thou feek*ft ? 

Lmc. But where*s the great Alcides of the field. 
Valiant Lord Talbot Earle of Shrewsbury i 
Created for his rare fuccelTe in Armes, 
Great Earle of Wajbford, IVaterford, and Valence^ 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Frcbinjield^ 
Lord Strange of Blaci^ere, Lord Verdon of jilton. 
Lord Cromwell of VTingefeld^ Lord Furniuall of SbeffeUd, 
The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbridge^ 
Knight of the Noble Order of S. George^ 
Worthy S. fOTtcbael, and the golden Fleece, 
Great Marfliall to Henry the fixt, 
Of all his Warres within the Realme of France. 

Puc. H cere's a filly ftately ftile indeede : 
The Turke that two and fiftie Kingdomes hath, 
Writes not fo tedious a Stile as this. 
Him that thou magnifi'ft with all thefe Titles, 
Stinking and fiy.blowne lyes heere at our firete. 

Lucy. Is Talbot fiaine, the Frenchmens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdomes terror, and blacke Nemefis ? 
Oh were mine eye-balles into Bullets turn'd, 
That I in rage might ihoot them at your fiices. 
Oh, that I could but call thefe dead to life. 
It were enough to fright the Realme of France. 
Were but his Pidhire left amongft you here. 



It would amaze the prowdeft of you all. 

Giue me their Bodyes,that I may beare them hence. 

And giue them Buriall,as befeemet their worth. 

Pucel. 1 thinke this vpftarc is old TaJbots Gboft, 
He fpeakes with fuch a proud commandiof fpirh: 
For Gods fake let him haue him, to keepe them here. 
They would but ftinke, and putrifie the ayre. 

Cbar. Go take their bodies hence. 

Lucy, lie beare them hence: but fipom th«ir aibei Aal 
be reard 
A Phcenix that (hall make all France afiearM. 

Cbar. So we be rid of them, do with him wh«t y wi 
And now to Paris in this conquering Taine, 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbots (laine. Era. 



Scenafecunda. 



SENNET. 
Enter King, Qlocefttr, and Extter, 

King. Haue you perusM the Letters firom the Pope, 
The Emperor, and the Earle of Arminack ? 

Qlo, I haue my Lord, and their intent is this, 
They humbly fue vnto your Excellence, 
To haue a godly peace concluded of, 
Betweene the Realmes of England, and of France. 

King, How doth your Grace zfftSi their motion? 

GU. Well (my good Lord) and as the only meaacs 
To ftop efifiifion of our Chriftian blood, 
And (bblifh quietnefle on euery fide. 

King, I marry Vnckle, for I alwayes thought 
It was both impious and vnnaturall, 
That fuch immanity and bloody ftrife 
Should reigne among ProfetTon of one Faith. 

QU. Befide my Lord, the fooner to eiFe^ 
And furer binde this knot of amitie. 
The Earle of Arminacke neere knit to ^itfr/ci, 
A man of great Authoritie in France, 
Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace, 
In marriage, with a large and fumptuoua Dowric. 

King. Marriage Vnckle? Alas my yeares are yong : 
And fitter is my ftudje, and my Bookes, 
Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 
Yet call th*£mba(Iadors, and aa you pleaie. 
So let them haue their anfweres euery one: 
I (hall be well content with any ch<^ce 
Tends to Gods glory, and my Countries weale. 

Enter H^cbefter, and tbree AmbaJJiuUn, 

Exet, What, is my Lord of Wincbefier inftall'd, 
And caird vnto a Cardinalls degree ? 
Then I perceioe, that will be verified 
Henry the Fift did fometime prophefie. 
If once he come to be a Cardinally 
Hee*l make his cap coequall with the Crowne. 

King, My Lords Ambafifadors, your feuerall iiutes 
Haue bin confider*d and debated on. 
Your purpose is both good and reafonable ; 
And therefore are we certainly refolu*d, 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace, 

Whkh 
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by my Lord of Winchefter we meane 

s tranfported prefently to France. 

And for the proffer of my Lord your Mafter, 

inform *d his Hi^nefle (o at large, 

ng of the Ladies vertuous gifts, 

auty, and the yalew of her Dower, 

b intend flie ihall be Englands Queene« 

. In argument and proofe of which contra^, 

ler this lewell, pledge of my affe^ion. 

my Lord Prot^^r fee them guarded, 
fely brought to Deutr^ wherein ihipM 
t them to the fortune of the Tea. Exeunt, 

Stay my Lord Legate, you {hall 6rft receiue 
mme of money which I promifed 
be deljuered to hu HolineiTe, 
athing me in thefe graue Ornaments. 
t. I will attend vpon your Lordihips leyfure. 

Now Winchefter will not Aibmit,! trow,^ 
nferiour to the proudeft Peere} 
y of Glofter, thou (halt well perceiue, 
either in birth, or for authoritie, 
fliop will be ooer-borme by thee : 
er make thee ftoope, and bend thy knee, 
:c this Country with a mudny. Extunt 



Sccena Tertia. 



Imter Char/eSf Burgundy^ ^anjou^ ^aftard^ 
RiigMitTy and lone* 

', Thefe newes( my Lords) may cheere our droo- 
ping fpirits : 
d, the ftout Pariiians do reuolt, 
me againe vnto the warlike French. 
. Then march to Paris Royall Charles of France, 
sepe not backe your powers in dalliance. 
'. Peace be amongft them if they tume to vs, 
ine combate with their Pallaces. 

Enter Scout, 
'. Succeflie vnto our valiant Generall, 
ippineflc to hu accomplices. 
. What tidings fend our Scouts?! prethee fpeak. 
. The Engliih Army that diuided was 
fo parties, is now conioynM in one, 
eanes to giue you battell prefently. 
r. Somewhat too fodaine Sirs, the vrarning is, 

will prefently prouide for them. 

I troft the Ghoft of Taihot is not there : 
e is gone my Lord, you neede not feare. 
/. Of all bafe paffions, Feare is moft accurft. 
md the Conqueft Charles^ it ihall be thine : 
«ry fret, and all the world repine. 
. Then on my Lords, and France be fortunate. 
Exeunt* Alarum. Sxcurfions. 

Enter hue de Pucell. 

The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen %e. 
elpe ye charming Spelles and Periapts, 
' cboife fpirits that admoniih me, 
ue me fignes of future accidents. Thunder, 

leedy helpers, that are fubftitutes 



Vnder the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appeare , and ayde me in this enterprize. 

Enter Fiends, 
This fpeedy and quicke appearance argues proofe 
Of your accuftom*d diligence to me. 
Now ye Familiar Spirits, that are cuU*d 
Out of the powerfull Regions vnder earth, 
Helpe me this once, that France may get the field. 

They Vfat'i^f and Jpeal^e not. 
Oh hold me not with filenee ouer-long : 
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
lie lop a member off, and giue it you. 
In earnefl of a further benefit : 
So you do condifcend to helpe me now. 

Tb^ bang their heads. 
No hope to haue redrefTe^ My body ^11 
Pay recompence, if you will graunt my fuite. 

Tbeyjha\e their heads. 
Cannot my body, nor blood-facrifice, 
Intreate you to your wonted furtherance i 
Then take my foule \ my body, foule,and all. 
Before that England giue the French the foyle. 

Tifey depart. 
See, they foriake me. Now the time 'is come, 
That France mufl vale her lofty plumed Creft, 
And let her head fall into Englands lappe. 
My ancient Incantations are too weake. 
And hell too flrong for me to buckle with: 
Now France, thy glory droopcth to the dufl. Exit. 

Excurfans . Burgundie and Tor l(e fight band to 
hand, French flye. 

Torl^e. Damfell of France, I thinke I haue you fail, 
Vnchaine your fpirits now with fpelling Charmes, 
And try if they can gaine your liberty. 
A goodly prize, fit for the diuels grace. 
See how the vgly Witch doth bend her browes. 
As if with Circe^ fhe would change my fhape. 

Tuc, Chang*d to a worfer fhape thou canft not be; 
Tor, Oh, Qharles the Dolphin is a proper man. 
No fhape but his can pleafe your dainty eye. 

Puc. A plaguing mifchecfe light on Charles^ and thee. 
And may ye both be fodainly furprii*d 
By bloudy hands, in fleeping on your beds. 

Torl^. Fell banning Hagge, InchantrefTe hold thy 

tongue. 
Puc. I prethee giue me leaue to curfe awhile. 
Torl^, Curfe Mifcreant,when thou comfl to the f^ake 

Exeunt. 
•Alarum. Enter Suffoll(e with Margaret 
in bit hand, 

Suff. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prifoner. 

Ga%es on her. 
Oh Fairefl Beautie, do not feare, nor flye : 
For I will touch thee but with reuerend hands, 
I kifTe thefe fingers for eternall peace, 
And lay them gently on thy tender fide. 
Who art thou, fay? that 1 may honor thee. 

^€ar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a King, 
The King of Naples, who fo ere thou art. 

Suff. An Earle 1 am, and SufFolke am I caird. 
Be not offended Natures myracle. 
Thou art alotted to be tane by me : 
So doth the Swan her downie Signets faue. 

Oh fiay : 
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Keeping them prifoner ynderneath his wings : 

Yet if this (eruile vfage once offend, 

Go, and be free againe, as Suffolkes friend. She i going 

Oh (by t I haue no power to let her pafle. 

My hand would free her, but my heart fayes no. 

As playes the Sunne vpon the glaflie ftreames, 

Twmkling another counterfetted beame. 

So feemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 

Faine would I woe her, yet 1 dare not fpeake : 

He call for Pen and Inke, and write my minde : 

Fye Di la Pole, difable not thy felfe : 

Haft not a Tongue P Is flie not heere > 

Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans fight ? 

I : Beauties Princc4y Maiefty is fuch, 

'Confounds the tongue, and makes the fenfes rough. 

^far. Say Earle of SufFolke, if thy name be fo, 
What ranfome muft I pay before I paiTe ? 
For I percetue I am thy prifoner. 

Suf, How canft thou tell ihe will deny thy fuite, 
Before thou make a triall of her loue ? 

M. Why fpeak*ft thou not? What ranfom muft I pay? 

Suf, She's beautifull ; and therefore to be Wooed : 
She IS a Woman ; therefore to be Wonne. 

cJWtfr, Wilt thou accept of ranfome, yea or no ? 

Suf. Fond man, remember that thou haft a wifi:, 
Then how can Margartt be thy Paramoi^r ? 

Mar, I were beft to leaue him, for he will not heare. 

Suf* There all is marr'd : there lies a cooling card. 

Mar. He talkes at randon t fure the man is mad. 

Suf. And yet a difpenfation may bee had. 

Mar, And yet I would that you would anfwer me: 

Suf He win this Lady Margaret. For whom ? 
Why for my King : Tufh, that's a woodden thing. 

Mar, He talkes of wood : It is fome Carpenter. 

Suf Yet fo my fancy may be fitisfied, 
And peace eftabliftied betweene thefe Realmes. 
But there remaines a fcruple in that too : 
For though her Father be the King of Napks, 
Duke of jIhIou and e^^nr, yet is he poore, 
And our Nobility will korne the match. 

Mar. Heare ye Captaine ? Are you not at leyfuref 

Suf It ftiall be fo, difdaine they neVe fo much: 
Henry is youth full, and will quickly yeeld. 
Madam, I haue a fecret to reueale. 

Mar. What though I be inthraPd, he feems a knight 
And will not any way difhonor me. 

Suf. Lady, vouchfafe to liflen what I fay. 

Mar. Perhaps 1 ftiall be refcu'd by the French, 
And then I need not craue his curtefie. 

Suf. Sweet Madam, giue me hearing in a caufe. 

cMar. Tufti, women haue bene captiuate ere now. 

Suf, Lady, wherefore talke you fo ? 

l\aar. I cry you mercy, *tis but Quid for Qm>. 

Suf Say gentle Prlncefle, would you not luppofe 
Your bondage happy, to be made a Queene ? 

Mar, To be a Queene in bondage, is more vile. 
Than is a flaue, in bafe feruility : 
For Princes fhould be firee. 

Suf And fo (hall you. 
If happy Englands Royall King be free. 

Mar, Why what concernes his freedome vnto mee ? 

Suf He vndertake to make thee Heurkt Queene, 
To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand. 
And fet a precious Crowne Tpon thy head. 
If thoo wilt condifcend to be my— — 

Mar, What.> 



Suf. His loue. 

Mar. I am vnworthy to be Henria wife. 

Suf, No gentle Madiam, I ▼nworthy am 
To woe fo faire a Dame to be his wife. 
And haue no portion in the choice my felfe. I 

How fay you Madam, are ye fo content ? { 

Mar, And if my Father pleafe, I am content. f 

Suf Then call our Captaines and our Colours forth, I 

And Madam, at your Fathers Caftie wallet, { 

Wee*l craue a parley, to conferre with him. I 

Sound, Enter Reignier on the H^alUs. | 

See l^eignier fee, thy daughter pri(bner. i 

Reig, To whom ? | 

Suf To me. \ 

Reig, SufFolke, what remedy ? ' 

I am a Souldier, and vnapt to woepe. 
Or to exciainM on Fortunes ficklene(re. 

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord, 
Confent, and for thy Honor giue confent, 
Thy daughter fkall be wedded to my King, 
Whom I with paine haue wooed and wonne thereto : 
And this her eafie held imprifonment. 
Hath gain'd thy daughter Princely libertie. 

Reig, Speakes SufFolke as he thinkes f 

&/. Faire Margaret knowes. 
That SufFolke doth not flatter, face, or faine. 

Reig, Vpon thy Princely warrant,! defcend, 
To giue thee anfwer of thy iuft demand. 

Suf And heere I will exped thy comming. 

Trumpets found. Enter Reignier. 

^eig. Welcome braue Earle into our Territories, 
Command in jfniou what your Honor pleafes. 

Suf, Thankes Reignier, happy for fo fweet a ChiMe, 
Fit to be made companion with a King: 
What anfwer makes your Grace vnto my fuite ? 

l^ig. Since thon doft daigne to woe her littie worth, 
To be the Princely Bride of fuch a Lord : 
Vpon condition I may quietly 
Enioy mine owne, the Country Maine and Anhuj 
Free from opprefFion, or the ftroke of Warre, 
My daughter (hall be Henries, if he pleafe. 

Suf That b her ranfome, I deliuer her. 
And thofe two Counties I will vndertake 
Your Grace (hall well and quietly enioy. 

Reig. And I againe in Henries Royall name, 
As Deputy vnto that gracious King, 
Giue thee her hand for (igne of plighted faith. 

Suf, Reignier of France, I giue thee Kingly thankes, 
Becaufe this is in Trafiicke of a King. 
And yet me thinkes I could he well content 
To be mine owne Atturney in this cafe. 
He ooer then to England with this newes. 
And make this marriage to be fo)emnic*d : 
So farewell Reignier, fet this Diamond fafe 
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes. 

Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriftian Prince King Henrie were he heere. 

3£fr. Farewell my Lord « good wiihe8,praire,& praien, 
Shall SufFolke euer haue of Margaret. Sbet it going. 

Suf. Farwell fweet Madam: but hearke yon Margaret, 
No Princely commendations to my King ^ 

Mar, Such commendations as becomes a Maide, 
A Virgin, and his Seroant, fay to him. 

Suf Wor^s fweetly placM, and modeftie direded, 

But 
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dame, I muft trouble you againe, 

ng Token to his Maieftie ? 

rr. Yes, my good Lord, a pure vnfpotted heart, 

'et taint with loue, I fend the King. 

And this wichall. Ktfe her. 

That for thy felfe, I will not fo prefume, 
1 fuch peeui/h tokens to a King. 

Oh wert thou for my felfe : but SufolJ^ ftay, 
layeft not wander in that Labjrrinth, 
iifinotaurs and vgly Treafons lurke, 
Henry with her wonderous praife. 
:e thee on her Vertues that furmount, 
turall Graces that extinguiih Art, 
: their femblance often on the Seas, 
hen thou com*ft to kneele at Henries feete, 
lay eft bereaue him of his wits with wonder. Exit 

Enter Tort^eWarwk^e^Sbepbeard^ Fucell. 

Bring forth that SorcereiTe condemn*d to bume. 
Ah laney this kils thy Fathers heart out-right, 
fought euery Country farre and neere, 
w it is my chance to finde thee oiit, 
behold thy timelefTe cruell death t 
, fweet daughter lone^ lie die with thee. 
Decrepit Mifer, bafe ignoble Wretch, 
fcended of a gentler blood . 
't no Father, nor no Friend of mine. 

Out, out: My Lord8,and pleafe you, 'tis not fa 
get her, all the Pariih knowes : 
ither liueth yet, can teftifie 
t the firft fruite of my Bach*ler-fliip. 

Graceleffe, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? 
'. This argues what her kinde of life hath beene, 

and yile, and fo her death concludes. 

Fye lofte^ that thou wilt be fo obftacle: 
owes, thou art a coUop of my fleih, 

thy fake haue I ilied many a teare : 
e not, I pry thee, gentle lone. 
L Pezant auant. You haue fuborn'd this man 
ofe, to obfcure my Noble birth. 

Tis true, I gaue a Noble to the Prieft, 
rne that I was wedded to her mother, 
downe and take my blefling, good my Gyple. 
ou not ftoope ? Now curfed be the time 
natiuitie : I would the Milke 
>ther gaue thee when thou fuck*ft her breft, 
> a little Rats-bane for thy fake. 

when thou didft keepe my Lambes a-field, 

bme rauenous Wolfe had eaten thee. 

lou deny thy Father, curfed Drab ? 

: her, burne her, hanging is too good. Exit, 

. Take her away, for ihe hath liu*d too long, 

he world with vicious qualities. 

Irft let me tell you whom you haue condemn*<l; 

, begotten of a Shepheard Swaine, 

>d from the Progeny of Kings. 

s and Holy, chofen from aboue, 

ration of Celeftiall Grace, 

^e exceeding myracles on earth. 

had to do with wicked Spirits. 

that are polluted with your luftes, 

i^ith the guiltlefle blood of Innocents, 

and tainted with a thoufand Vices: 

you want the grace that others haue, 

ge it ftraight a thing impofsible 

pafle Wonders, but by helpe of diuels. 



No mifcoaceyued, lone of Aire hath beene 
A Virgin from her tender in^ncie, 
Chafte, and immaculate in very thought, 
Whofe Maiden-blood thus rigoroufly effus*d, 
Will cry for Vengeance, at the Gates of Heauen. 

Torl(e^ 1,1 : away with her to execution. 

fVar. And hearke ye firs: becaufe {he is a Maide, 
Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow : 
Place barrelles of pitch vpon the faull ftake. 
That fo her tortute may be ihortned. 

Ptt€. Will nothing turne your vnrelenting hearts? 
Then lone difcouet thine infirmity, 
That wartanteth by Law, to be thy priuiledge. 
I am with childe ye bloody Homicides : 
Murther not tbeq the Fruite within my Worn be. 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

TV.Now heauen forfend, the holy Maid with child } 

War, The greateft miracle that ere ye wrought. 
Is all your ftridi precifenefle come to this ? 

Yar^e, She and the Dolphin haue bin iugling, 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War, Well go too,we*ll haue no Baftards Hue, 
Efpecially fince Qharles muft Father it 

Pur. You are deceyu*d, my childe is none of his. 
It was Alanfon that inioy*d my loue. 

Torl(e» %Aianfon that notorious Macheuile ? 
It dyes, and if it had a thoufand Hues. 

Pue. Oh glue me leaue, I haue deluded you, 
*Twas neyther Cbarlesy nor yet the Duke 1 nam*d. 
But Reignier King of Naples that preuayPd. 

War, A married man, that's moft intollerable. 

Tor. Why here's a Gyrle:! think flic knowet not wel 
(There were fo many) 'w^om flie may accnfe. 

War. It's figne flie hath beene liberaU and firee. 

Tor. And yet fbrfooth flie is a Virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemne thy Brat,and thee. 
Vfe no tntreaty, for it is in vaine. 

Ptt.Then lead me hence: with whom I leaue my curte. 
May neuer glorious Sunne reflex his beames 
Vpon the Countrey where you make abode : 
But darknefl*e, and the gloomy fliade of death 
Inuiron you, till Mifcheefe and Difpaire, 
Driue you to break your necks, or hang your Celue%.SxH 
enter Cardinall, 

Tori(e. Breake thou in peeces, and confume to aflies, 
Thou fowle accurfed minifter of Nell. 

Car. Lord Regent, I do greete your Excellence 
With Letters of Commiflion from the King. 
For know my Lords, the States of Chriftendome, 
Mou'd with remorfe of thefe out-ragious broyles, 
Haue earneftly implor'd a generall peace, 
Betwixt our Nation, and the afpyring French ; 
And heeie at hand, the Dolphin and his Tnine 
Approacheth, to confiirre about Come matter. 

Tori(e. Is all our trauell turn'd to this efiFe€t, 
After the flaughter of fo many Peeres, 
So many Captaines, Gentlemen,and Soldiers, 
That in this quarrell haue beene ouerthrowne. 
And fold their bodyes for their Countryes benefit, 
Shall we at laft conclude effeminate peace ? 
Haue we not loft moft part of all the Townes, 
By Treafon, Falihood, and by Treacherie, 
Our great Progenitors had conquered: 
Oh Warwicke, Warwicke, I forefee with greefis 
The vtter loflTe of all the Realme of France. 

War, Be parient Yorkc, if we conclude a Peace 
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It fliail be with fuch ftrid and feuere Cooeiuuiti» 
As little (hall the Frenchmen gaine thereby. 

Enter CbarlestAIaHjoHf^BafiardyReigmUr, 

Char. Since LorcU of England, it is thus agreed^ 
That peacefull truce fliall be proclaim *d in Fraacc, 
We come to be informed by your feluea, 
What the conditions of that leagae muft be. 

Tori^, Speake Winchefter^for boyling cholkc chokes 
The hollow paiTage of my poyfon*d voyce, 
By tight of thefe our balefull enemies. 

fKitt, CbarieSf and the reft, it is enabled thus : 
That in regard King Ht/uy giues confent. 
Of meere compaflion, and c^ lenity, 
To eafe your Countrie of diftreiTefull Warre, 
And fufter you to breath in fruitfuU peace. 
You ihali become true Liegemen to his Crowne. 
And CbarieSf vpon condition thou wilt fweare 
To pay him tribute, and fubmit thy felfe. 
Thou (halt be plac'd as Viceroy vnder him. 
And ftill enioy thy Regall dignity. 

^AJan. Muft he be then as fhadow of himfelfe I 
Adorne his Temples with a Coronet, 
And yet in fubftance and authority, 
Retaine but priuiledge of a priuate man f 
This proffisr is abfurd, and reafonlefTe. 

Ctar. *Tis knowne already that I am poiTeft 
With more then halfe the Gallian Territories, 
And therein reuerenc*d for their lawful! King. 
Shall I for lucre of the reft vn-Tanquiiht, 
DetraA fo much from that prerogatiue. 
As to be caird but Viceroy of the whole? 
No Lord Ambaflador, He rather keepe 
That which I haue, than couedng for more 
Be caft finom pofsibility of all. 

TorJ^e, Infulting Charles^ haft thou by fecret mcanes 
Vs*d intercefBon to obtaine a league, 
And now the matter growes to compremise, 
Stand*ft thou aloofe vpon Comoarifon. 
Either accept the Title thou viurp'ft. 
Of benefit proceeding from our King, 
And not of any challenge of Defert, 
Or we will plague thee with inceflant Warres. 

Reig. My Lord, you do not vrell in obftinacy^ 
To cauill in the courfeof thisContra^: 
If once it be negle^ed, ten to one 
We fhall not finde like opportunity. 

jilan. To (ay the truth, it is your policiei 
To faue your Sublets fi-om fuch mafTacre 
And rutblefTe (laughters as are dayly feene 
By our proceeding in Hoftility, 
And therefore take this compad of a Truce, 
Although you breake it, when your pleafure ferues. 

Vfar, How fayft thou CUrla ? 
Shall our Condition (bnd ? 

Char. It Shall I 
Onely referu*d, you claime no intereft 
In any of our Townes of Garrifon. 

Yor. Then fweare Allegeance to his Maiefty, 
As thou art Knight, neuer to difobey. 
Nor be Rebellious to the Crowne of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crowne of England. 
So, now difmKTe jrour Army when ye pleafe : 
Hang vp your Enfignrs, let your Drummes be ftill. 
For heere w« cnteruine a folemne peace. Exeunt 



ASius Quintus. 



Enter Snffoii^ in ewtference with the Kmg^ 
Qheefter^ud Sxeter, 

King. Your wondrous rare dcfcription (aoUe Eark) 
Of beauteous Margaret hath a(ioni(h*d me i 
Her vertues graced with externall gifts. 
Do breed Loues fetled pa(Boos in my heart. 
And like as rigour of tempcftuous guftes 
Prouokes the mtghtieft Hulke againft the tide, 
So am I driuen by breath of her Renowne, 
Either to fuffer Shipwracke, or arriue 
Where I may haue fruition of her Loue. 

Suf. Tu(h my good Lord, this fuperficiall tale, 
Is but a preface of her worthy praife : 
The cheefe perfedions of that louelv Dame, 
(Had I fufficient skill to vtter them) 
Would make a volume of inticing linca, 
Able to raui(h any dull conceit. 
And which is more, (he b not Co Diuine, 
So full repleate with choice of all delights, 
But with as humble lowlinefle of minde. 
She is content to be at your command : 
Command I meane, of Vertuous chafte intents. 
To Loue, and Honor Henry as her Lord. 

King. And otherwife, will Henry ne*re prefume : 
Therefore my Lord Prote^or, giue confent. 
That MargVet may be Englands Royall Qucenc. 

Gk. So (hould I glue confent to flatter finne. 
You know (my Lord^ your Highneflie is betroath'd 
Vnto another Lady of efteeme. 
How (hall we then difp^nfe with that contra^ 
And not de(ace your Honor with reproach? 

Suf. As doth a Ruler with vnlawfiiU Oathcs, 
Or one that at a Triumph, hauing Tow*d 
To try hu ftrength, fbr(aketh yet the Liftes 
By reafon of his Aduerfaries oddes. 
A poore Earles daughter is vnequall oddea, 
And therefore may be broke without offence. 

Gloucefter. Why what ( I pray ) is cMargaret moie 
then that ? 
Her Father is no better than an Earlc« 
Although in glorious Titles he excell. 

Suf, Yes my Lord, her Father is a King, 
The King of Naples, and lerufaiem. 
And of fuch great Authoritie in France, 
As his alliance will confirme our peace. 
And keepe the Frenchmen in Allegeance. 

Glo. And fo the Earle of Arminacke may doe, 
Becaufe he is neere Kinfman vnto Charles. 

£jr«r.Befide,his wealth doth warrant a liberal dowo, 
Where Reignier fooner will receyue, than giue. 

Suf. A Dowre my Lords? Difgrace not fo your Kinfi 
That he (hould be fo abied, hafe,and poore. 
To choofe for wealth, and not for perfe^ Loue. 
Henry is able to enrich his Queene, 
And not to feeke a Queene to make him rich. 
So worthlefTe Pesants bargaine for their Wiues, 
As Market men for Oxen, Sheepe, or Horfe. 
Marriage is a matter of more worth. 
Then to be dealt in by Atturney-(hip : 
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace afieds, 
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rompanion of his Nupdall bed. 
efbrc Lords. 6nce he afiedh her moft, 
11 theie reaions bindeth vs, 
>inions (he ihould be preferred, 
b wedloeke forced^ but a Hell, 
>f djfcord and continuall ftrife, 
the contrarie bringeth blilTe, 
patternt of Celeftiall peace, 
loqld we match with Hnry beiag-a lQiig» 
garet^ that is daughter to a King : 
ileiTe feature, ioyned with her birth, 
her fit for none, but for a King, 
nt courage, and vndaunted fpirit, 
en in women commonly is feene) 
rer our hope in iiTue of a King. 
f, fonne vnto a Conqueror, 
to beget more Conquerors, 
Lady of £o high refolue, 
re Margaret) he be liok*d in loue. 
Id my Lords, and heere conclude with mee, 
rgarit fliall be Queeae, and none hut fliee. 
whether it be timMigh force of your report, 
e Lord of Suffelke : Or iox that 
r youth was neuer yet attaint 
paffioB of inflaming loue , 
tell : but this I am aflur*d. 



I feele fuch fharpe diilention in my breaft. 

Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Feare, 

As I am fidce with working of my thoughts. 

Take therefore ihipping, pofte my Lord to France, 

Agree to any couenants, and procure 

That Lady Margaret do vouchfafe to come 

To croiTe the Seas to England, and be crownM 

King Henries ^thfiill and annointcd Qoeene. 

For your expences and fufKcieat charye. 

Among the people gather vp a tenth. 

Be gone I fay, fi>r till yo« do roturne, 

I reft pei^lexed with a thoufand Cares. 

And you (good Vnckle) banlih all offence : 

If yoo do ceafure me, by what you were. 

Not what you are, I know it will excufe 

This fodaine execution of my will. 

And fo conduct me, where from company, 

I may reuolue and ruminate my greefi;. Sxit. 

Qlo. I greefe I feare me, both at firil and la((. 

Exit Gioceffer. 

Suf. Thus Suflblke hath preuafrd,and thus he goes 
As did the youthful! Paris once to Greece, 
With hope to finde the ItJce euent in lou«, 
But profper better than the Troian did : 
Margaret ihaU now he Queene, and rule the King: 
But I will rule both her, the King, and Realme. Exit 
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The fecond Part of Henry the Sixt, 

with the death of the Good Duke 
H V M F R E Y. 



<t4Sius Primus. Sccena ^rima. 




Flourijk of Trumpets : Then Hohoyes. 

Enter King^ Dui(e Humfrey^Salitbury^JVarvficJ^efand Beau- 
ford on the onefde. 
The Queen* ^ Suffoll^e^ "^orkff Somtrjet^ and Buckingham^ 
on the other* 

Sufoi^e. 
> S by your high Imperiall Maiefty, 
I had in charge at my de^tart for France, 
As Procurator to your Excellence, 
_ To marry Princes Margaret for your Grace ; 
So in the Famous Ancient City, Toures, 
In prefence of the Kings of France^ and Siciilf 
The Dukes of Orieance, Q^iaher^ ^ritaigne^ and Alanjon^ 
Seuen £arles,twelue Barons, & twenty reuerend Biihopt 
I haue perform *d my Taske, and was efpous^d, 
And humbly now vpon my bended knee. 
In fight of England, and her Lordly Peeres, 
Deliuer vp my Title in the Queene 
To your mod gracious hands, that are the Subftance 
Of that great Shadow I did reprefent : 
The happieft Gift, that euer Marquefle gaue, 
The Faireft Queene, that euer King receiu*d. 

King. SufFolke a rife. Welcome Queene Margaret^ 
I can expreiTe no kinder figne of Loue 
Then this kinde kiiTe : O Lord, that lends me life. 
Lend me a heart repleate with thankfuineiTe : 
For thou haft giuen me in this beauteous Face 
A world of earthly bleffings to my foule. 
If Simpathy of Loue vnite our thoughts. 

Queen, Great King of England, & my gracious Lord, 
The mutuall conference that my minde hath had. 
By day, by night ; waking, and in my dreames. 
In Courtly company, or at my Beades, 
With you mine ^Alder liejefi Soueraigne, 
Makes me the bolder to (alute my King, 
With ruder termes, fuch as my wit aflfbords. 
And ouer ioy oi heart doth minifter. 

King. Her fight did rauifii, but her grace in Speech, 
Her words yclad with wifedomes Maiefty, 
Makes me from Wondring, fill to Weeping ioyes, 
Such is the FulneiTe of my hearts content. 
Lords, with one cheerefoll voice. Welcome m'^ Loue. 

AI/^neeL Lon$ Hue Qu. A£9r^^«/,£nglands happines. 
Queene. We thanke you all. Flerifb 



Suf, My Lord Protedor, fo it pleafe your Grace, 
Heere are the Articles of contrad^ed peace, 
Betweene our Soueraigne, and the French King Chark, 
For eighteene moneths concluded by confent. 

Gio. Reads, Inprimis, It it agreed betweem the French K, 
Charles^ and fTtlliam de la Pole vMarqueffe of SuffolkfyAm- 
haffador for Henry King ofSngland^ That the /aid Henry jbel 
ej^oufe the Lady Margaret^ daughter vnto Reignier King of 
Naples f SiciUia^ and lerufaJem^ and Cromne her Queene of 
England, ere the thirtieth of May next enfuing, 

item. That the Dutchy of jiniou^and the County ofMm^ 
Jball he releajed and deliuered to the King her father. 

King, Vnkl^ how now ? 

Qlo. Pardon me gracious Lord, 
Some fodaine qualme hath ftrucke me at the heart. 
And dim*d mine eyes, that I can reade no further. 

King, Vnckle of Winchcfter, I pray read on. 

fyin. Item, It if further agreed hetmegne them. That the 
Dutchejfe of Aniou and Maine, Jball be released and dertmred 
ouer to the King her Father, andjheejent ouer of the King tj 
Englands owne proper Coft and C^''i"t wtbout hauingenj 
Dcrmry^ 

King.They pleafe vs well. Lord Marques kneel down, 
We heere create thee the firft Duke of Suflblke, 
And girt thee with the Sword. Cofin of Yorke, 
We heere difcharge your Grace from being Regent 
rth parts of France, till terme of eighteene Moneths 
Be full expyr'd. Thankes Vncle Winchefter, 
Glofter, Yorke, Buckingham, Somerfet, 
Salisburie, and Warwicke. 
We thanke you all for this great fauour done. 
In entertainment to my Princely Queene. 
Come, let vs in, and with all fpeede prouide 
To fee her Coronation be perform*d. 

Exit King, Queene, and Sufilfy. 

Manet the reft, 
Glo. Braue Peeres of England, Pillars of the Sate, 
To you Duke Humfrey muft vnload his greefe : 
Your greefe, the common greefe of all the Land. 
What^ did my brother Henry fpend his youth. 
His valour, coine, and people in the warres ? 
Did he io often lodge in open field : 
In Winters cold, and Summers parching heate. 
To conquer France, his true inheritance ? 
And did my brother Bedford toyle his wits. 

To] 
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policy what Htnrit got : 
rar felues, Somerfet^ ^ucl(mgbamj 
, Salmhiryy and vi^orioui H^armicl^f 
« fcarret in France and Normandie: 
le Vnckle ^aufirdy and my ielfe, 
: Learaed Counfell of the Realme, 
<ng, fat in the Councell houfe, 
te, debating too and fro 

and Frenchmen might be kept in awe, 
8 Highnefle in his inftncie, 

Paria in defpight of fbea, 

efe Labours, and thefe Honours dye ? 

I Conqueft, ^dfords vigilance, 

of Warre, and all our Counfell dye? 

England, diamefull is this League, 

Carriage, cancelling your Fame, 

r names firom Bookes of memory, 

^harraders of your Renowne, 

)numents of Conquered France, 

as all had neuer bin. 

hew, what meancs this paffionate difcourfe? 

tion with fuch circumftance : 

'tis ours ; and we will keepe it ftill. 

ckle, we will keepe it, if we can : 

s impo(sible we ihould. 

; new made Duke that rules the roft, 

:he Dutchy of Aniou and Maynt^ 

>re King Reignur^ whofe large ftyle 

rith the leannefTe of his purfe. 

by the death of him that dyed for all, 
jes were the Keyes of NormanSt : 
re weepes W^arvficJ^e^ my valiant fonne? 

greefe that they are paft recouerie. 
!ie hope to conquer them againe, 
ould flied hot blood, mine eyes no teares. 
tfjm ? My felfe did win them both : 
sees, thefe Armcs of mine did conquer, 
Qtties that I got with wounds, 

againe Mrith peacefull words f 

T Suffolkes Duke, may he be fuflbcate, 

le Honor of this Warlike Ifle : 

d haue torne and rent my very hart, 

lid haue yeelded to this League. 

but Englands Kings haue had 

es of Gold, and Dowries with their wiuet, 

ig Henry giues away his owne, 

itb her that brings no vantages. 

>roper ieft, and neuer heard before, 

:e fliould demand a whole Fifteenth, 

i Charges in tranfporting her : 

aue ftaid in France, and fteru*d in France 

Lord of Glofter, now ye grow too hot, 
afure of my Lord the King. 

Lord of Winchefter I know your minde. 
fpeeches that you do miflike : 
>refence that doth trouble ye, 
1 out, proud Prelate, in thy face 
ie : If I longer ft iy, 
;in our ancient bickerings : 
twell, and fay when I am gone, 

France will be loft ere long. Exit Humfrey, 
there goes our Protedor in a rage : 

to you he is mine enemy : 
a enemy vnto you all, 



And no great friend, I feare me to the King \ 
Confider Lords, he is the next of blood. 
And heyre apparant to the Englifh Crowne : 
Had Hemrie got an Empire by his marriage, 
And all the wealthy Kingdomes of the Weil, 
Tbere^s reafon he ihould be difpleas*d at it t 
Looke to it Lords, let not his imoothing words 
Bewritch your hearts, be wife and circumfped. 
What though the common people fauour him. 
Calling him, Humfrey the good Dui(e of Glofter^ 
Clapping their hands, and crying writh loud voyce, 
lefu roaintaine your Royall Excellence, 
With God preferue the good Duke Humfrnx 
I feare me Lords, for all this flattering gloue. 
He will be found a dangerous Protedor. 

Buc. Why fhould he then proted our Sooeraigne? 
He being of age to goueme of himfelfe. 
Cofin of Somerfet, ioyne you with me. 
And altogether with the Duke of Sufllolke, 
Wee*l quickly hoyfe Duke Humfrey from his feat. 

Car. This weighty bufinefTe will not brooke delay. 
He to the Duke of SufFolke prefently. Exit CarMnalU 

Som. Cofin of Buckingham, though Humfries pride 
And greatnefTe of his place be greefe to vs. 
Yet let vs watch the haughtie Cardinall, 
His infolence u more intoUerable 
Then all the Princes in the Land befide. 
If Glofter be difplac*d, hee*l be Prote^or. 

*Bue, Or thou, or I Somerfet will be Protedors, 
Defpite Duke Humfrey ^oi the Cardinall. 

Exit Bucl(mgbam^ and Somerfet, 

Sal, Pride went before, Ambition fbllowes him. 
While thefe do labour for their owne preferment, 
Behooues it vs to labor for tlie Realme. 
I neuer faw but Humfrey Duke of Glofler, 
Did beare him like a Noble Gentleman : 
Oft haue I feene the haughty Cardinall. 
More like a Souldier then a man o*th*Church, 
As flout and proud as he were Lord of all, 
Sweare like a Ruffian, and demeane himfelfe 
Vnlike the Ruler of a Common-weale. 
Warwicke my fonne, the comfort of mv age. 
Thy deeds, thy plainnefTe, and thy houie-keeping. 
Hath wonne the greateft fauour of the Commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humfrey. 
And Brother Yorke, thy A^ in Ireland, 
In bringing them to ciuill Difcipline : 
Thy late exploits done in the heart of France, 
When thou wert Regent for our Soueraigne, 
Haue made thee fear*d and honorM of the people, 
Ioyne we together for the publike good. 
In what we can, to bridle and fuppreiTe 
The pride of Suffblke,and the Cardinall, 
With Somerfets and Buc.kinghams Ambition, 
And as we may, cherifli Duke Humfnes deeds. 
While they do tend the profit of the Land. 

H^ar, So God helpe Warwicke, as he loues the Land, 
And common profit of his Countrey. 

Tor, And fo fayes Yorke, 
For he hath greateft caufe. 

Saluhury, Then lets make haft away, 
And looke vnto the maine. 

JVarwicI^. Vnto the maine ? 
Oh Father, cMaine is loft. 

That Afainef which by maine force Warwicke did winne. 
And would haue kept, fo long as breath did laft: 

1 3 Main 

" " Tm 
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Main-chance father you meant, but I meant cM'ainef 
Which I will win from France, or elfc be flaine. 

Exit tVan»ic}^e^and Salisbury . Manet Tor\e, 

Tori^e, Aiiou and Ataine are giuen to the French, 
Paris is loft, the ftate of Normandie 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone : 
Suftbllce concluded on the Articles, 
The Feeres agreed, and Henry was well pleasM, 
To change two Dukedomes for a Dukes faire daughter. 
I cannot blame them all, what is*t to them^ 
*Ti8 thine they giue away, and not their owne. 
Pirates may make cheapc pcnyworths of their pillage. 
And purchafe Friends, and giue to Curtezans, 
Still reuelling like Lords till all be gone, 
Wh.le as the filly Owner o( the goods 
Weepes ouer them, anJ wrings his haplelTe hands. 
And fhakes his head, and trembling ftands aloofe. 
While all is {har'd, and all is borne away. 
Ready to fterue, and dare not touch his owne. 
So Yorke muft (it, and fret, and bite his tongue. 
While his owne Lands are bargained for, and fold : 
Me thinkes the Realmes of England, France, & Ireland, 
Beare that proportion to my fleih and blood, 
As did the fatall brand tAltbaa burnt, 
Vnto the Princes heart ofQaiidon : 
Anhu and Maine both giuen vnto the French i 
Cold newcsfor me : for 1 had hope of France, 
£uen as I haue of fertile Englands foile. 
A day will come, when Yorke Ihall claime his owne, 
And therefore I will take the Neuih parts. 
And make a fhew of loue to proud Duke Humfrey^ 
And when I fpy aduantage, claime the Crowne, 
For that^s the Golden marke 1 feeke to hit : 
Nor (hall proud Lancafter vfurpe my right, 
Nor hold the Scepter in his childiih Fift, 
Nor weare the Diadem vpon his head, 
Whofe Church-like humors fits not for a Crowne. 
Then Yorke be ftill a-while, till time do ferue : 
Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe, 
To prie into the fecrets of the State, 
Till Henrie furfetting in ioyes of loue. 
With his new Bride, 9c Englands deere bought Queen, 
And Humfrey with the Peeres be falne at iarres : 
Then will I raife aloft the Milke-white-Rofe, 
With whofe fweet fmell the Ayre Ihall be perfumM, 
And in in my Standard beare the Armes of Yorke, 
To grapple with the houfe of Lancafter, 
And force perforce He make him yceld the Crowne, 
Whofe bookiih Rule, hath puU'd fiiire England downe* 

Sxit Torl^e. 
Enter Dul(e Humfrey and bit wife Elianor, 

J?/w.Why droopes my Lord like ouer.ripen*d Corn, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load ? 
Why doth the Great Duke Humfrey knit his browes , 
As downing at the Fauours of the world ? 
Why are thine eyes fixt to the fullen earth, 
Gazing on that which feemes to dimme thy fight? 
What feeft thou there ? King Henries Diadem, 
InchacM with all the Honors of the world? 
If fo, Gaze on, and groueli on thy face, 
Vntill thy head be circled with the fame. 
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious Gold. 
What, is't too (hort ? He lengthen it with mine, 
And hauing both together heau*d it vp, 
Wee*l both together lift our heads to heauen, 
And neuer more abafe our fight Co low, 



As to vouchfafe one glance vnto the ground. 

Hum. O JVir//, fweet iW//,if thou doft loue thy Lord, 
Banifli the Canker of ambitious thoughts : 
And may that thought, when 1 imagine ill 
Againft my King and Nephew, vertuous Henry^ 
Be my laft breathing in this roortall worid. 
My troublous dreames this night, doth make me fad. 

£//.What dream'd my Lord, tell me,and He requite it 
With fweet rchcarfall of my mornings dreame f 

Hum, Me thought this ftafTe mine Office- badge in 
Court 
Was broke in twaine : by whom, I haue forgot. 
But as I thinke, it was by'th CardiniU, 
And on the peeces of the broken Wand 
Were placed the heads of Edmond Duke of Somerfet, 
And ffn/iiam de la Pole firft Duke of Suffolke. 
This was my dreame, what it doth bode God knowes. 

Eli. Tut, this was nothing but an argument. 
That he that brcakcs a fticke of Glofters groue. 
Shall loofe his head for his prefumption. 
But lift to me my Humfrey^ my fwecte Duke : 
Me thought I fate in Seate of Maiefty, 
In the Cathedrall Church of Weftminfter, 
And in that Chaire where Kings tc Queens wer crownd, 
Where Henrie and Dame Margaret kneel'd to me. 
And on my head did fet the Diadem. 

Hum. Nay Elinor^ then muft I chide outright : 
Prefumptuous Dame, ill-nurter'd EUanory 
Art thou not fecond Woman in the Realme? 
And the Protedlors wife belouM of him ? 
Haft thou not worldly pleafure at command, 
Aboue the reach or compafte of thy thought? 
And wilt thou ftill be hammering Treachery, 
To tumble downe thy husband, and thy felfe, 
From top of Honor, to Difgraces feete ? 
Away firom me, and let me heare no more. 

Elia. What, what, my Lord ? Are you (6 choUericke 
With Elianor, for telling but her dreame ? 
Next time He keepe my dreames vnto my felfe^ 
And not be checkM. 

Hum. Nay be not angry, I am pleatM agalne. 
Snter Meffenger. 

Meff. My Lord Protedlor, 'tis his Highnes pleafuit, 
You do prepare to ride vnto S. Jilbons, 
Where as the King and Queene do meane to Hawke. 

Hu. I go. Come Net thou wilt ride with svtEx.Uw | 

Eli. Yes my good Lord, He follow prefently. 
Follow I muft, I cannot go before. 
While Glofter beares this bafe and humble mlnde. 
Were I a Man, a Duke, and next of blood, 
I would remoue thefe tedious ftumbling blockes. 
And fmooth my way vpon their headleffe neckes. 
And being a woman, I will not be fiacke 
To play my part in Fortunes Pageant. 
Where are you there? Sir hhn\ nay feare not man, 
We are alone, here's none but thee,& 1. Emter Burnt. 

Hume. lefus preferue your Royall Maiefty. 

Elia. What faift thou? Maiefty : I am but Grace. 

Hume. But by the grace of God, and Humti aduice, 
Your Graces Title fhall be multiplied. 

Blia. What faift thou man? Haft thou as yet confer^ 
With Margerie lordane the cunning Witch, 
With Roger *BolHnghrookf the Coniurer ? 
And will they vndertake to do me good ? 

Hume.TK\% they haue promifed to (hew your Highnes 
A Spirit raisM from depth of vnder ground, 

That 
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all make anfwere to fuch QueftionS| 

our Grace fliall be propounded him. 

0r. It is enough, lie thinice vpon theQueftions: 

firom Saint Albonei we doe make rerurne, 

fee thefe things efFrf^ed to the full. 

vMTjtake thb reward, make merry man 

ly Confederates in this weightie caufe. 

Exit SUanor. 
Hume muft make merry with the DucheflTe Gold: 
nd (hall : but how now, Sir lobn Hume f 

your Lips, and giue no words but Mum, 
inefTe asketh filent fecrecie. 
Tianor giucs Gold, to bring the Witch : 
mot come ami(re,were (he a Deuill. 
e I Gold flyes from another Coaft : 
3t fay, from the rich Cardinal!, 
D the great and new-made Duke of Suffolkej 
e finde it fo : for to be plaine, 
nowing Dame Elianors afpiring humor) 
red me to vnder-mine the Ducheffe, 
se thefe Coniurations in her brayne. 
r, A craftie Knaue do*8 need no Broker, 
I Sttfoll^e and the Cardinalls Broker, 
you take not heed, you (hall goe neere 
Jiem both a payre of craftie Knaucs. 
it (lands: and thus I feare at laft, 
.nauerie will be the Ducheffe Wracke, 

Attainture,will be Humpbreyes fall : 
r it will, I (hall baue Gold for ail. Sxit 

mter three or four e Petitioner Sy the Armorers 
Man being one. 

, My Mailers, let*s (land clofe, my Lord Pro- 
ill come this way by and by, and tiien wee may 
ur Supplications in the Quill. 

Marry the Lord protect him, for hee*s a good 
u bleffe him. 

Enter SuffoH^^and Queene. 

Here a comes me thinkes,and the Queene with 

be the firil fure. 

Come backe fbole,thi8 is the Duke of Suffolk, 
my Lord Proteftor. 
How now fellow: would'ft any thing with me? 

I pray my Lord pardon me, I tooke ye for my 

, To my Lord Prote^or? Are your Supplica- 

bis Lordihip? Let me (ee them: what is thine? 

. Mine is, and*t pleafe your Grace, againft lohn 

, my Lord Cardinals Man, for keeping my Houfe, 

i8,and Wife and all, from me. 

Thy Wife too? that's fome Wrong indecde. 

yours f What's hecrc ^ Againd the Duke of 

, for encloiing the Commons of Melforde. How 

Knaue ? 

. Alas Sir, I am but a poore Petitioner of our 

owne(hip. 

Againd my Mader Thomas Hornerj for faying, 
e Duke of Yorke was rightfull Heire to the 

. What fay'd thou f Did the Duke of Yorke 
was rightfull Heire to the Crowne? 
That my MiftrefTe was? No forfooth:my Mader 
t he was, and that the King was an Vfurper. 



Suff. Who is there f 

Enter Seruant. 
Take this fellow in, and fend for his Mader with a Purfc- 
uant prefcntly : wee'le hearc more of your matter before 
the King. Sxit. 

Queene. And as for you that loue to be protected 
Vnder the Wings of our Protcdors Grace, 
Begin your Suites anew, and fue to him, 

Teare the Supplication, 
Away, bafe Cullions : Suffo/i(e let them goe. 

Ah. Come, let's be gone. Exit. 

S^ueene. My Lord of SufFolke, fay, is thii the guife? 
Is this the Fa(hions in the Court of England ? 
Is this the Gouernment of Britaines He ? 
And this the Royaltie ofAIblons King ? 
What,fliall King Henry be a Pupill ftill, 
Vnder the furly Gloflers Gouernancc ? 
Am I a Queene in Title and in Stile, 
And mud be made a Subie6l to a Duke ? 
I tell thee ?«»/*, when in the Citie Tours 
Thou ran'd a. tilt in honor of my Loue, 
And dol'd away the Ladies hearts of France ; 
I thought King Henry had rcfcmbled thee. 
In Courage, Court(hip, and Proportion: 
But all his minde is bent to Holineffe, 
To number Aue -Maries on his Beades : 
His Champions,are the Prophets and Apodles, 
His Weapons, holy Sawcs of facred Writ, 
His Studie is his Tilt-yard, and his Loues 
Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints. 
I would the Colledge uf the Cardinalls 
Would chufe him Pope, and carry him to Rome, 
And fet the Triple Crowne vpon his Head ; 
That were a State fit for his HolinelTe. 

Suff. Madame be patient: as I was caufe 
Your Highneffe came to England, fo will I 
In England worke your Graces full content. 

i^«nr. Be(ide the haughtie Protcdlor, haue we Beauford 
The imperious Q\\MTQhrc\Vin\SomerJetjBucl^ngbamy 
And grumbling Torl^e: and not the lead of thefe. 
But can doe more in England then the King. 

Suff. And he of thefe, that can doc mod of all. 
Cannot doe more in England then the Neulls: 
Salisbury and IVanvicI^^ are no fimple Pccres. 

S^er.e.lioX. all thefe Lords do vex me halfe fo much. 
As that prowd Dame, the Lord Proteftors Wife: , 
She fweepes it through the Court with troups of Ladies, 
More like an EmprefTcjthen Duke Humpbreyes Wife: 
Strangers in Court, doe take her for the Queene : 
She beares a Dukes Reuenewes on her backe, 
And in her heart (he fcornes our Pouertie : 
Shall I not Hue to be aueng'd on her f 
Contemptuous bafe-borne Callot as (he is. 
She vaunted 'mongd her Minions t'other day. 
The very trayne of her word wearing Gowne, 
Was better worth then all my Fathers Lands, 
Till Suffoll(e gaue two Dulcedomes for his Daughter. 

&^ Madame, my felfe haue lym'd a Bu(h for her. 
And plac't a Quier of fuch enticing Birds, 
That (he will light to liften to the Layes, 
And neuer mount to trouble you againe. 
So let her red : and Madame lid to me. 
For I am bold to counfaile you in this; 
Although we fancie not the Cardinal I, 
Yet mud we ioyne with him and with the Lords, 
Till we haue brought Duke Humphrey in difgrace. 

As 
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Ai for the Duke of Yorke, this late Complaint 

Will make but little for his benefit : 

So one by one wee*le weed them all at laft, 

And you your felfe ihall fteere the happy Helme. Exit, 

Sound a Sennet. 

Enter the Ksng^Dul^e Humfrty^CarJiaall^Suci^ttg- 

bam, Tori(efSaIi/iury, ff^armc^ff 

and the ^ucbejfe. 

King. For my jyirt, Noble Lords,! ctre not which. 
Or Somerfet^OT TorJ^e^zWz one to me. 

Torl^. If Torl^e haue ill demeaned himfelfe in France, 
Then let him be denayM the Regent-fhip. 

Som. If Somerfet be vn worthy of the Place, 
Let YorJ(f be Regent, I will yeeld to him. 

iVarxf. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Difpute not that, Tori^ is the worthyer. 

Card. Ambitious fVarxfkl^^ let thy betters fpeake. 

Wanp. The Cardinall's not my better in the field. 

Buck^. All in this prefence are thy betters, /f^nir/Vi(«. 

H^arvf. H^ar»lc\e may liue to be the beft of alU 

&i^.Peace Sonne, and (hew fome reafon Buc^jngbam 
Why Somerfet fhould be preferr*d in this? 

|^«ff«.Becaufe the King forfooth will haue it (b. 

Hum/, Madame, the King is old enough himfelfe 
To giue his Cenfure : Thefc arc no Womens matters. 

Queene. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Proteaor of his Excellence ? 

Humf. Madame,! am Procedor of the Realme, 
And at his pleafure will refigne my Place, 

Suff. Refigne it then,and leaue thine infolence. 
Since thou wert King) as who is King, but thou ? 
The Common-wealth hath dayly run to wrack. 
The Dolphin hath preuaylM beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peeres and Nobles of the Realme 
Haue beene as Bond -men to thy Soueraigntie. 

Card.Tht Commons haft thou rackt, the Clergies Bags 
Are lanke and leane with thy Extortions. 

Am. Thy fumptuous Buildings, and thy Wiues Attyre 
Haue coft a maife of publique Treafurie. 

^uc^. Thy Crueltie in execution 
VponOfFendoHyhath exceeded Law, 
And left thee to the mercy of the Law. 

Queene. Thy fale of Offices and Townes in France, 
If they were knowne, as the fufpe^ is great. 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 

Exit Humfrey. 
Giue me my Fanne: what, Mynion, can ye not? 

She glues the Ducbeje a box on the eare, 
I cry you mercy, Madame: was it you ? 

Ducb. Was't I ? yea, I it was,prowd French-woman : 
Could I come neere your Beautie with my Nayles, 
I could fet my ten Commandements in your hct. 

King. Sweet Aunt be quiet,*twas againft her will. 

^ucb, Againft her will, good King? looke to*t in time, 
Shee*le hamper thee,and dandle thee like a Baby : 
Though in this place moft Mafter weare no Breeches, 
She &11 not ftrike Dame Elianor ynreuengM. 

Exit Elianor. 

Buc\. Lord Cardinal!, I will follow Blianor^ 
And liften after Humfrey^ how he proceedes : 
Shee's tickled now, her Fume needs no fpurres, 
SheeUe gallop farre enough to her deftrudiion. 

Exit Buck^ngbam. 



Enter Humfrej. 

Humf. Now Lords, my Choller being ouer-blowoe^ 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
I come to talke of Common- wealth Af&yres. 
As for your fpightfull falfe Obie^ons, 
Proue them, and I lye open to the Law: 
But God in mercie fo deale with my Soule, 
As I in dutie loue my King and Countrey. 
But to the matter that we haue in hand : 
I fay, my Soueraigne, Torift is meeteft man 
To be your Regent in the Realme of France. 

Snff. Before we make eledlion, giue me leaue 
To mew fome reafon, of no little force. 
That Tor)^ is moft vnmeet of any man. 

Yor)^e. He tell thee, &«^%, why I am ynmeet. 
Firft, for I cannot flatter thee in Pride : 
Next, if I be appointed for the Place, 
My Lord of Somerfet will keepe me here. 
Without Difcharge, Money, or Furniture, 
Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands: 
Laft time I danc*t attendance on his will. 
Till Paris was befieg'd,fami(ht,and loft. 

Warvt, That can I witnefle, and a fouler fad 
Did neuer Traytor in the Land commit. 

Suff. Peace head-ftrong Warxticke. 

Warm. Image of Pride, why fhould I hold my peace? 

Enter Armorer and bit Man» 

Suff, Becaufe here is a man accufed of Treafbn, 
Pray God the Duke of Yorke excufe himfelfe. 

Tori^. Doth any one accufe Torl^ for a Traytor? 

King. What roean*ft thou, Suffolke} tell me, what are 
thefe^ 

Suff. Pleafe it your Maieftie, this is the man 
That doth accufe his Mafter of High Treafon ; 
His words were thefe : That ^icbard^ Duke of Yorke, 
Was rightfull Heire vnto the Englifh Crowne, 
And that your Maieftie was an Vfurper. 

King. Say man, were thefe thy words? 

^rmorrr. And*t fhall pleafe your Maieftie, I neuer bjd 
nor thought any fuch matter : God is my witneiTe, I am 
falfely accused by the Villaine. 

Peter. By thefe tenne bones, my Lords, hee did fpeake 
them to me in the Garret one Night, as wee were icow- 
ring my Lord of Yorkes Armor. 

Torl(e. Bafe Dunghill Villaine, and Mechanicall, 
He haue thy Head for this thy Tray tors fpeech: 
I doe befeech your Royall Maieftie, 
Let him haue all the rigor of the Law. 

Armorer. Alas, my Lord, hang me if euer I fpake the 
words : mv accufer is my Prentice, and when I did cor- 
TtQi him tor his fault the other day, he did tow vpon hit 
knees he would be euen with me : I haue good witnefle 
of this ; therefore I befeech jrour Maieftie, doe not caft 
away an honeft man for a Villaines accufadon. 

King. Vnckle, what fhall we fay to this in law ? 

Humf. This doome,my Lord, if I may iudge : 
Let Somerfet be Regent o're the French, 
Becaufe in Torl^ this breedes fufpitiofn ; 
And let thefe haue a day appointed them 
For fingle Combat, in conuenient place. 
For he hath witnefTe of his feruants malice : 
This is the Law, and this Duke Humfreyes doome. 

Sm.\ 
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I humbly thanke your Roy^l Maieftie. 
trer. And I accept the Combat willingly. 
'. Alas, my Lord, I cannot fight; for Gods (ake 
ly cafe : the fpight of man preuayleth againft me. 
I haue mercy vpon me, I diall neuer be able to 

blow ; O Lord my heart. 
tf, Sirrha, or jrou muft fight, or elfe be hang*d. 
'. Away with them to Prifon : and the day of 
t, ihall be the laft of the next moneth. Come 
r, wee*le fee thee fent away. 

FUuriJb. Exeunt. 

tr tb* fTttcb^ the tvo PrUfts^ and *BuUinghroo(e, 

t. Come my Mafters,the DucheiTe I tell you ex- 

erfbrmance of your promifes. 

g, M after Hume,vfe are therefore prouided : will 

dyihip behold and heare our Exorcifmes? 

r. I, what elfe ? feare you not her courage. 

'ng, I haue heard her reported to be a Woman of 

ncible fpirit : but it ihall be conuenient, Mafter 

iiat you be by her aloft, while wee be bufie be- 

id fo I pray you goe in Gods Name, and leaue vs. 

Exit Hume. 
• Jordan p be you proftrate, and grouell on the 
Jotn Soutbvre/I reade you, and let vs to our worke. 

Enter Sllanor aloft, 

for. Well faid my Mafters, and welcome all: To 

ere, the fooner the better. 

.Patience, good Lady, Wizards know their times: 

Night, darke Night, the filent of the Night, 

ne of Night when Troy was fet on fire, 

me when Screech-owles cry, and Bandogs howle, 

pints walke,and Ghofb breake vp their Graues; 

me beft fits the worke we haue in hand. 

le, fit you,and feare not : whom wee rayfe, 

ill make fiift within a hallowed Verge. 

ioe the QeremimUi belefiging^ and ma\e the Grcle, 
3ulRngbroel(e or Southwell readesy Coniuro 
te, tec. It Thunders and Ligbttns 
terribly: tben the Spirit 
rifetb, 
it. Mfum. 

:h. j^fmatbf by the etemall God, 
name and power thou trembleft at, 
re that I (hall aske : for till thou fpeake, 
halt not pafle firom hence. 
/. Aike what thou wilt ; that I had (ayd, and 

9ff . Firft of the King : What fhall of him be^ 

/. The Duke yet Hues, that Henry ihall depofe : 

n out-liue,and dye a violent death. 

ing. What fiites await the Duke of SufFolke ? 

t. By Water ihall he dye, and uke his end. 

mg. What ihall befall the Duke of Somerfet? 

t. Let him ihun CafUes, 

lall he be vpon the fandie Plaines, 

vhere Caftles mounted ibnd. 

one, for more I hardly can endure. 

ng. Difcend to Darkneire,and the burning Lake : 

iend auoide. 

Thunder and Ligbtning. Exit Spirit. 



Enter the Dul(e of Tor {e and the Du\e of^uel(ingbam 
witb their Guarded breal^e in. 

Torl^. Lay hands vpon thefe Traytors,and their traih : 
Beldam I thinke we wattht you at an ynch* 
What Madame, are you there? the King tc Commonweale 
Are deepely indebted for this peece of paines; 
My Lord Prote^or will, I doubt it not, 
See you well guerdoned for thefe good deferts. 

Elianor. Not halfe fo bad as thine to Englands King, 
Iniurious Duke, that threateft whereas nocaufe. 

Buel^. True Madame, none at all: what call you this f 
Away with them, let them be clapt vp clofe. 
And kept afunder : you Madame ihall with vs. 
Stafford take her to thee. 

Wee*le fee your Trinkets here all forth -comming. 
All away. Exit. 

y0ri^. Lord Buc1(tngbam,mt thinks you watcht her well: 
A pretty Plot, well chofen to build vpon. 
Now pray my Lord,let*s fee the Deuils Writ. 
What haue we here ? Reades. 

The Dukeyet liues^ that Htnxy fiall depofe : 
But bim out'liue, and dye a violent deatb. 
Why this is iuft,t>^ e/£acida Romanosvincerepoffo* 
WeU, to the reft : 

Tell me what fiite awaits the Duke of Suffolke ? 
By Water fball be dye^ and tai(e bu end. 
What ihall betide the Duke of Somerfet? 
Let bim fhunne CaBlet^ 
Safer fiall be be vpon tbe fandie Plaines^ 
lien wbere Caftles mounted fiand. 
Come, come, my Lords, 
Thefe Oracles are hardly attained, 
And hardly vnderihxxi. 

The King is now in progreife towards Saint Albones^ 
With him, the Husband of this louely Lady : 
Thither goes thefe Newes, 
As faft as Horfe can carry them : 
A forry Breakiaft for my Lord Prote^r. 

3ucl{Yo\xT Grace ihal giue me leaue, my Lord of York, 
To be the Pofte,in hope of his reward. 

Torl(f. At your pleafure,my good Lord. 
Who*s within there, hoe ^ 

Enter a Seruingman. 
Inujte my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick 
To fuppe with me to morrow Night. Away. 

Exeunt* 

Enter tbe King^ Slueene^ ProteShr^ Cardinallf and 
Suffolke , with Faulfyers ballowing. 

Queene. Beleeue me Lords, for flying at the Brooke, 
I faw not better fport thefe ieuen yeeres dav : 
Yet by your leaue, the Winde was very high. 
And ten to one, old loane had not gone out. 

King. But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made. 
And what a pytch ihe flew aboue the reft : 
To fee how God in all his Creatures workes. 
Yea Man and Birds are fiiyne of climbing high. 

Suff. No maruell,and it like your Maieftie, 
My Lord ProteAors Hawkes doe towre (o well. 
They know their Maihr loues to be aloft. 
And beares his thoughts aboue his Faulcons Pitch. 

Gloft. My Lord,*ti8 but a bafe ignoble minde. 
That mounts no higher then a Bird can fore* 

Card. I 
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Card. I thought as much, hee would be aboue the 
Clouds. 

Glofi. I my Lord Cardinal!, how thinke you by that? 
Were it not good your Grace could flyc to Heauen ? 

King, The Treafurle of euerlarting loy. 

Card.Thy Heauen is on Earth, thine Eyes & Thoughts 
Beat on a Crowne, the Treafure of thy Heart, 
Pernitious Protedior, dangerous Pcere, 
That fmooth^ft it Co with King and Common'Weale* 

Gloft. What, Cardinall? 
Is your Prieft-hood growne peremptorie f 
Tantstne aiiimit Ceelefiibtu ir^y Church-men fo hot ? 
Good Vnckle hide fuch mallice: 
With fuch Holynefle can you doe it ? 

Suff. No mallice Sir, no more then well becomes 
So good a Quarrell.and fo bad a Peere. 

Gloft. As who, my Lord ? 

Suff. Why, as you, my Lord, 
An*t like your Lordly Lords Protedorihip. 

Gloft. Why &^%, England knowes thine infolence. 

Qtuene. And thy Ambition, Cr/0/?rr. 

Kjttg. I prythee peace, good Qucene, 
And whet not on thefe furious Peeres, 
For blcflcd are the Peace-makers on Earth. 

Card. Let me be blefled for the Peace I make 
Againft this prowd Protedtor with my Sword. 

Glc^ft. Faith holy Vnckle, would*t were come to that. 

Card. Marry, when thou dar*ft. 

Gloft. Make vp no fadHous numbers for the matter. 
In thine owne perfun anftvere thy abufe. 

Card. I, where thou dar*ft not pecpe: 
And if thou dar*ft, this Euening, 
On the Eaft fide of the Groue. 

King. How now, my Lords f 

Card. Beleeue me, Coufin Glofter, 
Had not your man put vp the Fowie fo fuddenly. 
We had had more fport. 
Come with thy two-hand Sword. 

Glcft. True Vnckle, are ye aduis*d ? 
The Eaft fide of the Groue : 
Cardinall, I am with you. 

King. Why how now, Vnckle Glofter } 

C7/o^. Talking of Hawkingj nothing elfe,my Lord. 
Now by Gods Mother, Pried, 
He fliaue your Crowne for this, 
Or all my Fence (hall fayle. 

Card. cMedice tei/>fum,pTote6koT fee to't well,proted 
your felfc. 

King. The Windes grow high, 
So doe your Stomacks, Lords : 
How irkefome is this Mufick to my heart? 
When fuch Strings iarre, what hope of Harmony ? 
I pray my Lords let me compound this ftrife. 

Snter one crying a Miracle, 

Gloft. What meanes this noyfe f 
Fellow, what Miracle do*ft thou proclayme i 

One. A Miracle, a Miracle. 

SuffoUe, Come to the King, and tell him what Mi- 
racle. 

One. Forfooth,a blinde man at Saint Albonez Shrine, 
Within this halfe houre hath receiu*d his fight, 
A man that ne're faw in his life before. 

King. Now God be prays*d,that to beleeuing Soules 
Giues Light in Darknefle, Comfort in Defpaire. 



Enter the Maior of Saint Albones^and bit fBretbren^ 
hearing the man hetipeene two in a Chayre. 

Card. Here comes the Townef-men, on Proceffion, 
To prefent your Highnefle with the man. 

AT/iT^.Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 
Although by his fight his finne be multiplyed. 

^/o/?. Stand by, my Mafters, bring him neere the King, 
His HighneiTe pleafure is to talke with him. 

/Clff^. Good -follow, tell vs here the circumfhnce. 
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord. 
What, haft thou beene long blinde, and now reftor*d? 

Simpc. Borne blinde, and*t pleafe your Grace. 

iVtfe. I indeede was he. 

Suff. What Woman is this ? 

Jvtfe. His Wife,and't like your Worfliip. 

Gloft. Hadft thou been his Mother, thou could^ft haoc 
better told. 

King. Where wert thou borne ^ 

Simpc. At Barwick in the North, and*t like your 
Grace. 

King. Poore Soule, 
Gods goodneife hath beene great to thee : 
Let neuer Day nor Night vnhallowed pafle. 
But ftill remember what the Lord hath done. 

Queene. Tell me, good-feJlow, 
Cam'ft thou here by Chance, or of Deuotion, 
To this holy Shrine i 

Simpc. God knowes of pure Deuotion, 
Being calPd a hundred times, and oftner. 
In my fleepe, by good Saint Albon : 
Who faid; iSymdff, come; come offer at my Shrine, 
And I will hclpe thee. 

ffye. Moft true,forfooth: 
And many time and oft my felfo haue heard a Voyce, 
To call him fo. 

Card. What, art thou lame? 

Simpc. I, God Almightie helpe me. 

Suff How cam'ft thou fo ? 

Simpc. A fall off of a Tree. 

ff^ife. A Plum-tree, Maftcr. 

Gloft. How long haft thou beene blinde ? 

Simpc. O borne fo, Mafter. 

Gloft. What, and would*ft climbe a Tree ? 

Simpc. But that in all my life, when I was a jrouth. 

ffijfe. Too true, and bought his climbing very deare. 

Gloft. *Maffc,thou lou'dft Plummes well, that would'ft 
venture fo. 

Simpc. Alas, good Mafter, my Wife defired fome 
Damfons , and made me climbe , with danger of my 
Lifo. 

Gloft. A fubtill Knaue,but yet it (hall not feme: 
Let me fee thine Eyes; winck now, now open them, 
In my opinion, yet thou feeft not well. 

Simpc. Yes Mafter, cleare as day, I thanke God asd 
Saint j4/hones. 

Gloft. Say'ft thou me fo : what Colour is this Goake 
of? 

Simpc. Red Mafter, Red as Blood. 

Glcft. Why that*8 well faid : What Colour u my 
Gowne of? 

Smpc. Black forfooth,Coa1e-Black,as let. 

King. Why then, thou know*ft what Colour let ii 
of? 

Suff. And yet I thinke,Iet did he neuer fee. 

Ghft. Bat 
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But Cloakes and Gownes, before thii day, a 

STeuer before this day, in all his life. 

Tell me Sirrba, what" s my Name ? 

Alas Mafter, I know not, 

Vhat*s his Name ? 

I know not. 

ioT his } 

No indeede, Mafter. 

SThafs thine owne Name ? 

Sounder Simpcoxe^zxidi if it pleafe you, Mailer. 

"hen Saundery fit there, 

'ft Knaue in Chriftendome. 

dft beene borne blinde, 

hc'ft as well haue knowne all our Names, 

• name the feuerall Colours we doe weare. 

diftinguiih of Colours : 
ily to nominate them all, 
.Oible. 

, Saint Albcne here hath done a Miracle : 
i ye not thinke ir, Cunning to be great, 
1 refture this Cripple to his Legges againe. 

Mafter,that you could? 
Vf y Mafters of Saint AlboneSy 
not Beadles in your Towne, 
gs caird Whippes ? 

Yes, my Lord, if it pleafe your Grace. 

"hen fend for one prefently. 

Sirrha,goe fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. 

Exit, 
low fetch me a Stoole hither by and by, 
ia,if you meane to faue your fclfe from Whip- 
me ouer this Stoole, and runne away. 
Alas Mafter,! am not able to (land alone : 
bout to torture me in vaine. 

Enter a Beadle vfitb ffTfiffes. 

Nell Sir, we mud haue you finde your Legges. 
die, whippe him till he leape ouer that fame 

1 will, my Lord. 

>irrha, off with your Doublet, quickly. 

Alas Mailer, what ihall I doe? I am not able to 

r the Beadle batb bit bim once, be leapei ouer 
the Stoole, and runnes away : and tbey 

follovp, and cry, A Miracle, 
) God, feed thou this, and beared fo long ? 

It made me laugh, to fee the Viilaine runne. 
ollow the Knaue, and take this Drab away. 
lias Sir, we did it for pure need. 
:t the be whipt through euery Market Towne, 
ome to Barwick,from whence they came. 

Bxit, 
Kike Humfrey ha*s done a Miracle to day, 
-ue: made the Lame to leape and flye away. 
lit you haue done more Miracles then I : 

in a day, my Lord, whole Townes to dye. 

Enter ^Bucl^ngbam, 

yiiat Tidings with our Couiin Buci(ingbam f 
uch as my heart doth tremble to vnfold : 
laughtie perfons, lewdly bent. 
Countenance and Confederacie 



Of Lady Elianor, the Protedors Wifi:, 
The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 
Haue pra^sM dangerouily againd your State, 
Dealing with Witches and with Coniurers, 
Whom we haue apprehended in the Fa£l, 
Rayiing vp wicked Spirits from vnder ground. 
Demanding of King Henries Life and Death, 
And other of your Highneife Priuie Councell, 
As more at large your Grace (hall vnderdand. 

Card. And fo my Lord Protedlor, by this meanes 
Your Lady is forth>comming,yet at London. 
This Newes 1 thinke hath turnM your Weapons edge ; 
*Tis like, my Lord, you will not keepe your houre. 

G/&^. Ambitious Church-man, leaue to afflidl my heart: 
Sorrow and griefe haue vanquiiht all my powers*; 
And vanqui^t as I am,l yeeld to thee. 
Or to the meaned Groome. 

King. O God, what mifchiefes work the wicked ones^ 
Heaping confiiHon on their owne heads thereby. 

Queene. Qloftir,itt here the Taindhire of thy Ned, 
And looke thy felfe be faultle(re,thou wert bed. 

Glbft. Madame, for my felfe, to Heauen 1 doe appeale. 
How 1 haue lou*d my King, and Common-weale : 
And for my Wife, I know not how it ilands. 
Sorry I am to heare what I haue heard. 
Noble ihee is: but if ihee haue forgot 
Honor and Vertue,and conuers*t with fuch. 
As like to Pytch, defile Nobilitie \ 
I baniih her my Bed, and Companie, 
And giue her as a Prey to Law and Shame, 
That hath dis-honored Glofttn honed Name. 

King. Well, for this Night we will repofe vs here : 
To morrow toward London, back againe, 
To looke into this Bufineire thorowly. 
And call thefe foule Offendors to their Anfweres; 
And poyfe the Caufe in ludice equall Scales, 
Whole Beame dands fure,whofe rightful caufe preuailes. 
Fhurijb. Exeunt. 

Enter Torl^e, Salisbury, and fTar-mic^. 

TorJ^e. Now my good Lords of Salisbury & Warwick, 
Our dmple Supper ended, giue me leaue, 
In this clofe Walke, to fatisfie my felfe, 
In crauing your opinion of my Title, 
Which is in^illible, to Englands Crowne. 

Salub. My Lord, I long to heare it at fiill. 

fVartf. Sweet Yori^ begin :and if thy clayme be good. 
The Neuills are thy Subieds to command, 

TorJ^e. Then thus : 
Edipard the third, my Lords, had feuen Sonnes : 
The fir^,Edward the Black -Prince, Prince of Wales; 
The {econd,ff^il/iaM of Hatfield ; and the third, 
LionelfDukt of Clarence; next to whom. 
Was loJbn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancader ; 
The fift, was Edmond Langley, Duke of Yorke ; 
The fixt, was Tbomas of Wood dock, Duke of Glodei^ 
H^illiam of Windfor was the feuenth,and lad, 
Edvfard the Black-Prince dyed before his Father, 
And left behinde him Ricbard, his onely Sonne, 
Who after Edward the third's death, raign*d as King, 
Till Henry Bullingbroel(e, Duke of Lancader, 
The elded Sonne and Heire of lobn of Gaunt, 
CrownM by the Name of Henry the fourth, 
SeizM on the Rcalme, deposed the rightfiill King, 
Sent his poore Qneene to France, from whence die came. 

And 
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And him to Pumfret; where, as all you know, 
HarmelefTe Richard was murchered traiceroufly. 

fFan^, Father, the Duke hath told the truth \ 
Thus got the Houfe of LancaBer the Crowne. 

70ri(r. Which now they hold by force,and not by right: 
For Ricbard^xYit firft Sonnes Heire, being dead. 
The IlTue of the next Sonne Ihould haue reign*d. 

Salitb. But H^illiam of Hatfield dyed without an 
Heire. 

Torl^. The thmi Sonne, Duke of Clarence, 
From whofe Line I clayme the Crowne, 
Had liTue Pbil/iff a Daughter, 
Who marryed Edmond Mortimer,'E3Lr\c of March: 
Edmond hfd IHue, /{tfg'^r, Earle of March ; 
R^^ had lfTuefEdmotidfji«Mej»n6 Elianor, 

Salub, This Sdmondfin the Reigne of BuUingbrooJ^t^ 
As I haue read, layd clayme vnto the Crowne, 
And but for (hftn Glendour^ had beene King ; 
Who kept him in Captiuitie, till he dyed. 
But, to the reft. 

Torfy, His eldeft Sifter, ty^fff. 
My Mother, being Heire vnto the Crowne, 
Marryed RicbardfEitlt of Cambridge, 
Who wat to Edmond Langley^ 
Sdvford the thirds fift Sonnes Sonne ; 
By her I clayme the Kingdome : 
She was Heire to Roger^ Earle of March, 
Who was the Sonne of Edmond Mortimer, 
Who nwrryed Phillip, fole Daughter 
Vnto Lionel, Duke of Clarence. 
So, if the IfTue of the elder Sonne 
Succeed before the younger, I am King. 

^^nr. What plaine proceedings is more plain then this? 
Henry doth clayme the Crowne firom John of Gaunt, 
The fourth Sonne, Thrive claymes it from the third : 
Till Lionels liTue ^yles, his (hould not reigne. 
It fayles not yet, but flouri/hes in thee. 
And in thy Sonnes, faire flippes of fuch a Stock* 
Then Father Salubury, kneeie we together. 
And in this priuate Plot be we the firft, 
That fliall falute our rightfull Soueraigne 
With honor of his Birth-right to the Crowne. 

^tb. Long liue our Soueraigne Richard, Englands 
King. 

Tor^e. We thanke you Lords : 
But I am not your King, till I be Crowned, 
And that my Sword be ftaynM 
With heart-blood of the Houfe of Lancafler : 
And that*s not fuddenly to be perfbrm*d, 
But vrith aduice and filent fecrecie. 
Doe you as I doe in thefe dangerous dayes, 
Winke at the Duke of Suffblkes infolence. 
At Beaufords Pride, at Somerfets Ambition, 
At Bncl(ingham,zn^ all the Crew of them. 
Till they haue fnarM the Shepheard of the Flock, 
That vertuous Prince, the good Duke Humfreji 
*Tis that they feeke ; and they, in feeking that. 
Shall finde their deaths, if Toriff can prophecie. 

Salitb, My Lord, breake we off; we know your minde 
at full. 

IVarw. My heart aflures me, that the Earle of Warwick 
Shall one day make the Duke of Yorke a King. 

Torkf. And iVWr///, this I doe afTure my felfe, 
Richard (hall liue to make the Earle of Warwick 
The greateft man in England, but the King. 
Exeunt* 



Sound Trumpets, Enter the King and StatCp 
with Guard, to hanijb the Ducbeje. 

King. Stand forth Dame Elianor Cohham, 
gioBersVnft: 

In fight of God,and vs,your gxiilt is great, 
Receiue the Sentence of the Law for finne. 
Such as by Gods Booke are adiudg*d to death. 
You ibure from hence to Prifon, back againej 
From thence, vnto the place of Execution : 
The Witch in Smith field ihall be burnt to aihes. 
And you three ihall be ftrangled on the Gallowes. 
You Madame, for you are more Nobly borne, 
Defpoyled of your Honor in your Life, 
Shall, after three dayes open Penance done, 
Liue in your Countrey here, in Baniihment, 
With Sir lohn Stanly, in the He of Man. 

Slianor. Welcome is Banifhment, welcome were nj 
Death. 

Gloft. Elianor, tht Law thou feeft hath iudged thee, 
I cannot iuftifie whom the Law condemnes: 
Mine eyes are full of teares, mv heart of griefe. 
Ah Humfrey, this dishonor in thine age. 
Will bring thy head with forrow to the ground. 
I befeech your Maieftie giue me leaue to goe ; 
Sorrow would rolhice,and mine Age would eade. 

King, Stay /&m/rf)F, Duke of Glofter, 
Ere thou goe, giue vp thy StafFe, 
Henry will to himfelfe Protestor be. 
And God ihall be my hope, my fby,my guide, . 
And Lanthome to my feete : 
And goe in yezct, Humfrey, no leiTe belouM, 
Then when thou wert Protedor to thy King. 

Queene, I fee no reafon, why a King of yeeret 
Should be to be protected like a Child, 
God and King Henry gouerne Englands Realme : 
Giue vp your StafFe, Sir, and the King his Realme. 

Gloji, My Sufle? Here, Noble Henry, is my Stafic : 
As willingly doe I the fame refigne. 
As ere thy Father Henry made it mine; 
And euen as willingly at thy fieete I leaue it. 
As others would ambitioufly receiue it. 
Farewell good King: when I am dead, and gone, 
May honorable Peace attend thy Throne. 

Exit GUfteri 
Queene. Why now is Henry King,and Margaret Queen, 
And Hi(m/rrjr,Duke of Glofter,fcarce himfelie. 
That beares fo ihrewd a mayme : two Pulls at once ; 
His Lady bani(ht,and a Limbe loptofF. 
This Staffe of Honor raught, there let it ftand, 
Where it beft fits to be, in Henries hand. 

Sw^.Thus droupes this loftie Pyne,& hangs his fprayo, 
Thus ERanors Pride dyes in her youngeft dayes. 

TV^^. Lords, let him goe.Pleafe it your Maieitie, 
This is the day appointed for the Combat, 
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 
The Armorer and hu Man, to enter the Liib, 
So pleafe your HighneiTe to behold the fight. 

Queene. I, good my Lord: for purpofely therefore 
Left I the Court, to fee this Quarrell try*de. 

King. A Gods Name fee the Lyfts and all things fit, 
Here let them end it, and God defend the right. 

Tor^e. 1 neuer iaw a fellow worfe beftead. 
Or more afraid to fight, then is the Appellant, 
The feruant of this Armorer, my Lords* 
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r 9ne Doore the Armorer and hk NeigbBcrt,drifil(iftg 
I Jo mucbf that bee it drunl^ ; and be enters wtb a 
me before bim , and bu Staffe, vtitb a Sand-bavge 
td to It s and at tbe otber Doore bit Man^ wtb a 
me and Sand-bagge^and Prenticet drinlfjng to bim, 

gbbor. Here Neighbour Homer ^X drinke to you 

p of Sack ; and feare not Neighbor, you (hall doe 

»ugh. 

gbbor. And here Neighbour, here*! a Cuppe of 

o. 

^bbor. And here*s a Pot of good Double-Beere 

ir: drinke, and feare not your Man. 

rer. Let it come yfaith, and He pledge you all, 

Sge for Peter. 

mt. Here Peter^ I drinke to thee, and be not a. 

mt. Be merry Peter^ and feare not thy Mafter, 
»r credit of the Prentices. 

I thanke you all:drinke,and pray for me, I pray 
r I thinke I haue taken my iaft Draught in this 

Here Robhy and if I dye, I glue thee my Aporne ; 
lly thou fhalt haue my Hammer: and here Tom^ 
the Money that I haue. O Lord blefle me, I pray 
r I am neuer able to deale with my Maftcr, hee 
rnt fo much fence already. 
. Come,leaue your drinking, and fall to blowet. 
ifhat*s thy Name ^ 
, Peter forfooth. 
, Peterf what more ? 

Tbumpe. 
. Tbumpe? Then fee thou thumpe thy Mafter 

rer. Mafters, I am come hither as it were vpon 
It inftigation, to proue him a Knaue,and my (elfe 
ft man : and touching the Duke of Yorke, I will 
' death, I neuer meant him any ill, nor the King, 
Queene : and therefore Peter haue at thee with a 
'iglit blow. 

. Difpatchythis Knaues tongue begins to double. 
Trumpets, Alarum to the Combattants. 

Tbeyfiibt, and Peter Jirif^s bim downe. 
rer. Hold Peter ^ hold, I confeiTe, I confefTe Trea- 

Take away his Weapon : Fellow thanke God, 
good Wine in thy Mailers way. 
. O God, haue I ouercome mine Enemies in this 
? O J*^rr-,thou haft prcuaylM in right. 

Goe, take hence that Traytor from our fight, 
lit death we doe perceiue his guilt, 
»d in luftice hath reueard to vs 
th and innocence of this poore fellow, 
he had thought to haue nmrtherM wrongfully, 
sllow, follow vs for thy Reward. 

Sound a fiourijh. Sxeunt. 

Enter fDui(e Humfrey and bit Men in 
Mourning doaJ^es, 

Thus fometimes hath the brighteft day a Cloud : 
er Summer, euermore fucceedet 
iVinter,with his wrathfull nipping Cold; 
I and loyet abound, as Seafons fleet. 
it*t a Clock ? 
Tenne, my Lord. 



Gioft. Tenne is the houre that was appointed me. 
To watch the comming of my punifht DuchefTe : 
Vnneath may ihee endure the Flintie Streets, 
To treade them with her tender-feeling feet. 
Sweet Nell,i\\ can thy Noble Minde abrooke 
The Mh\c€t People, gazing on thy &ce. 
With enuious Lookes laughing at thy ftiame. 
That erft did follow thy prowd Chari<^-Wheele8, 
When thou did ft ride in triumph through the ilreets. 
But foft, I thinke ihe comes, and He prepare 
My teare-fbyn*d eyes, to fee her Mlferies. 

Snter tbe Ducbeffe in a wbite Sbeet,and a Taper 

burning in ber band, wtb tbe Sberife 

and Officers, 

Sent, So pleafe your Grace, wee*le take her from the 
Sherife. 

Glofler, No, ilirre not for your liues, let her pa^e 
by. 

Ehanor, Come you, my Lord, to fee my open fhame^ 
Now ihou do'ft Penance too. Looke how they gaze. 
See how the giddy multitude doe point, 
And nodde their heads,and throw their eyes on thee. 
Ah QUfier^hide thee from their hatefull lookes. 
And in thy Clofet pent vp, rue my ihame. 
And banne thine Enemies, both mine and thine. 
GUft. Be patient, gentle Nel/^ forget this griefe. 
Elianor. Ah GioJIer, teach me to forget my felfe : 
For whileft I thinke I am thy married Wife, 
And thou a Prince, Protedlor of this Land; 
Me thinkes I fhould not thus be led along, 
Mayl'd vp in fhame, with Papers on my back, 
And fbllowM with a Rabble, that reioyce 
To fee my teares, and heare my deepe-fct groanes. 
The ruthlefTe Flint doth cut my tender feet. 
And when I ftart,the enuious people laugh. 
And bid me be aduifed how I treade. 
Ah HumfreyyCZTi 1 beare this (hamefull yoake ? 
Troweft thou, that ere He looke vpon the World, 
Or count them happy, that enioyes the Sunne? 
No: Darke fhall be my Light, and Night my Day. 
To thinke vpon my Pompe, fhall be my Hell. 
Sometime He lay, I am Duke Humfreyes Wife, 
And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land : 
Yet fo he ruFd, and fuch a Prince he was. 
As he ftood by, whileft I, his forlorne DuchefTe, 
Was made a wonder, and a pointing ftock 
To euery idle Rafcall follower. 
But be thou milde,and blufh not at my fhame. 
Nor ftirre at nothing, till the Axe of Death 
Hang ouer thee, as fure it fhortly will. 
For Suffoll^e, he that can doe all in all 
With her, that hateth thee and hates vs all. 
And Yurl^^^x\d impious Beauford, thit falfe Prieft, 
Haue all lym'd Busies to betray thy Wings, 
And flye thou how thou canft,they*le tangle thee. 
But feare not thou, vntill thy foot be fnar'd. 
Nor neuer feeke preuention of thy foes. 

Glojf. Ah JVir//,forbeare:tbou aymeft all avrry. 
I muft oflPend, before I be attainted : 
And had I twentie times fo many foes, 
And each of them had twentie times their power. 
All thefe could not procure me any fcathe. 
So long at I am loyall, true, and crimelefTe. 
Would*ft haue me refcue thee from this reproach ? 

n Why 
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Why yet thy fcandall were not wipt away, 
But I in danger for the breach of Law. 
Thy greateft helpe is quiet, gentle Nell: 
I prav thee fort thy heart to patience, 
Thele few dayes wonder will be quickly worne: 
Enter a Herald. 
Her, I (iimmon your Grace to his Maiefties Parliament, 
Holden at Bury, the firft of this next Moneth. 

GloH.AnA my confent neVe ask*d herein before ? 
This IS clofe dealing. Well, I will be there. 
My Nellfl take my leaue: and Mafter Sherife, 
Let not her Penance exceede the Kings Commiflion. 

^.And*t pleafe your Grace, here my Commi01on ftayes: 
And Sir lohu Stanly is appointed now, 
To take her with him to the He of Man. 

Gloft, Muft you, Sir /o^»,proteft my Lady here? 

Stanly. So am I giuen in charge, may*t pleafe your 
Grace. 

Gloft. Entreat her not the worfe,in that I pray 
You vfe her well : the World may laugh agalne, 
And I may Hue to doe you kindneifeyif you doe \p her. 
And fo Sir lobn fhrewcll, 

EHanor. What, gone my Lord, and bid me not fare- 
well i 

Gloft. Wltneffe my tcares, I cannot ftay to fpeake. 

Exit Glofter. 

Elianor.Art thou gone to? all comfort goe with thee. 
For none abides with me : my loy, is Death ; 
Death, at whofc Name I oft haue becne afear*d, 
Becaufe I wifh'd this Worlds etcrnitie, 
Stanlty^l prethee goe, and take me hence, 
,1 care not whither, for I begge no fauor j 
Onely conuey me where thou art commanded. 

Stanley. Why, Madame, that is to the He of Man, 
There to be vs'd according to your State. 

Elianor. That's bad enough, for I am but reproach : 
And ihall I then be vs'd reproachfully i 

Stanley. Like to a Duche(re,and Duice Humfreyes Lady, 
According to that State you fhall be viM. 

Slianor. Sherife faie well, and better then I fare, 
Although thou haft beene Condudl of my fhame. 

Sherife, It is my Office, and Madame pardon me. 

Elianor. I, I, farewell, thy Office is difcharg'd : 
Come StanleyyihiW we goe ? 

Stanley. Madame, your Penance done. 
Throw off this Sheet, 
And goe we to attyre you for our Journey. 

Elianor, My fhame will not be fhifted with my Sheet : 
No, it will hang vpon my richefl Robes, 
And fliew it fclfc, attyre me how I can. 
Goe,leade the way, I long to fee my Prifon. Exeunt 

Sound a Senet. Enter King, S^ueene, Cardinally 5«J?»%> 

forget *Buc^ngbam, Saliiburyy and fVartpid^e, 

to the Parliament. 

King. I mufe my Lord of Glofter is not come: 
'Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft man. 
What e*rc occafion keepes him from vs now. 

Queene. Can you not lee? or will ye not obferuc 
The ftrangencflc of his altcr'd Countenance ? 
With what a Maieftie he beares himfelfe. 
How infolent of late he is become, 
How prowd,how peremptorie,and vnlike himfelfe. 
We know the time fince he was milde and affable. 
And if we did but glance a farrc-ofT Looke, 
Immediately he was vpon his Knee, 



That all the Court admirM him for fubmiffion. 

But nieet him now, and be it in the Morne, 

When euery one will giue the time of day, 

He knits hi9 Brow, and (hewes an angry £ye^ 

And paffeth by widi ftifFc vnbowed Knee, 

Difdaming dutie that to vs belongs. 

Small Curres arc not regarded when they grynne. 

But great men tremble when the Lyon rores^ 

And Humfrey 'is no little Man in England. 

Firft note, that he is neere you in difcent, 

And ihould you fall, he it the ne^t will mounjt. 

Me feemeth then, it is no Pollicic, 

Refpe^ing what a rancorous mi;ide he beares, 

And his aduantage following your deceafe. 

That he fliould come about your Roy all Perfon^ 

Or be admitted to your HighnefTe Councell. 

By flatterie bath he wonne the Coxpmons hearts : 

And when he pleafe to make Commotion, 

Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him. 

Now'tis the Spring, and Weeds are fhallow-rooted, 

Suffer them now, and they'le o're-grow the Garden, 

And choake the Herbes for want of Husbandry. 

The reuerent care I beare vnto my Lord, 

Made me collefl thefe dangers in the Duke. 

l/it be fond, call it a Womans feare : 

Which feare, if better Reafons can fupplant, 

I will fubfcribe,and fay I wrongM the Duke* 

My Lord of SufFolke, Buckingham, aqdYorkc, 

Reproue my allegation, if you can, 

Or elfe conclude my words effe^all. 

Suff. Well hath your Highnefle feene into this Duke: 
And had I firft beene put to fpeake my minde, 
I thinke I fhould haue told your Graces Tale. 
The Duche(re,by his fubornation, 
Vpon my Life began her diuellifh pra£liies : 
Or if he were not priuie to thofe Faulb, 
Yet by reputing of his high difcent, 
As next the King, he was fucceffiue Heire^ 
And fuch high vaunts of his Nobilitie, 
Did inftigate the Bedlam braine-fick DuchefTe, 
By wicked meanes to frame our Soueraignes hiX. 
Smooth runnes the Water, where the Brooke is deepe, 
And in his fimple fhevv he harbours Treafon. 
The Fox barkesnot, when he would fteale the Lambe. 
No, no, my Soueraigne, G/oi^rr is a man 
Vnfounded yet,and full of deepe deceit. 

Card. Did he not,conirary to forme of Law, 
Deuife flrange deaths, for fmall offences done f 

Torl^. And did he not, in his Proteftorfhip, 
Leuie great fummes of Money through the Realme, 
For Souldiers pay in France, and ncuer fcnt it i 
By meanes whereof, the Townes each day reuoUed. 

^ucl^. Tut, thefe are petty faults to faults vnknowoc, 
Which time will bring to light in Cnooth Duke Bumfref. 

King, My Lords at once : the care you haue of vs. 
To mowe downe Thorncs that would annoy our Foot, 
Is worthy prayfe: but fhall I fpeake my confcience, 
Our Kinfman Glofter is as innocent, 
From meaning Treafon to our Royall Perfon, 
As is the fucking Lambe,or harmeleffe Doue: 
The Duke is vertuous, milde, and too well giuen, 
To dreame on euill,or to worke my downefiilU 

(^.Ah what's more dangerous, then this fond affiance! 
Seemes he a Doue? his feathers are but borrowed. 
For hee's difpofed as the hatefoll Rauen, 
Is he a Lambe? his Skinne is furely lent him^ 

Foi 
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encrm^d as is the rauenolis Wolues. 
lot (leale a (ha pe, that meanes deceit? 
I, my Lord, the welfare of vs all, 
the cutting ihort that fraudfuU man. 

Snter Somerfei. 
11 health vn'to my g^ciob^ SoUeraigne. 
relcolil^ Lord Somerjet : What Ncwes from 

hat a!l yotif Intereft in thofe Territories, 

>ereft you : all is loft. 

^old Newe8,Lord Somerfet : but Gods will be 

old Newes for me: for I had hope of France, 

as I hope for fertile England, 
ny Bloflbmes blaftcd in the Bud, 
pillers eate my Leaues away : 
remedie this geare ere long, 

Title for a glorious Graue, 

Enter Gloucejier. 
.11 happincfTe vnto my Lord the King: 
' Liege, that I haue ftay*d fo long, 
r Giofter, know that thou art come too foone, 
ou wert more loyall then thou art: 
\ thee of High Trcafon here. 
Veil Sufol{e, thou (halt not fee me blufh, 
e my Countenance for this Arreft : 
nfpotted,is not eafily daunted. 

Spring is not fo free from mudde, 
eare from Treafon to my Soueraigne. 
iccufe me ? wherein am I guiltie ? 
Tis thought, my Lord, 
tooke Bribes of France, 

Prote^or,ftay'd the Souldiers pay, 

whereof, his Highncflc hath loft France. 
I it but thought To ? 
hey that ihinke it ? 
i*d the Souldiers of their pay, 
lad one penny Bribe from France, 
le God,as I haue watcht the Night, 
r Night, in ftudying good for England. 

that ere I wrefted from the King, 
oat I hoorded to my vfe, 
t againft me at my Tryill day. 

a Pound of mine owne proper ftore, 
MTould not tax e the needie Commons, 
-purfed to the Garrifons, 

ask'd for reftitution. 
: femes you well, my Lord, to fay fo much. 

fay no more then truth, fo helpe me God. 
[n your Proted^orlhlp, you did deuife 
>rtures for OfFcndors,neuer heard of, 
ind was defam*d by Tyrannie. 
y*tis well known, that whiles I was Proteilor, 
all the fault that was in me : 
Id melt at an OfTendors teares, 

words were Ranfome for their fault: 
wtrt a bloody Murtherer, 
elonious Theefe,that fleecM poore pafTengers, 
It them condigne punlfhment. 
ideede,that bloodie finne, I tortur"*d 

Felon, or what TrefpaS elfe. 

' Lord,thcfc faults are eafie, quickly anfwer*d : 

ier Crimes zic layM vnto your charge, 

ou cahnoc eafily purge your felfe. 



I doe arreft you in his HighneHe Name, 
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinall 
To keepe,vntill your further timeof Tryall. 

fCiMg. My Lord of Glofter,'tis my fpcciall hope. 
That you will cleare your felfe from all iufpence. 
My Confcience tells me you are innocent. 

Gicft.Ah gracious Lord,thefe dayes are dangerous: 
Vertue is choakt with foule Ambition, 
And Charitie chased hence by Rancours hand j 
Foule Subornation is predominant, 
And Equitie exil'd your HighnefTe Land, 
I know, their Complot is to haue my Life : 
And if my death might make this Iland happy, 
And proue the Period of their Tyrannie, 
I would expend it with all willingnefTe. 
But mine is made the Prologue to their Play : 
For thoufands more, that yet fufpeft no pcrill. 
Will not conclude their plotted Tragedic. 
Beaufords red fparkling eyes blab his hearts mallice, 
And Sufl/I(s cloudie Brow his ftormie hate ; 
Sharpe Buckingham vnburthens with his tongue, 
The enuious Load that lyes vpon his heart : 
And dogged 7"or^f, that reaches at the Moone, 
Whofc ouer-weening Arme I haue pluckt back. 
By falfe accufe doth leuell at my Life. 
And you, my Soueraigne Lady, with the reft, 
Caufelefle haue lay*d difgraces on my head. 
And with your beft endeuour haue ftirrM vp 
My liefeft Liege to be mine Enemie : 
I, all of you haue lay*d your heads together. 
My felfe had notice of your Conuenticles, 
And all to make away my guiltlefte Life. 
I fhall not want falfe Witncfre,to condemne me, 
Nor ftore of Treafons, to augment my guilt : » 

The ancient Prouerbe will be well efFedled, 
A Staffe is quickly found to beat a Dogge. 

Card. My Liege, his rayling is intollerable. 
If thofe that care to keepe your Royall Perfon 
From Treafons fecret Knife, and Tray tors Rage, 
Be thus vpbrayded, chid, and rated at. 
And the Offcndor graunted fcope of fpeech, 
*Twill make them coole in zeale vnto your Grace. 

Suff.Hzth. he not twit our Soueraigne Lady here 
With ignominious words, though Clarkely coucht? 
As if fhe had fuborned fome to fweare 
Falfe allegations, to o*rethrow his ftate. 

Qu. But I can giue the lofer leauc to chide. 

Gioft.FiTTC truer fpoke then meant: I lofe indeede, 
Befhrew the winners, for they play*d me falfe. 
And well fuch lofers may haue leaue to fpeake. 

Bucl(. Hee*le wreft the fence, and hold vs here all day. 
Lord Cardinall, he is your Prifoner. 

drj. Sirs, take away the Duke,and guard him fure. 

Glosi. Ah, thus King Henry throwes away his Crutch, 
Before his Legges be firme to beare his Body, 
Thus is the Shepheard beaten from thy fide. 
And Wolues are gnarling, who fhall gnaw thee firft. 
Ah that my feare were falfe, ah that it were j 
For good King Henry^thy decay I feare. Exit Glcfter. 

King.My Lords, what to your wifdomes feemeth beft, 
Doe,or vndoe,as if our felfe were here. 

i^ueene. What, will your HighnefTe leaue the Parlia* 
ment? 

King.l Margaret : my heart is drownM with griefe, 
Whofc floud logins to flowe within mine eyesj 
My Body round engyrt with miferie : 

n 2 For 
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For whafi more mifenble then Difcontent? 

Ah Vncklc Humfreyy in thy fiice I fee 

The Map of Honor, Truth, and Loyaltie t 

And yet, good Humfrey^ is the houre to come. 

That ere I prouM thee falfe^or fear*d thy faith. 

What lowring Searre now enuies thy eftate ? 

That thefe great Lords, and Margaret ourQueene, 

Doe feeke fubuerfion of thy harmelefle Life. 

Thou neuer didft them wrong, nor no man wrong : 

And as the Butcher takes away the Calfe, 

And binds the Wretch, and beats it when it ftrayes, 

Bearing it to the bloody Slaughter-houfe ; 

£uen fo remorfeleiTe haue they borne him hence : 

And as the Damme runnes lowing vp and downe. 

Looking the way her harmeleife young one went. 

And can doe naught but wayle her Darlings lofTe ; 

£uen fo my felfe bewayles good Glofttn cafe 

With fad vnhelpefull teares, and with dimn*d eyes ; 

Looke after him, and cannot doe him good : 

So mightie are his vowed Enemies. 

His fortunes I will weepe, and'twixt each groane, 

Say, who's a Tray tor ? Gloiier he is none. Exit, 

Quetne, Free Lords: 
Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames : 
Henryytny Lord,is cold in great Affiiires, 
Too full of foolifh phtie : and Glofiers fhew 
Beguiles him, as themourneflill Crocodile 
With forrow fnares relenting paffengers j 
Or as the Snake, roird in a fiowring Banke, 
With fhining checkered fluugh doth (ling a Child, 
That for the beautie thinkes it excellent. 
Beleeue me Lords, were none more wife then I, 
And yet herein I iudge mine owne Wit good \ 
This Glofter fhould be quickly rid the World, 
To rid vs from the feare we haue of him. 

Card, That he fhould dye, is worthie pollicie, 
But yet we want a Colour for his death : 
'Tis meet he be condemned by courfe of Law. 

Suff. But in my minde, that were no pollicie: 
The King will labour flill to faue his Life, 
The Commons haply rife, to faue his Life ; 
And yet we haue but triuiall argument, 
More then miflrufl,that fhewes him worthy death. 

7erj(^. So that by this, you would not haue him dye. 

Suff. Ah Yorl^tyTio man aIiue,fo faine as I. 

Tor]^. *Tis Torl^ that hath more reafon for his death. 
But my Lord Cardinall,and you my Lord of SufFolke, 
Say as you thinke,and fpeake it from your Soulet : 
Wer*t not all one, an emptie Eagle were fet. 
To guard the Chicken from a hungry Kyte, 
As place Duke Humfrey for the Kings Protedor i 

Queefu,So the poore Chicken fhould be fure of death. 

Suff. Madame *iis true : and wer*t not madnefTe then, 
To make the Fox furueyor of the Fold ? 
Who being accused a craftie Murtherer, 
His guilt ^ould be but idly pofted ouer, 
Becaufe his purpofe is not executed. 
No: let him dyejn that he u a Fox, 
By nature prou*d an Enemie to the Flock, 
Before his Chaps be fljyn*d with Crimfon blood. 
As Humfrey prou*d by Reafons to my Liege. 
And doe not fland on Quillets how to flay him : 
Be it by Cynnes,by Snares, by Subtletie, 
Sleeping, or Waking, *tis no matter how, 
So he be dead ; for that is good deceit. 
Which mates him firfl,that firfl intends deceit. 



^eene. Thrice Noble SuffoI{e,*tit refolutely fpoke. 

Suff. Not refolute, except fo much were done, 
For things are often fpoke, and feldome meant. 
But that my heart accordeth with my tongue. 
Seeing the deed is meritorious. 
And to prefenie my Soueraigne firom his Foe, 
Say but the word, and I will be his Priefl. 

dr^.But I would haue him dead, my Lord of Sufiblke, 
Ere yoo can take due Orders for a Priefl : 
Say you confent,and cenfure well the deed. 
And He prouide his Executioner, 
I tender fo the fafetie of my Liege. 

Suff. Here is my Hand, the deed is worthy doing. 

Sheene. And fo fay L 

TorJ^e. And I : and now we three haue fpoke it. 
It skills not greatly who impugnes our doome. 

Enter a Pofte. 

feft.Gnzt Lords, from Ireland am I come amaine, 
To fignifie, that Rebels there are vp, 
And put the Englifhmen vnto the Sword. 
Send Succours( Lords )and ftop the Rage betime. 
Before the Wound doe grow vncurable ; 
For being greene, there is great hope of helpe. 

Card. A Breach that craues a quick expedient floppe. 
What counfaile giue you in this weightie caufe? 

Tor{e. That Somerfet be fcnt as Regent thither: 
*Ti$ meet that luckie Ruler be imploy'd, 
WitnefTe the fortune he hath had in France. 

Som. If Torl^y with all his farre-fet pollicie. 
Had beene the Regent there, in flead of me. 
He neuer would haue ilay*d in France fo long. 

7*0ri^e. No, not to lofe it all, as thou hafldone. 
I rather would haue lofl my Life betimes. 
Then bring a burthen of dis-honour home. 
By fbying there fo long, till all were loft. 
Shew me one skarre, charader*d on thy Skinne, 
Mens flefh preferuM fo whole, doe feldome winne. 

Slu. Nay then, this fparke will proue a' raging fire, 
If wind and Fuell be brought, to feed it with : 
No more, good Tor\e'y fweet Somerfet be flill. 
Thy fortune, Tor{e^ had ft thou beene Regent there. 
Might happily haue prou*d farre worfe then his. 

Torl(e, What, worfe then naught? nay, then a fhame 
take all. 

Somerfet. And in the number^ thee, that wiflieft 
fhame. 

Card, My Lord of Yorke,trie what your fortune is: 
Th*vnciuill Kernes of Ireland are in Armes, 
And temper Clay with blood of Englifhmen. 
To Ireland will you leade a Band of men. 
Collected choycely, from each Countie fome. 
And trie your hap againft the Irifhmen ^ 

Tor(e. 1 will, my Lord,fo pleafe hu Maieftie. 

Suff. Why,our Authoritie is his confent. 
And what we doe efbblifh,he confirmes: 
Then,Noble Torl^^tzkt thou thisTaske in hand. 

Torl(e, I am content: Prouide me Souldiers, Lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine owne afFiires. 

Suff. A charge. Lord Tor^e, that I will fee perfbrmM. 
But now returne we to the falfe Duke Humfrey, 

Card, No more of him : for I will deale with him, 
That henceforth he fhall trouble vs no more : 
And fo breake off, the day is almoft fpent. 
Lord SuffJke,you and I muft talke of that euent. 

rorke.Mj 
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\f. My I^rd of Suffolke, within foureteene dayca 

(low I expedl my Souldiers, 

ere He ihippe them all for Ireland. 

\ He fee it truly done, my Lord of Yorke* Exeunt, 

Aianet Tori^e. 
^.Now TorJ^fyOT neuer,fteele thy fearfuU thoughts^ 
:hange mifdoubt to refolution ; 
it thou hop*ft to be, or what thou art; 
le Co deatbyit is not worth th^enioying: 
le-fac*t feare keepe with the meane-borne man» 
nde no harbor in a Royall heart. 

the Spring-time fhowres, comes thoght on thoght, 
ot a thought, but thinkes on Dignitie. 
'ayne,more buHc then the bboring Spider, 
*s tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 
Mobles, well : *tis politikely done, 
id me packing with an Hoaft of men : 

me, you but warme the ftarued Snake, 
:herifht in your breads, will fling your hearts* 
men I Iackt,and you will giue them me; 
it kindly : yet be well alTur'd, 
at fliarpe Weapons in a mad-mans hands. 
s I in Ireland nouriih a mightie Band, 
(tirre vp in England ibmc black Storme, 
tlowe ten thou/and Soules to Heauen,or Hell : 
liis fell Tempeft (hall not ceafe to rage, 

the Golden Circuit on my Head, 

the glorious Sunnes tranfparant Beames, 
lime the furie of this mad -bred Flawe. 

>r a miniiler of my intent, 

reduced a head-ftrong Kentiihman, 
aJe of A ihford, 
ike Commotion, as full well he can, 

the Title of lobn cMortimer, 
and haue I feene this ftubborne Cade ^ 

: himfelfe againft a Troupe of Kernes, 
>ught fo long, till that his thighes with Darts 
almoft like a fharpe-quilPd Porpentine : 

1 the end being refcued,! haue feene 
apre vpright,like a wilde Morifco, 
)g the bloody Darts, as he his Belb. 
fi^n,like a fhag-hayr*d craftie Kerne, 
ae conuerfed with the Enemie, 
ndifcouer*d,come to me againe, 
iuen me notice of their Villanies. 
)euill here fhall be my fubftitute ; 

at lobm Afbrr/m^, which now is dead, 

^in gate, in fpeech he doth refemble. 

1,1 ihall perceiue the Commons minde, 

hey zSt€t the Houfe and Clay me of Torl^, 

\ be taken, rackt, and tortured; 

ir,no paine they can infii^ vpon him, 

nake him fay, I mou*d him to thofe Armes. 

at he thriue,as *tis great like he will, 

hen from Ireland come I with my fh-ength, 

sape the Harueft which that Rafcall fow*d. 

itmfrey ; being dead, as he fhall be, 

leury put apart: the next for me. Exit. 

Iter two or three runnhg ouer the Stage^from the 

Murtber of Du^ Humfrty. 
lunne to my Lord of Sunulke : let him know 
lue difpatcht the Duke, as he commanded. 
i>h,that it were to doe : what haue we done? 
;uer heare a man fo penitent ? Stuer SuffoHf. 

^ere comes my Lord. 



Syff, Now Sirs, haue you difpatcht this thing? 

I. I, my good Lord,hee*s dead. 

Suff. Why that's well {aid.Goe,get you to my Houfe, 
I will reward you for this venturous deed: 
The King and all the Peeres are here at hand. 
Haue you layd faire the Bed ? Is all things well. 
According as 1 gaue dire^ons ? 

I . *Tis,my good Lord. 

Suff. Away, be gone. Extuat. 

Sound Trumpets. Enter the King, the Queene^ 

Cardinally Suffel^e^ Somerfit, with 

Attendants, 

King. Goe call our Vnckle to our prefeoce ftraight: 
Say, we intend to try his Grace to day. 
If he be guijtie, as 'tis published. 

Suff. He call him prefently,my Noble Lord. Exit. 

IGng, Lords take your places : and I pray you all 
Proceed no fh-aiter 'gainft our Vnckle GloJUr^ 
Then from true euidence, of good efteeme. 
He be approu'd in pra^fe culpable. 

^uum.CoA forbid any Malice fhould preuayle. 
That faultlelTe may condemne a Noble man : 
Pray God he may acquit him of fufpition. 

king. I thanke thee iVr//, thele wordes content mee 
much. 

Enter Suffoli(e. 
How now? why look'ft thou pale? why trembleft thou? 
Where is our Vnckle? what's the mmer, Suffol^ef 

Suff. Dead in his Bed, my Lord: Glofter is dead. 

Queene. Marry God forfend. 

Card»God» fecret ludgement: I did dreame to Night, 
The Duke was dumbe,and could not fpeake a word. 

King founds. 

S^u. How fares my Lord ^ Helpe Lords, the King is 
dead. 

Som. Rere vp his Body, wring him by the Nofe. 

^.Runne, goe, helpe, helpe: Oh Henry ope thine eyes. 

Suff. He doth reuiue againe, Madame be patient. 

King. Oh Heauenly God. 

S^u. How fiirev my gracious Lord ? 

&tf. Comfort my Soueraigne, gracious Henty com- 
fort. 

AjfiTF. What, doth my Lord of SufTolke comfort me^ 
Came he right now to fing a Rauens Note, 
Whofe difmall tune bereft my Vitall powres : 
And thinkes he, that the chirping of a Wren, 
By crying comfort from a hollow bread, 
Can chafe away the fird-conceiued found ? 
Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugred words, 
Lay not thy hands on me : forbeare I fay, 
Their touch aflfirights me as a Serpents ding. 
Thou balefuU Me(renger,out of my fight: 
Vpon thy eye-balls, murderous Tyrannic 
Sits in grim Maiedie,to fright the World. 
Looke not vpon me, for thine eyes are wounding; 
Yet doe not goe away : come Bafiliske, 
And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight : 
For in the ihade of death, I fhill finde ioy ; 
In life, but double death, now GloJUr^s dead. 

Queene. Why do you rate my Lord of SuflTolke thus ? 
Although the Duke was enemie to him. 
Yet he mod Chridian-like laments his death : 
And for my fclfc,Foe as he was to me, 
Might liquid teares,or heart-offending groanes. 
Or blood-confuming fighes recall his Life ; 

n 3 I 



i 



''34 



fbefecond'^arf ofHentytbeSixt. 



I would b^ blinde wrth >Areepirig, ficke with gronet, 

Looke pale as Prim-rofe with blood *-drinkingiighet; 

And all to haoe the Noble Duke aliue. 

What know 1 how the world may deenfttf of me^ 

For it is knowne we Wei« but hollow Frieiid^ : 

It may be iiidgM I madtf the Duke away. 

So (ball my name with Slanders tongue be WoUndied, 

And Princes Courts be fill'd with my reproach v 

This get I by his death : Aye me vnhappie, 

To be a Queene, and Crowned with infamie. 

King. Ah woe is me for Gloflfef, wretched ihan. 

Quten. Be woe for me, more wretohed then he is. 
What, Doft thou turne away, and hide thy face r 
I am no loathibme" Leaper, looke on me'. 
What^ Art thou like the Adder waxen deafe? 
Be poyfonous too, and kill thy fbrlbme Queene. 
Is all thy comfort /hut in Glofters Tombe? 
Why then Dame Eltanor was ncerc thy ioy. 
£re& his Statite, and worfhip it. 
And make my Image but an Ale>hbufe iigne. 
Was I for this nye wrack*d vpon the Sea, 
And twice by aukward winde from Englands bank\e 
Droue backe againe vnto my Natiue Clime. 
What boaded this } but well forc^warning winde 
Did feeme to fayj fceke not a Scorpions Neft, 
Nor fet no footing on this vnkinde Shore. 
What did I then ? But curft the gentle gufts. 
And he that loosM them forth their Brazen Caues^ 
And bid them blow towards Englands bleifed fhore, 
Or turne our Sterne vpon a dreadfull Rocke : 
Yet /Eolus would not be a murtherer. 
But left that hatefill office vnto thee. 
The pretty vaulting Sea refused to drowne me. 
Knowing that thou would ft haue me drownM on fhore 
With teares as fah as Sea, through thy vnkindneflTe. 
The fplitting Rockes cowr*d in the finking fdnds. 
And would not daih me with their ragged fides, 
Becaufe thy flinty heart more hard then they, 
Might in thy Pallace, pcrifli Eltanor. 
As farre as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffes, 
When from thy Shore, the Tempcft beate vs backe^ 
1 flood vpon the Hatches in the ftorme: 
And when the duskie sky, began to rob 
My eameft-gaping-fight of thy Lands view, 
I tooke a coftly lewell fi'om my necke^ 
A Hart it was bound in with Diamonds, 
And threw it towards thy Land : The Sea recriti'd it, 
And fo I wifh*d thy body might my Htert: 
And euen with this, I lofl faire Englands view, 
And bid mine eyes be packing with my Heart, 
And caird them blind6 and duskie Spectacles, 
For loofing ken of Albions wifhed Coaft. 
How often haue I tempted Suf!blkes tongue' 
(The agent of thy foule inconfbncie) 
To fit and watch mc^A'AJcamud did. 
When he to madding Dido would vnfold 
His Fathers Ads, commenced in burning Troy. 
Am I not witcht like her ? Or thou not falfe like him f- 
Aye me, I can no more : Dye E/imr, 
For Henry weepes, that thou doft liue fo long. 



Noyfi within^ 



Enter fFarnrkkf^ andinttny' 
KAontmonSt 



fVar. It is reported, mighty ^oueraigne. 
That good Duke Humfrty Traiteroufly is mordred 



By Suflfblke, a^d the Cardinall Btaufordi meanei i 
The Commons like an angry Hiue of ^es 
That want their Leader, fcatteV Vp and downe. 
And care not who they fting^ in his rtuenge. 
My felfe haue calm*d their fpleenfuU mutinie, 
Viltill they hreare the order ai his death. 

King, That he is dead good' Warwick, 'tifc tbd trttfe, 
But how he dyed, God IcnoWe^, not Henry : 
Enter his Chamber, vie>V his brtathlefTc Corpcs, 
And' comment tlien vpon his fodaine death. 

JVar. That fhall I do my Liege ; Stay Salsburle 
With the rude multitude, till I returne. 

King.O thou that iudgeft all things, flay my thoghtt: 
My thoughts, that labour to perfwade my fbulc, 
Some violent hands were laid on Humfries life : 
If my fufped be filfe, forgiue me God, 
For iudgement ondy doth belong to thee : 
Faine would I go to chafe his palie lips. 
With tweiity thoufand kifres,and to dndne 
Vpon his fiice an Ocean of fait tearei, 
To tell my loue vnto his dumbe deafe trunke. 
And with my fingers feele hi) hand, vnfeeling : 
But all in vaine are thefe meane Obfe^uies, 

^d put forth. 
And to furuey his dead and earthy Image : 
What were it but to make my forrow greateJ* i 

Warxf. Come hither gracious Soueraigne, view this 
body. 

King. That is to fee how deepc my graue is made, 
For with his foule fied all my worldly folate : 
For feeing him, I fee my life in death. 

War. As furely as my foule intends to liue 
With that dread King that tooke our ftate vpon him, 
To fre^s fi'om his Fathers wtathfuU curfe, 
I do beieeue that violent hands were laid 
Vpon the life of thif thrice-fiimcd Duke. 

Suf, A dreadfutl Oath, fworne with a folemn tongue: 
What inflance giues Lord Warwicke for his vow. 

War. See how the blood is fetled in hit face. 
Oft haue I feene a timely-parted Ghofl, 
Of afhy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodlelTe, 
Being all defcended to the labouring heart, 
Who in the Conflict that it holds with death, 
Attradb the fame for aydance ^gainfl the enemy. 
Which with the heart there cooles, and neVe retumetb, 
To blufli and beautifie the Cheeke againe. 
But fee, his face is blacke, and full of blood: 
His eye-balles further out, than when he liued, 
Staring full gaftly, like a fVrangled man : 
His hayre vpreirM, his noflrils flretcht with flnigfing: 
His hands abroad difplay*d, as one that gr^fpt 
And tuggM for Life, and was by flrcngth fubdude. 
Looke on the iheets his haire (you fee) is flicking. 
His well proportion'd Beard, made ruiie and rugged. 
Like to the Summers Corne hy Tempeft lodged : 
It cannot be but he was murdred heere, 
The leafl of all thefe fignes were probable: 

^.Wfty Warwicke, who fhould do the D. to death? 
My felfe and Beauford had him in prote^on, 
And we I hope 'fir, are no nlurtherers. 

War, But both of you were vowed D. Humfries fbei, 
And you (forfooth) had the good Duke to k6epe: 
Tis like you would not feafl him like a friend, 
And 'tis well feene, he found an enemy. 

Queen. Than you belike fufpedl thefe NoWeitaen, 
As guilty of Duke Humfries timeleflfe deaith. 
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Who fiiK^ t^e Heyier 4caul,aa4 bkediog fre&, 
aft-by^^i Butcher with an Axe, 
ifpe^/twqu be thgt made the daughter? 

^e Parcri4ge in the Puttockt Neft, 
nagioe how the Bird was dea4» 
the ICyU foare with yqblomiied Benke? 
fpitioiu it this Tragedic. 
-e you the Butcher, ^i«^o/j^? wfa^ere^s youf Kniief 
/ tcarxnM a Kyte? where are his Talloiis? 
ireare no Knife,to (laughter fleeping m«l» 
a vengef>)U $wor(}« ju&d with eafe, 
be ^cowred in his rancorous heart, 
eii xskfi, with Murthers Crimfpn Badge. 
1 dar*ft,pr9wd Lord of WarwickAorc, 

fauitie in Duk^ Humfreyes death. 

What dares not lyanHcl^ if h^ S¥ffolkf dare 

e dfiijes not calmie his contumelious Spiirit, 

to be^ an arrogant Cootroljer, 

tffolJ^ dare him twentie thouTand times. 

Madame be ftill : with reucrence may J &y, 

word you (peake in his behalfe, 

:o your Royall Dignitie. 

unt-witted Lord, ignoble in demMQQfy 

dy wrong*d her JLord fo much, 

ler tooke into her blamefull Bed 

le vntutur*d Churle j and Noble Stpck 

with Crab.tree flippe, whofe Fruit thou art, 

of the f^tuiU Noble Race. 
ut that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 
iild rob the Deaths-man of his Fm, 
tiee thereby of ten tbouiand Aames, 
my Souer^ignes prefence makes me milde, 
life murd*rous Coward, on thy Knoe ^ 
; begge pardon for thy paifed fpe^h, 

was thy Mother that thou meant*(lr, 

thy felfe waft borne in Baftardie ; 
^U this fearefuU Homage done, 
thy hyre,and fend thy Soulc to Hell, 

blood-fucker of fleeping men. 

bou (halt be waking, while 1 ihed thy blood, 

is prefence thou dar*ft goe with me. 

vay euen now, or I will drag th^e hence : 

though thou art. He cope with thee, 
sme feruicc to Puke HuMfrtyti Ghoft. 

liat ftronger Breft-plate th^ea a heart vntaiiitfd f 
le arm*d,that hath his Quarrell iuft; 
It naked, though locMt yp in Sjieelf, 
nicience with {niuftice is corrupted. 

^ nyfe within, 
Wh9t 49yfe is Xhkf 

ffpr $iifilkf and fVai^ifJ^e^ mtb Mr 

Nhy how now Lords i 

hfiili W^pons drawoe, 

r prefence ? Dare you be fo bold ? 

: tumultuous clamor haue we here ? 

le trayt*rous H^arwicl^^ with the men of Bluiy, 

n me, mightie Soueraigne. 

Bnttr SaUtlmryp. 
Si^ flnad apart, the King ihall know your 



Prfi»d JLoid,the Commons fend yon word by me, 

Vnleflfe Lord Suff^ll^ ftraight be done to death. 

Or haniihed j&ire £ng]ands Territories, 

They will by violence teare him from yoiir Pallace, 

And tortuw him with grieuous lingriog death. 

They fay, by him the good Duke Hnmfrey dy*de« 

They fay, in him they feare your HigbneflTc deaths 

And meere inftin^ of Loue and Loyaltie, 

Free from a (hibbofne oppoficie intent. 

As being thought to coiitradi^ your liking, 

Makes them thus forward in his Banishment. 

They fay, in care of your moft Royal) Perlbn, 

That if your Highnefle Aould inund to floepe. 

And charge, that no man ibould difturbe yourreft, 

In paine of your diflike,or paine of death; 

Yet notwithftanding fuch a ftrait £di^, 

Were there a Serpent ieene,with forked Tongue, 

That flyly glyded towards your Maieftie, 

It were but neceiTarie you were wak't : 

Lead being fuflferM in that harmefull /lumber. 

The mortall Worme might make the fleepc etemall. 

And therefore doe they cry, though you forbid, 

That they will -guard you, where you will, or no. 

From fuch foU Serpenti as hVk Suffolktf is { 

With whofe inucnomed and fataU (Ung, 

Your louing Vnckle, twentie times his worth, 

They fay is ihamefuUy bereft of life. 

Comtmm viithin. An anfwer from the King, my Lord 
of Salisbury. 

Suff. *Tis like the Common8,rude ynpoliiht Hindesy 
Could fend fuch Meflage to their Soueraigne s 
But you, my Lord, were glad to be imploy*d. 
To ihew bow queint an Orator you are» 
But all the Honor SalUkurj hath woone. 
Is, that he was the Lord £mhaflador. 
Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King. 

Within. An anfwer from the King, or wee wiU all 
breake in. 

Jdnv, Goe SaIuAury,zni tell them all from me, 
I thanke them for their tender louing care j 
And had I not beene cited fo by them. 
Yet did 1 purnofe ai they doe entreat : 
For fure,my thoughts doe hourely propheoie, 
Mifchance vnto my State by Sufiii^s meanes. 
And therefore by his Maieftie T fweare, 
Whofe farre-vnworthie Deputie I am. 
He fhall not breathe infe^on in thisayre. 
But th;«e daycs longer, on the paine of death* 

S^u. Oh lUnry^ let me pkade for gejitle ^#«/tt* 

/Citff^.Vngent^ Queene, to call him gentle Sttf9^i^m 
No more I lay : if thou do*ft pleade for him. 
Thou wilt but adde encreafe into my Wrath. 
Had I but fayd, I would Kane kept my Word i 
But when I fweare,it k irrenocable r 
If after three dayes fpaccL thou here hee'ft fouaid. 
On any ground that I am Ruler o^ 
The World ihall aot be Raikfomo for thy Lifo. 
Come Warwcfy^comt good M^rwic^,goe with mee, 
I haue great matters to impart to thee. Mnit^ 

Qu. Mifchance and Sorvow goe along with you. 
Hearts DifcoDtent^ and fowre Affli^on, 
Be play-fellowes to keepe you companie : 
There's two of you, the Peuill make a third. 
And three-fold Vengeance tend vpon your fteps. 

Sn£ Ceafe, gentle Queene, thefe Sxeciatfons 
And let thy SnjffoiJ^e ukehis heauie leaue. 

Queene. Fye 
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Quten, Fye Coward woman, and foft hart»l wretch, 
Haft thoo not fpiric to curfe thine enemy. 

Suf. A plague vpon them : wherefore ihould I curfTe 
them? 
Would curfes kill, as doth the Mandrakes grone, 
I would inuent as bitter fearching termes, 
As curft, as harih, and horrible to heare, 
Deliuer'd ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 
With full as many fignes of deadly hate, 
As leane-fac*d enuy in her loathfome caue. 
My tongue fliould ftumble in mine earned words. 
Mine eyes fliould fparkle like the beaten Flint, 
Mine haire be fixt an end, as one diftradt : 
I, euery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban, 
And euen now my burthenM heart would breake 
Should I not curfe them. Povfon be their drinke. 
Gall, worfe then Gall, the damrieft that they tafte : 
Their fweeteft fliade, a groue of Cypreflfe Trees : 
Their cheefeft Profped, murdVing Bafiliskes : 
Their fofteft Touch, as fmart as Lyzards ftings : 
Their Muficke, frightfull as the Serpents hiflfe. 
And boading Screech -Owles, make the Confort full. 
All the fbule terrors in darkc feated hell — ' 

Q^ Enough fweet SufFolke,thou torment*ft thy felfe. 
And thefe dread curfes like the Sunne *gainft glafle. 
Or like an ouer-charged Gun, recoile. 
And turnes the force of them vpon thy felfe. 

Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leaue? 
Now by the ground that I am banifli'd from. 
Well could I curfe away a Winters night. 
Though ftanding naked on a Mountaine top. 
Where byting cold would neuer let graflfe grow. 
And thinke it but a minute fpent in fport. 

Qu. Oh, let me jntreat thee ceafe,giue me thy hand, 
That 1 may dew it with my moumfull tea.ei : 
Nor let the raine af heauen wet this place. 
To waih away my wofiill Monuments. 
Oh, could this kifl*e be printed in thy hand. 
That thou might*ft thinke vpon thefe by the Seale, 
Through whom a thoufand fighes are breath*d for thee. 
So get thee gone, that I may know my greefie, 
*Tis but furmixM, whiles thou art ftanding by, 
As one that furfets, thinking on a want : 
I will repeale thee, or be well aiTur'd, 
Aduenrure to be baniftied my felfe : 
And banifhed I am, if but from thee. 
Go, fpeake not to me ; euen now be gone. 
Oh go not yet. Euen thus, two Friends condemn*d, 
Embrace, and kiife, and take ten thoufand leaues, 
Loather a hundred times to part then dye ; 
Yet now farewell, and farev^ll Life with thee. 

Suf. Thus is poore Suffolke ten times baniflied, 
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee. 
*Tis not the Land I care fur, wer't thou thence, 
A WildernefTe is populous enough. 
So Suftblke had thy heauenly company : 
For where thou art, there is the World it felfe. 
With euery feuerall pleafure in the World : 
And where thou art not, Defolation. 
I can no more : Line thou to ioy thy life ; 
My felfe no ioy in nought, but that thou liu*ft. 

Snur Vaux, 

Queene, Whether goes Vaux Co faft > What newes I 
prethee ? 



Vaux. To fignifie vnto his Maiefty, 
That Cardinall fBeauforJ is at point of death : 
For fodainly a greeuous ficknefle tooke him. 
That makes him gaspe, and ftare, and catch the aire, 
Blafpheming God, and curfing men on earth. 
Sometime he talkes, as if Duke Humfriet Ghoft 
Were by his fide : Sometime, he calles the King, 
And whifpers to his pillow, as to him, 
The fecrets of his ouer-charged foulc. 
And I am fent to tell his Maieftie, 
That euen now he cries alowd for him. 

Slu. Go tell this heauy MeiTage to the King. Exit 
Aye me ! What is this World } What newes are thefe/ 
But wherefore greeue I at an houres poore lofTe, 
Omitting Suffblkes exile, my foules Treafure ? 
Why onely Sufifolke mourne I not for thee ? 
And with theSoutherne clouds, contend in teares? 
Theirs for the earths encreafe, mine for my fbrrowes. 
Now get thee hence, the King thou know*ft is commiog, 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

Suf If I depart from thee, 1 cannot liue. 
And in thy fight to dye, what were it elfe. 
But like a pleafant flumber in thy lap ? 
Heere could I breath my foule into the ayre, 
As milde and gentle as the Cradle-babe, 
Dying with mothers dugge betweene it*s lips. 
Where from thy fight, I fhould be raging mad. 
And cry out for thee to clufe vp mine eyes : 
To haue thee with thy lippes to ftop my mouth : 
So fhould*ft thou eyther turne my flying foule, 
Or I fhould breathe it fo into thy body. 
And then it liu^d in fweete Elizium. 
To dye by thee, were but to dye in ieft, 
From thee to dye, were torture more then death : 
Oh let me ftay, befiiU what may befiill. 

^een. Away : Though parting be a fretfull corofioe, 
Ir is apply ed to a death full wound. 
To France fweet SofTolke t Let me heare from thee : 
For wherefbere thou art in this worlds Globe, 
He haue an Iris that fhall finde thee out. 

Suf I go. 

{jv. And uke my heart with thee. 

Suf A lewell lockt into the wofulft Caske, 
That euer did containe a thing of worth, 
Euen as a fplitted Barke, fo funder we : 
This way fill I to death. 

Slu. This way for me. Rxtvi 

Etiter the Kingy Salubury^ andWarmicfyf ft the 
Cardinal in bed, 

Kin^, How fiire*s my Lord ? Speake ^Btmufwd to thy 
Soueraigne. 

Gi.If thou beeft death, He giue thee Englands Treafare, 
Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifiand, 
So thou wilt let me liue, and feele no paine. 
King. Ah, what a figne it is of euill life. 
Where death's approach is feene fo terrible. 
War. Beaufordy it is thy Soueraigne fpeakes to thee. 
^Btau. Bring me vnto my Triall when you will. 
Dy*de he not in his bed^ Where fhould he dye } 
Can I make men liue where they will or no ? 
Oh torture me no more, I will confefTe. ' 
Aliue againe.^ Then fhew me where he is. 
He giue a thoufand pound to looke vpon him. 
He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded them. 

Comb^ 
— _. 
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downe his haire; looke,looke, it (lands vpright, 
ime- twigs fet to catch my winged foule : 
le fome drinke, and bid the Aputhecarie 
:he ilrong poyion that I bought of him. 
\ Oh thou eternall mouer o^ the heauensy 
with a gentle eye vpon this Wretch, 
ite away the buiie medling Fiend, 
lyes ftrong fiege vnto this wretches foule, 
om his bofome purge this blacke difpaire. 
'. See how the pangs of death do make him grin. 

Difturbe him not, let him p^ffc peaceably. 
^. Peace to his foule, if Gods good pleafure be. 
ard*nall, if thou think^ft on heauens bliHe, 
p thy hand, make fignall of thy hope. 
I and makes no figne : Oh God forgiue him. 

So bad a death, argues a monftrous life. 
'. Forbcare to iudge, fur we are (inners all. 
p his eyes, and draw the Curtaine clofe, 
t vs all to Meditation. Exeunt. 

•Alarum. Fight at Sea. Ordnance goes off. 

Enter Lieutenant^ Suffol}^^ and others. 

The gaudy blabbing and remorfefiill day, 
t into the bofome of the Sea : 
>w loud houling Wolues aroufe the lades 
ragge the Tragicke melancholy night : 
vith their drowfie, flow, and flagging wings 
dead-mens graues, and from their mifty lawes, 
foule contagious darkneflfe in the ayre : 
3re bring forth the Souldiers of our prize, 
ilfl our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes, 
hall they make theit ranfome on the fand, 
h their blood ftaine this difcoloured fhore. 
•, this Frifoner freely giue I thee, 
ou that art his Mate, make boote of this : 
her Walter Whitmore is thy fharc. 
ent. What is my ranfome Mafler, let me know. 
A thoufand Crownes, or elfe lay down your head 
'r. And fo much fhall you giue, or ofTgoes yours. 
. What thinke you much to pay looo.Crownes, 
:are the name and port of Gentlemen ? 
th the Villaines throats, for dy you fhall : 
Its of thofe which we haue loft in fight, 
ater-poysM with fuch a pettie fumme. 
nt. lie giue it fir, and therefore fpare my life. 
nr.And {o will l^and write home for it ftraight. 
\m. 1 loft mine eye in laying the prize aboord, 
lerefbre to reuenge it, fhalt thou dye, 
ihould thefe, if 1 might haue my will. 

Be not fo rafh, take ranfome, let him Hue. 
Looke on my George, 1 am a Gentleman, 
le at what thou wilt, thou fhalt be payed. 
r. And fo am I : my name is Walter Whitmore. 
Dw?why fbrts thou? What doth death affright? 
Thy name affrights me, in whofe found is death: 
ling man did calculate my birth, 
Id me that by Water I fhould dye : 
not this make thee be bloody-minded, 
me is Gualtiery being rightly founded. 
. Gualtier or Walter ^ which it is 1 care not, 
|ret did bafe difhonour blurre our name, 
:h our fword we wip'd away the blot. 
>re, when Merchant-like I fell reuenge, 
yt my fword, my Armes torne and defaced, 
proclaimM a Coward through the world. 



Suf. St^y Whitmore, for thy Prifoner is a Prince, 
The Duke of Suffolke, Wil/iam de la Pole. 

Whit. The Duke of Suffulke, muffled vp in ragges ? 

Suf. I, but thefe raggcs are no part of the Duke. 
Lieu. But loue was neuer flaine as thou fhalt be, 
Obfcure and lowfie Swaine, King Henries blood. 

Suf. The honourable blood of Lancafter 
Muft not be fhcd by fuch a iadcd Groome : 
Haft thou not kift thy hand, and held my ftirrop? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth Mule, 
And thought thee happy when I fhooke my head. 
How often haft thou waited at my cup. 
Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd downe at the boord, 
When I haue feafted with Queene Margaret ? 
Remember it, and let it make thee Creft-falne, 
I, and alay this thy abortiue Pride : 
How in our voyding Lobby haft thou ftood. 
And duly way ted for my comming forth ? 
This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalfe. 
And therefore fhall it charme thy riotous tongue. 

Whit. Speak Captaine, (hall I ftab the forlorn Swain. 

Lieu. Firft let my words ftab him, as he hath me. 

Suf. Bafe fliue, thy words are blunt, and fo art thou. 

Lieu. Conuey him hence, and on our long boats fide. 
Strike off his head. ^x^.Thou dar*ft not for thy owne. 

Lieu. Poole f Sir Poole} Lord, 
I kennell, puddle, finke, whofe filth and dirt 
Troubles the filuer Spring, where England drinkes: 
Now will I dam vp this rhy yawning mouth. 
For fwallowing the Treafure of the Realme. 
Thy lips that kift the Qii^eene, (hall fweepe the ground : 
And thou that fmil'dft at good Duke Humfries death, 
Againft the CcnCcleffe windes fhall grin in vaine, 
Who in contempt fhall hiffe at thee againe. 
And wedded be thou to the Hagges of hell. 
For daring to affye a mighty Lord 
Vnto the daughter of a worthlcffe King, 
Hauing neyther Subiedl, Wealth, nor Diadem : 
By diuellifh policy art thou growne great. 
And like ambitious Sylla ouer-gorg*d. 
With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding heart. 
By thee j^niou and Maine were fold to France. 
The falfe reuolting Normans thorough thee, 
DilHaine to call vs Lord, and Ticcardie 
Hath flaine their Gouernors, furpriz'd our Forts, 
And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home. 
The Princely Warwickc, and the Neuils all, 
Whofe dreadfull fwords were neuer drawne in vaine. 
As hating thee, and rifing vp in armes . 
And now the f^oufe of Yorke thruft from the Crowne, 
By fliamefuU murther of a guiltlefle King, 
And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 
Burnes with reuenging fire, whofe hopefull colours 
Aduance our halfe-fiic'd Sunne, ftriuing to fhine } 
Vnder the which is writ, Luitit nubibui. 
The Commons heere in Kent are vp in armes. 
And to conclude, Reproach and Beggerie, 
Is crept into the Pallace of our King, 
And all by thee : away, conuey htm hence. 

Suf. O that I were a God, to fhoot forth Thunder 
Vpon thefe paltry, feruile,abie£l Drudges: 
Small things make bafe men proud, l his Villaine heere. 
Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threatens more 
Then ^argulus the ftrong Illyrian Pyrate. 
Drones fucke not Eagles blood, but rob Bee-hiues: 
It is impoffible that I fhould dye 

By 
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By fuch a lowly Vaflall as thy fclfc. 
Thy words moue Rage, and not remorfe in me : 
I go of MeiTage from the Qo^eene to France : 
1 charge thee waft me fafely croflfe the Channell. 

Lieu. Water : W. Come Suffolke, I muft waft thee 
to thy death. 

Suf. Pine geliius timor eecufat artus^ it is thee I feare. 

^tf/.Thou (halt haue cau(e to feare before 1 letue thee. 
What, are ye danted now? Now will ye ftoope. 

I.Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him, fpeak him fair. 

Suf, Suffolkes Imperial! tongue is fterne and rough : 
VsM to command, vntaught to pleade for ^noor. 
Farre be it, we fhould honor fuch as thefe 
With humble fuite : no, rather let my head 
Stoope to the blocke, then thefe knees bow to any, 
Saue to the God of heauen, and to my King : 
And fooner dance vpon a bloody pole. 
Then ftand vncouer'd to the Vulgar Groome. 
True Nobility, is exempt from feare ; 
More can I bcare, then yoo dare execute. 

Ueu, Hale him away, and let him talke no more : 
Come Souldiers, fhew what cruelty ye can. 

Suf, That this my death may neuer be forgot. 
Great men oft dye by vilde Bezonions. 
A Romane Sworder, and Bandetto flaue 
Murder'd fweet Tully. Brutm Baftard hand 
StabM luliM C^far. Sauage IHanders 
Pmpey the Great, and Suffol\e dyes by Pyrats. 

Exit Water wtb Suffolke. 

Ueu. And as for thefe whofe ranfome we haue fet. 
It is our pleafure one of them depart : 
Therefore come you with vs, and let him go. 

Sxit Lieutenant^ and the refi. 

c^anet tbtfirft Gent. Enter Waiter vltb the body. 

Wal. There let his head, and liueleffe bodie lye, 
Vntill the Queene his Miftris bury it. Exit Walter. 

I.Gent. O barbarous and bloudy fpe^cle, 
His body will I beare vnto the King : 
If he reuenge it not, yet will his Friends, 
So will the Queene, that liuing, held him deere. 

Enter ^Beuity and John Holland, 

Beuk. Come and get thee a fword, though made of a 
Lath, they haue bene vp thefe two dayes. 

Hoi. They haue the more neede to Heepe now then. 

Beuit. I tell thee, lacl^e Cade the Cloathier, meanes to 
dreffe the Common -wealth and turne it, and fet a new 
nap vpon it. 

Hdl. So he had need, for *ti$ thred-bare. Well, I fay, 
it was neuer merrie world in England, fince Gentlemen 
came vp. 

BeuMs. O miferable Age : Vertue is not regarded in 
Handy-crafh men. 

Hoi. The Nobilltie thinke fcorne to goe in Leather 
Aprons. 

Beuu. Nay more, the Kings Councell are no good 
Workemen. 

Hoi. True : and yet it is faid. Labour in thy Vocati- 
on : which is as much to fay, as let the Magiftrates be la- 
bouring men, and therefore fhould we be Magiftrates. 

Beuii. Thou haft hit it : for there*s no better figne of a 
braue minde, then a hard hand. 

Hoi. I fee them, I fee them : There's 'Befts Sonne, the 
Tanner of Wingham. 

^Bnov. Hee fhall haue the skinnes of our enemies, to 



make Dogget Leather of. 

Hoi. And Dickc the Butcher. 

*Beuu. Then is fin ftrucke dowfie like so Oxe, Mid ini- 
quities throate cut like a Calfe. 

Hot. And Smith the Weauer. 

Beu. Argo, their thred of life is fpun. 

Hoi. Come, come, let*s £dl in with them. 

Drumme. Enter Cade^ Dkke butcher ^ Smith the Weam^ 
and a Savyer, with Infinite numhen» 

Cade. Wee John Cade^ fo tearm'd of our fippofed Fa- 
ther. 

But. Or rather of ftealing a Cade of Herringi. 

Cade. For our enemies fhall faile before vs, infpirtd 
with the fpirit (ff putting down Kings and Princes. Com- 
mand filence. 

9»r. Silence. 

Cade, My Father was a Mortimer. 

But. He was an honeft man, and a good Bricklayer. 

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet, I 

Butcb, I knew her well, fhe was a Midwife, I 

Cade. My wife defcended of the Lackt, \ 

But, She was indeed a Pedlers daughter, fc ibid many 
Laces. 

fVeauer, But now of late, not able to traaell with her { 
furr*d Packe, fhe wafhes buckes here at home. | 

Cade. Therefore am I of an honorable houfe. 

But. I by my faith, the field is honourable, and that 
was he borne, vnder a hedge : for his Father had neoer a 
houfe but the Cage. 

Cade. Valiant I am. 

Weauer* A muft needs, for beggery b valiant. 

Cade. I am able to endure much. 

But. No queftion of that : for I haue feene him whipt 
three Market dayes together. 

Cade. I feare neither fword, nor fire. 

Wea. He neede not feare the fword, for his Ceate is of 
proofe. 

But, But me thinks he fhould fbnd in firare of firt, be- 
ing burnt i'th hand for ftealing of Sheepe. 

Cade. Be braue then, for your Captaine b Braoe, and 
Vowes Reformation. There fhall be in Engbnd, feoea 
halfe peny Loaues fold for a peny : the three hooped pot, 
fhall haue ten hoopes, and I wii make it Fellony to drink 
fmall Beere« All the Realffle fiiall be in Common,an4 in 
Cheapfide fhall my Palfrey go to grafTe : and wboi I as 
King, as King I will be. 

AIL God laue your Maiefly. 

Cjade^ I thanke you good people. There fhall bee no 
mony, all fhall eate and drinke on my Icore, and I will 
apparrell them all in one Liuery, that they may agree like 
Brothers, and worfhip me their, Lord. 

Bta. The firft thing we do, let*s kill all the Lawyers. 

Cade, Nay, that I meane to do. Is not this a lamenti- 
ble thing, that of the skin of an innocent Lambe fbodd 
be made Parchment ; that Parchment being fcribeld ore, 
ihould vndoe a man. Some fay the Bee fttngs, but I £i]f) 
*tis the Bees waxe : for I did but feale once to a thing,afid 
I was neuer mine owne man fince. How now ^ Who's 
there ? 

Enter a Ql^^kf' 

Weauer. The Clearke of Chartam : hee can write ao4 
reade, and caft accompt. 

Cade. O monftrous. 

Wea. We tooke him fetting of boyet Copies. 



The fecotid 'Part of Henry the Sixt. 



139 



Here*8 a VilUine. 

tia*8 a Booke in hit pocket with red Letters in*t 

Nay then he is a Coniurer. 

<fay, he can make Obligations, and write Court 

I am forry for*t : The man is a proper man o^ 
nour : vnlefle I finde him guilty, he ihall not die. 
;her firrah, I muft examine thee : What is thy 

. EMUMUiU. 

rhey vfe to writ it on the top of Letters: 'Twill 

nth you. 

«t me alone : Doil thou y(e to write thy name? 

hou a marke to thy £tlfe, Jike a honeft plain dea- 

'. Sir I thanke God, 1 haue bin fo well brought 

[ can write my name. 

fe hath confeft : away with him : he*s a Villaine 

litor. 

Away with him I fay : Hang him %^th his Pen 

-home about his necke. 

Exit one mtb the Clearly 
Enter vMicbaeL 
Where's our Generall ? 
Heere I am thou particular fellow. 
Fly, fly, fly, Sir Humfrey Stafford and his brother 
»y, with the Kings Forces. 
Stand villaine, ftand, or lie fell thee downe : he 
ncountred with a man as good as himfelfe. He 
jiight, is a ? 
No. 

To «quall him I will make my felfe a knight pre- 
iiie vp Sir lobn c^ortimer. Now haue at him. 

tier Sir Humfrey Stafford^ and bis Brother ^ 
with Drum and Soldiers. 

Rebellious Hinds, the filth and fcum of Kent, 
or the Gallowes : Lay your Weapons downe, 
your Cottages : forfake this Groome. 
; is merciful!, if you reuolt. 
lut angry, wrathfuii, and inclined to blood, 
forward : therefore yeeld, or dye. 
\s for thefe fil ken -coated flaues I paflTe not, 
»u good people, that 1 fpeake, 
>m (in time to come) I hope to raigne : 
rightfull heyre vnto the Crowne. 
Villaine, thy Father was a Playfterer, 
thy felfe a Sheareman, art thou not? 
And Adam was a Gardiner, 
.nd what of that ? 

Marry, this Edmund Mortimer Earle of March, 
he Duke of Qarence daughter, did he not ? 
fir. 

)y her he had two children at one birth, 
'hat's £il(e. 
[, there's the qoeftion $ But I fay, 'tis true : 

of them being put to nurfe, 

begger-woman ilolne away, 
rant of his birth and parentage. 
Bricklayer, when he came to age. 
am I, deny it if you can. 
fay, *tis too true, therefore he fluU be King. 
»ir, be made a Chimney in my Fathers houie, tc 
es are aliue at this day to teftifie it : therefure 
>t. 



Siaf. And will you credit this bafe Drudges Wordes, 
that fpeakes he knowes not what. 

•AIL 1 marry will we : therefore get ye gone. 
^ro, lackf Cade, the D.of York hath taught you thi^ 
Cade. He lyes, for I inuented it my felfe. Go too Sir- 
rah, tell the King firom me, that for hb Fathers fake Hen- 
ry the fift, (in whole time, boyes went to Span- counter 
ror French Crownes) I am content he fliall raigne, but lie 
be Protedor ouer him. 

butcher. And furthermore, wee'l haue the Lord Sayet 
head, for felling the Dukedome of Maine. 

Cade And good reafon : for thereby is England m;un*d 
And faine to go with a ftaflre,but that my puiflance holds 
it vp. Fellow' Kings, I tell you, that that Lord Say hath 
gelded the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch : ^ 
more then that, he can fpeake French, and therefore hee is 
a Traitor. 

Staf. O groflfe and miferable ignorance. 

Cade. Nay anfwcr if you can : The Frenchmen are our 
enemies : go too then, I ask but this: Can he that fpeaks 
with the tongue of an enemy, be a good Councellour, or 
no? 

All. No, no, and therefore wee'l haue his head. 

Bro. Well, feeing gentle words will not preuayle, 
Aflaile them with the Army of the King. 

Staf. Herald away, and throughout euery Towne, 
Proclaime them Traitors that are vp with Cade^ 
That thofe which flye before the battell ends. 
May euen in their Wiues and Childrens fight, 
Be hang'd vp for example at their doores : 
And you that be the Kings Friends follow me. Exit. 

Cade. And you that loue the Commons, follow me: 
Now fliew your felues men, 'tis for Liberty. 
We will not leaue one Lord, one Gentleman: 
Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted (hooen^ 
For they are thrifty honeft men, and fuch 
As would (but that they dare not) uke our parts. 

9»r. They are all in order, and march toward vs. 

Cade. But then are we in order, when we are moft out 
of order. Come, march forward. 

jSlarumt to thefgbt^ vberein both the Stafford* arefUane, 
Enter Cade and the reft. 

Cade. Where's Dicke, the Butcher of Afliford ? 

^ut. Heere fir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like Sheepe and Oxen^ Sc 
thou behaued'ft thy felfe, as if thou hadft beene in thine 
owne Slaughter-houfe: Therfore thus will I reward thee, 
the Lent ihall bee as long againe as it is , and thou ihalt 
haue a Licenfe to kill for a hundred lacking one. 

But. I defire no more. 

Cade. And to fpeake truth, thou deferu'ft no lefle. 
This Monument of the victory will 1 beare, and the bo- 
dies fliall be dragg'd at my horfe heeles, till I do come to 
London, v^here we will haue the Maiors fword bom be- 
fore vs. 

But. If we meane to thriue,and do good, breake open 
the Gaoles, and let out the Prifoners. 

Cade. Feare not that I warrant thee. Come, let's march 
towards London. Exeunt. 

Enter the King with a Supplication^and the Queene with Suf- 
foll^es headf the DuJ(e of Buc\ingbam^ and the 
Lord Say. 
Queene. Oft haue I heard that greefe foftens the mind. 

And 
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And makes it fearefull and degenerate, 
Thinke therefore on reuenge, and ccafe to weepe. 
But who can ceafe to weepe, and looke on this. 
Heere may his head lye on my throbbing breft : 
But whete's the body that I iliDuld imbrace } 

fBuc. What anfwer makes your Grace to the Rebells 
Supplication P 

Ktng. He fend fome holy Bifhop to intreat : 
For God forbid, Co many fimple foules 
Should perifli by the Sword. And 1 my fclfe. 
Rather then bloody Warre fliall cut them fliort, 
Will parley with Iac{e Cade their Gcnerall. 
But flay, lie read it ouer once againe. 

j^. Ah barb^irous villaines : Hath this louely face, 
Rul'd like a wandering Plan net ouer me. 
And could it not inforce them to relent, 
That were vnworthy to behold the fime. 

Kingt Lord Say^ Iacl(e Cade hath fworne to huae thy 
head. 

Say. I, but I hope your HighnefTe fliall haue his. 

King. How now Madam? 
Still lamenting and mourning for SufFolkes death ? 
I feare me (Loue) if that I had beene dead, 
Thou would'ft not haue mourn*d fo much for me. 

^. No my Loue, I fhould not mourne, but dye for 
thee. 

Enter a MeJJenger, 

King. How now? What newes ? Why com*ft thou in 
fuch hade ? 

Mef. The Rebels are in Southwatke : Fly my Lord : 
lacl^ Cade proclaimes himfeWe Jjord Mortimer^ 
Dekended from the Duke of Clarence houfe. 
And calles your Grace Vfurper, openly. 
And vowes to Crowne himfelfe in Weftminfter. 
His Army is a ragged multitude 
Of Hindes and Pezants, rude and mercilefle : 
Sir Humfrey Stafford^ and his Brothers death. 
Hath giuen them heart and courage to proceede : 
All Schollers, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, 
They call falfe Catterpillers, and intend their death. 

ATm.Oh graceleffe men: they know not what they do. 

BucJ^. My gracious Lord, retire to KiUingworth, 
Vntill a power be raised to put them downe. 

Qu^. Ah were the Duke ofSuftblke nowaliue, 
Thele KentiHi Rebels would be foone appeas*d. 

King. Lord Say^ the Traitors hateth thee. 
Therefore away with vs to KiUingworth. 

Say. So might your Graces perfon be in danger : 
The fight of me is odious in their eyes : 
And therefore in this Citty will I ftay. 
And liue alone as fecret as I may. 

Enter another Mejfenger, 

Mejf. lacl^ Qade hath gotten London-bridge^ 
The Citizens flye and forfake their houfes : 
The Rafcall people, thirfting after prey, 
loyne with the Traitor, and they ioyntly fweare 
To fpoyle the City, and your Royall Court. 

Buc. Then linger not my Lord, away, take horfe. 

King. Come Margaret^ God our hope will fuccor vs. 

Sh» My hope is gone, now Suffolke is deceafl. 

King. Farewell my Lord, truft not the Kcntifli Rebels 

Buc. Truft no body for feare you betraid. 

Say. The truft I haue, is in mine innocence, 



And therefore am I bold and refolute. 



Exeums"^ 



Enter Lor4 Scales vpon the Ttncer vaD^ng. 'then ettter-M 
tvfo or three Citi%eni heiov^. 

Scales. How now? Is Iac(e Cade flaine ? 
i.C/V. No my Lord, nor likely to be ftaine : 
For they haue wonne the Bridge, 
Killing all thofe that withftand them : 
The L. Maior craues ayd of your Honor from the Tower / 
To defend the City firom the Rebels. 

Scales. Such ayd as 1 can fpare you (hall command. 
But I am troubled heere with them my felfe, 
The Rebels haue afTayM to win the Tower. 1 

But get you to Smith field, and gather head, j 

And thither I will fend you Ma f hew Gcfe. 
Fight for your King, your Countrey,and your Liues, 
And fo farwell, for 1 muft hence againe. Exmt 

Enter Iac(e Cade and the reft, andjfril^s hi 
fiaffe on London fione. 

Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, 
And heere fitting vpon London Stone, 
I charge and command, that of the Cities coft 
The piftlng Conduit run nothing but Clarret Wine 
This firft yeare of our raigne. 
And now henceforward it ihall be Treafon for any, 
That calles me other then Lord Mortimer. 
Enter a Soldier running. 

Soul. Iae{e Cade, Iac{e Cade. 

Cade* Knocke him downe there. They ^tllbi»- 

^ut. If this Fellow be wife, hee*l neuer call yce Uc\( 
Cade more, I thinke he hath a very faire warning. 

DicJ(e. My Lord, there's an Army gathered together 
in Smithfield. 

Cade. Come, then let's go fight with them : 
But firft, go and fet London Bridge on fire, 
And if you can, burne downe the Tower too. 
Come, let's away. Exeunt omnes. 

jSIarums. c^athew Qoffe iejlainyand all the refi. 
Then enter Iaci(e Cade, with bit Company. 

Cade. So firs : now go fome and pull down the Saooy: 
Others to'th Innes of Court, downe with them all. 

Hut. I haue a fuite vnto your Lordftiip. 

Cade. Bee it a Lordfliippe, thou (halt haue it for that 
word. 

^ut. Onely that the Lawes of England may come OQt | 
of your mouth. 

John. Mafte 'twill be fore Law then, for he was thnift 
in the mouth with a Speare, and 'tis not whole yet. 

Smith. Nay John, it wil b^ ftinking Law, for his breath 
ftinkes with eating toafted cheefe. 

Qade. I haue thought vpon it, it (hall bee fo. Away, 
burne all the Records of the Realme, my mouth (hall be 
the Parliament of England. 

John. Then we are like to haue biting Statutes 
VnlefTe his teeth be pull'd out. 

Cade. And hence-forward all things (hall be in Com- 
mon. Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef. My Lord, a prize, a prize, heeres the Lord &^ 
which fold the Townes in France. He that made vs pay 
one and twenty Fifteenes, and one (hilling to the pound, 
the laft Subfidie. 

Buttr 
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Enter Gtorge^Vfttb the Lord Say. 

Well, hee fhall be beheaded fbr it ten times : 
u Say, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord, now 
J within point-blanke of our lurifdidtion Regall. 
anft thou anfwer to my Maiefty, for giuing vp of 
idie vnto Mounfieur Bafimecu, the Dolphine of 
' Be it knowne vnto thee by theie prefence, euen 
lence of Lord Mortimer^ that I am the Beefome 
ift fweepe the Court deane of fuch filth as thou 
lou haft moft traiteroufly corrupted the youth of 
Ime, in ere£^ing a Grammar Schoole : and where- 
e, our Fore-fathers had no other Bookes but the 
id the Tally, thou hail caufed printing to be vs*d, 
trary to the King, his Crowne, and Dignity, thou 
It a Paper-Mil 1. It will be prooued to thy Face, 
>u haft men about thee, that vfually talke of a 
and a Yerbe, and fuch abhominable wordes, as 
ftian eare can endure to heare. Thou haft appoin- 
ices of Peace, to call poore men before them, a- 
itters they were not able to anfwer. Moreouer, 
ft put them in prifon, and becaufe they could not 
[lou haft hang'd them, when (indeede) onely fbr 
ife they haue beene moft worthy to liue . Thou 
: in a foot-cloth, doft thou not? 
What of that? 

Marry, thou ought*ft not to let thy horfe weare 
e, when honefter men then thou go in their Hofe 
iblets. 

. And worke in their ihirt to, as my felfe for ex- 
that am a butcher. 
You men of Kent. 
What fay you of Kent. 
Nothing but this : *Tis hena terra^ mala gens . 

Away with him, away with him, he fpeaks La- 

Heare me but fpeake, and beare mee wher*e you 
ill: 

1 the Commenuries Cafar writ, 
d the ciuerft place of all this Ifle: 
i the Covntry, becaufe full of Riches, 
ople Liberal), Valiant, Adtiue, Wealthy, 
makes me hope you are not void of pitty. 
ot e^awtf I loft not Ncrmandie^ 
recouer them would loofe my life: 
vith fauour haue I alwayes done, 
and Teares haue mou^d me, Gif^s could neuer. 
laue I ought exacted at your hands ? 
maintaine, the King, the Realme and you, 
ifb haue I beftow'd on learned Clearkes, 
my Booke preferr*d me to the King, 
ing Ignorance is the curfe of God, 
dge the Wing wherewith we flye to heauen. 
you be pofleft with diuellifti fpirits, 
mot but forbeare to murther me : 
>ngue hath parlied vnto Forraigne Kings 
r behoofe. 

Tut, when ftruck'ft thou one blow in the field ? 
Great men haue reaching hands:oft haue I ftruck 
hat I neuer fa w, and ftrucke them dead. 
O monfh-ous Cowardl What, to come behinde 

lefe cheekes are pale fbr watching for your good 
Giae him a box o*th*eare, and that wil make *em 
ne. 



Say. Long fitting to determine poore mens caufes, 
Hath made me full of ficknefTe and difrafes. 

Cade, Ye ihall haue a hempen Candle then,& the help 
of hatchet. 

Dicl^. Why doft thou quiuer man ? 

Say, The Pallie, and not feare prouokes me. 

Cade. Nay, he noddes at vs, as who (hould fay. He be 
euen with you. He fee if his head will fbnd fteddier on 
a pole, or no : Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me : wherein haue 1 offended moft f 
Haue I affe^ed wealth, or honor ? Speake. 
Are my Chefts fiird vp with extorted Gold ? 
Is my Apparrell fumptuous to behold ? 
Whom haue I iniur'd, that ye feeke my death ? 
Thefe hands are free from guiltlefTe bloodfhedding. 
This breaft from harbouring foule deceitful! thoughts. 
O let me liue. 

Cade. I feele remorfe in my felfe with his words : but 
He bridle it ; he fhall dye, and it bee but for pleading fo 
well fbr his life. Away with him, he ha's a Familiar vn- 
der his Tongue, he fpeakes not a Gods name. Goe, take 
him away I fay, and ftrike off his head prefently,and then 
breake into his Sonne in Lawes houfe. Sir lames Cromer^ 
and ftrike off his head, and bring them both vppon two 
poles hither. 

All. It fhall be done. 

Sey.AYk Countrimen : If when you make your prair*s, 
God fhould be fo obdurate as your lelues : 
How would it fare with your departed foules, 
And therefore yet relent, and faue my life. 

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye : the 
proudeft Peere in the Realme, ftull not weare a head on 
his (boulders, vnleffe hi pay me tribute : there fhall not 
a maid be married, but fhe fhall pay to me her Mayden- 
head ere they haue it : Men fh^ll hold of mee in Capite. 
And we charge and command, that their wiues be as fi'ee 
as heart can wifh, or tongue can telL 

Dicl^. My Lord, 
When fhall we go to Cheapfide, and take vp commodi- 
ties vpon our billes ? 

Cade. Marry prefently. 

Jill, O braue. 

Enter one Vfitb the beads. 

Cade. But is not this brauer : 
Let them kifTe one another : For they lou*d well 
When they were aliue. Now part them againe, 
Leaft they confult about the giuing vp 
Of fome more Townes in France. Soldiers, 
Deferre the fpoile of the CitieVndll night: 
For with thefe borne before vs,in fteed of Maces, 
Will we ride through the ftreets,& at euery Corner 
Haue them kifTe. Away. Exit 

tAlarumy and Retreat. Enter againe Cadey 
and all bu rabblement , 

Cade. Vp Fifh-ftreete, downe Saint Magnes corner, 
kill and knocke downe, throw them into Thames : 

Sound a parley. 

What noife is this I heare ? 

Dare any be fo bold to found Retreat or Parley 

When I command them kill? 

o Enter 
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EnStr BuckingbaMjOnd old Clifford. 
9«r. I heere they be, chat dare and will difturb thee : 
Know Cade, we come Ambafladors from the King 
Vnto the Commons, whom thou haft mifled, 
And heere pronounce free pardon to them ally 
That will forlalcc thee, and go home in peace. 

Ciif. What fay ye Countrimen, will ye relent 
And yeeld to mercy, whtl'ft ^riM offered you, 
Or let a rabble leade you to your deaths. 
Who loues the King, and will imbrace his pardon, 
Fling vp his cap, and fay, God faue his Maiefty. 
Who hatech him, and honors not his Father, 
Henry the fift, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his weapon at vs, and paffe by. 

o^/. God faue the King, God faue the King. 

Ct^r. What Buckingham and Clifford are ye fo braue ? 
And you bafe Pezants, do ye beleeue him, will you needs 
be hang*d with your Par Jons about your neckes^ Hath 
my fword therefore broke through London gates, that 
you (hould leaue me at the White-heart in South warke* 
1 thought ye would neuer haue giuen out thele Armes til 
you had recouered your ancient Fteedome. But you are 
all Recreants and Daftards, and delight to liue in flauerie 
to the Nobility. Let them breake your backes with bur- 
thens, take your houfes ouer your heads, rauiih your 
Wiues and Daughters before your faces. For me, I will 
make fhift for one, and fo Gods CurfTe light vppon you 
alL 

Jill. WeeM follow Cadt^ 
WeeU follow Cade, 

Qif Is C^de the fonne of Henry the fift. 
That thus you do exdaime you*l%o with him. 
Will he condud you through the heart of France, 
And make the meaneft of you Earles and Dukes i 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to flye too : 
Nor knowes he how to liue, but by the fpoile, 
VnlefTe by robbing of your Friends, and vs. 
Wer't not a fhame, that whilft you liue at iarre. 
The fearfuU French, whom you late vanquifhed 
Should make a ftart ore-feas, and vanquiih you ? 
Me thinkes alreadie in this ciuill broyle, 
I fee them Lording it in London ftreets, 
Crying ViUiago vnto all they meete. 
Better ten thoufand bafe-borne Cadei mifcarry. 
Then you fhould fluope vnto a French mans mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you haue lofl : 
Spare England, for it is your Natiue Coail: 
Henry hath mony, you are ftrong and manly : 
God on our fide, doubt not of Vidlorie. 

Jill, A Clifford, a Clififord, 
Wee*l follow the King,and Clifford. 

Cade. Was euer Feather fo lightly blowne too ic fro, 
as this multitude ? The name of Henry the fift, hales them 
to an hundred mifchlefes, and makes them leaue mee de- 
folate. I fee them lay their heades together to furprize 
me. My fword make way for me, for heere is no (laying: 
in defpight of the diuels and hell, haue through the verie 
middefl of you, and heauens and honor be witnefTe, that 
no want of reiblution in mee, but oneiy my Followers 
bafe and ignominious treafons, makes me betake mee to 
my heeles. Exit 

^Buci^. What, is he fied ? Go fome and follow him. 
And he that brings his head vnto the King, 
Shall haue a thoufand Crownes for his reward. 

Exeunt fome of them. 
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Follow me fouldiers, wee^l deuife a meane, 

To reconcile you all vnto the King. Etftiat omet, 

Smmd Trumpett. Enter King ^Qnaenef and 
Somerfet on the Tarras. 

Kitig. Was euer King that ioy*d an earthly Throne, 
And could command no more content then I? 
No fooner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
But I was made a King, at nine months .olde. 
Was neuer Subiedl long*d to be a King, 
As I do long and wifla to he a SubiedL 

Bnier Buci^ngbam and Clifford. 

Bye, Health and glad tydings to your Maiefty. 
Kin. Why Buckingham, is the Traitor Cade fvrpris'd? j 
Or is he but recir*d to make him flrong? 

Enter Multitudes with Halters about tbesr 
Neckes. 

Clif. He is fled my Lord, and all his powers do yeeld, 
And humbly thus with halters on their neckes, 
£xpe^ your HighnefTe doome of life, or death. 

King. Then heauen fet ope thy euerlafting gates. 
To entertaine my vowes of tbankes and praife. 
Souldiers, this day haue you redeemed your lines. 
And ihew'd how well you loue your Prince U Couotrejr: 
Continue flill in this fo good a minde, 
And Henry though he be infortunate, 
AfTure your felues will neuer be vokinde i 
Artd fo with thankes, and pardon to you all, 
I do difmiffe you to your (euerall Countries . 

*A1L God faue the King, God faue the King. 

Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef* Pleafe it your Grace to be aduertifed, 
The Duke of Yorke is newly come fi-om Ireland> 
And with a puiffant and a mighty power 
Of Gallow-glaflfes and ftout Kernes, 
Is marching hitherward in proud array* 
And (fill proclaimeth as he comes along, 
His Armes are ooely to remoue firom thee 
The Duke of Somerfet, whom he tearmes a Traitor. 
King. Thus fhnds my fbte, *twixt Cade and Yocke 
diftrcft. 
Like to a Ship, that hauing (capM a Tempefl, 
Is ftraight way calme, and boorded with a Pyrate. 
But now is Cade driuen backe, his men difpierc'd. 
And now is Yorke in Armes, to fecond him. 
I pray thee Buckingham go and meete him. 
And aske him what's the reafon of thefe Armes : 
Tell him. He fend Duke Edmund to the Tower, 
And Somerfet we will commit thee thither, 
Vntill his Army be difmifl from him. 

Somerfet, My Lord, 
He yeelde my felfe to prifon willingly. 
Or vnto death, to do my Countrey good. 

King. In any cafe, be not to rough in tenses. 
For he is fierce, and cannot brooke hard Language. 
Buc. I will my Lord, and doubt not lb to dcale. 
As all things fhall redound vnto your good. 

King. Come wife,let*s in, and learne to gouem better, 
For yet may England curfe my wretched raigoe. 

Flourifh. Exemnt. 

Etter 
— - 
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EMter Cadi, 

'ye on Ambitions : fie on my fdfe, thit haue a 
1 yet am ready to famifli. Thefe fiue dales haue 
in thefe Woods, and durft not peepe out, for all 
ry is laid for me : bat now am 1 fo hungry, that 

haue a Leafe of my life for a thoufand yeares, I 
no longer. Wherefore on a Bricke wall haue 
into this Garden, to fee if I can eate GraiTe, or 
llet another while, which is not amilTe to coole 
macke this hot weather : and I think this word 

borne to do me good : for many a time but for 
ly braine-pan had bene cleft with a brown Bill; 
a dme when 1 haue becne dry, ic brauely mar* 
bath feru'd me infteede of a quart pot to drtnke 
ow the word Sallet muft feme me to feed on. 

Etittr IJtn, 
<ord, who would liue turmoyled in the Court, 
enioy fuch quiet walkes as thefe ? 
1 inheritance my Father lef^ me, 
h me, and worth a Monarchy. 
>t to waxe great by others warning, 
wealth I care not with what enuy : 
that 1 haue mainuines my ftate, 
I the poore well pleafed from my gate. 
Ieere*s the Lord of the foile come to (eize me 
, for entering his Fee-fimple without leaue. A 
thott wilt betray me, and get a 1000. Crownes 
ng by carrying my head to him , but He make 
Iron like an Oilridge, and fwallow my Sword 
It pin ere thou and 1 part. 
V¥hy rude Companion, whatibere thou be, 
ee not, why then fhould 1 betray thee? 
lough to breake into my Garden, 
a Theefe to come to rob my grounds : 
my walles infpight of me the Owner, 
wilt braue me with thefe fawcie termes ? 
Braue thee ? I by the beft blood that euer was 
and beard thee to. Looke on mee well, I haue 
leate thefe fiue dayei, yet come thou and thy 
and if I doe not leaue you all as dead as a doore 
ay God 1 may neuer eate gralTe more, 
^ay, it fhall nere be faid, while England flands, 
Kander Iden an £fquire of Kent, 
des to combate a poore famiiht man. 
ly ftedfafl gazing eyes to mine, 
u canft out-face me with thy lookes : 
to limbe, and thou art farre the leiTer t 
is but a finger to my fifti 
; a fticke compared with this Truncheon, 
fhall fight with all the ftrength thou haft, 
ae arme be heaued in the Ayre, 
: is digged already in the earth : 
•rds, whofe grratnefife anrwer*s words, 
ny fword report what fpeech forbeares. 
By my Valour : the moft compleate Champi- 
ler I heard. Steele, if thou tume the edge, or 
ut the burly bon*d Clowne in chines of Beefe, 
leepc in thy Sheath, 1 befcech loue on my knees 
ft be turn*d to Hobnailes. 

Httre they Fight, 

aine. Famine and no other hath flaine me, let ten 



thoufand diuelles come againft me, and giue me but the 
ten meales 1 haue loft, and Tde defie them all. Wither 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do 
dwell in this houfe, becauie the ynconquered foule of 
Cade is fied. 

Iden. Is*t Cade that I haue Aain,that monftrous traitor? 
Sword, 1 will hallow thee for this thy deede. 
And hang thee oVe my Tombc, when I am dead. 
Ne*re Hull this blood be wiped from thy point. 
But thou ftialt weare it as a Heralds coate. 
To emblaze the Honor that thy Mafter got. 

Cade. Iden fiirewell, and be proud of thy victory: Tell 
Kent from me, ihe hath loft her beft man, and exhort all 
the World to be Cowards : For I that neuer feared any, 
am vanquifhed by Famine, not by Valour. Dyet. 

Id.How much thou wrong'ft me,heauen be my iudge; 
Die damned Wretch, the curfe of her that bare thee 1 
And as I thruft thy body in with my fword. 
So wifh 1, 1 might thruft thy foule to hell. 
Hence will I dragge thee headlong by the heeles 
Vnto a dunghill, which fliall be thy graue. 
And there cut off thy moft vngracious head. 
Which I will beare in triumph to the King, 
Leauing thy tninke for Crowes to feed vpon. Exit, 

Enter Torl^y and bit •Army »f Irijbf with 
Drum and Colours. 

Tor. From Ireland thus comes York to claim his right. 
And plucke the Crowne from feeble Henriet head. 
Ring Belles alowd, burne Bonfires cleare and bright 
To entertaine great Englands lawfuU King. 
Ah SanBa Ma'ufias\ who would not buy thee deere ? 
Let them obey, that knowes not how to Rule. 
This hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 
I cannot giue due adion to my vrords. 
Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 
A Scepter fhall it haue, haue I a foule. 
On which He tofle the Fleure-de-Luce of France, 

Enter Buckingham, 

Whom haue we heere ? Buckingham to difturbe me ? 
The king hath fent him fure : 1 muft diflemble. 

^uc. Yorke,if thou meaneft wel, I greet thee well. 

Tor. Humfrey of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting. 
Art thou a Meffenger, or come of picafure. 

^uc. A Mefienger from Henry^ our dread Liege, 
To know the reafon of thefe Armes in peace. 
Or why, thou being a Sublet, as I am, 
Againft thy Oath, and true Ailegeance fworne. 
Should raife fo great a power without his leaue ? 
Or dare to bring thy Force fo neere the Court i 

Tor, Scarfe can I fpeake, my ChoUer is fo great. 
Oh I could hew vp Rockes, and fight with Flint, 
I am Co angry at thefe abied tearmes. 
And now like jiiax Telamonimy 
On Sheepe or Oxen could I fpend my furie. 
I am farre better borne then is the king : 
More like a King, more Kingly in my thoughts. 
But I muft make ^ire weather yet a while, 
Till Henry be more weake,and I more ftrong^ 
Buckingham, I prethee pardon me. 
That I haue giuen no anfwer all this while: 
My minde was troubled with dcepe Melancholly. 
The cauie why I haue brought this Armie hither, 

02 Is 



144- 



Tbefecond 'Part of Henry the Sixt. 



Is to remoue proud Somerfet from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 

^u£. That is too much prefuroption on thy part : 
But if thy Armes be to no other end, * 

The King hath yeelded vnto thy demand : 
The Duke of Somerfet is in the Tower. 

Torl^e. Vpon thine Honor is he Prifoner ? 

Buc\. Vpon mine Honor he is Prifoner. 

Torl^e. Then Buckingham I do difmiife my Powrei. 
Souldiers, I thanke you all : difperfe your felues : 
Meet me to morrow in S. Georges Field , 
You Hiall haue pay, and euery thing you wifli. 
And let my Soueraigne, vertuous Henry, 
Command my eldeft fonne, nay all my fonnes, 
As pledges of my Fealtie and Loue, 
He fend them all as willing as I liue : 
Lands, Goods, Horfe, Armor, any thing I haue 
Is his to vfe, fu Somerfet may die. 

Buc. Yorke, I commend this kinde fubmidion, 
We twaine will go into his HighnelTe Tent. 

Enter King and ^Attendants. 
I King. Buckingham, doth Yorke intend no harme to vs 
That thus he marcheth with thee arme in arme? 

Torl^. In all fubmiliion and humility, 
Yorke doth prefent himfelfe vnto your HighneiTe. 
K. Then what intends thefe Forces thou doft bring ? 
Tor, To heaue the Traitor Somerfet from hence, 
And 6ght againft that monftrous Rebell Cade, 
Who fince I beard to be difcomfited. 

Enter Iden vitb Cades bead, 

Iden. If one fo rude, and of fo meane condition 
May pafle into the prefence of a King : 
Loe, I prefent your Grace a Traitors head. 
The head of Cade, whom I in combat Hew. 

King.The head of Gw^^Great God, how iuft art thou? 
Oh let me view his Vifage being dead, 
That liuing wrought me fuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that flew him ? 

Iden. I was, an*t like your Maiefty. 

King. How art rhou cairdP And what is thy degree ? 

Iden. ^Alexander Iden, that*s my name, 
A poore Efquire of Kent, that loues his King. 

Buc, So pleife it you my Lord, 'twere not amiflfe 
He were created Knight for his good feruice. 

King. Iden, kneele downe, rife vp a Knight: 
We giue thee for reward a rhoufand Markes, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on vs. 

Iden. May Iden liue to merit fuch a bounde, 
And neuer liue but true vnto his Liege. 

Enter Queene and Somerfet. 
AT.See Buckingham. Somerfet comes with th^Queene, 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 

Qu. For thoufand Yorkes he fliall not hide his head. 
But boldly ftand, and front him to his face. 
Tor. How now^ is Somerfet at libertie ? 
Then Yorke vnloofe thy long imprifoned thoughts. 
And let thy tongue be equall with thy heart. 
Shall I endure the fight of Somerfet f 
Falfe King, why hail thou broken faith with me. 
Knowing how hardly I can brooke abufe ? 
I King did I call thee ? No: thou art not King : 
{ Not fit to goueme and rule multitudes, 
I Which dar'fl not, no nor canfl not rule a Traitor. 



That Head of thine doth not become a Crowne : 
Thy Hand is made to graspe a Palmers flaffe, 
And not to grace an awefull Princely Scepter. 
That Gold, mufl round engirt thefe browes of mine, 
Whofe Smile and Frowne, like to jicbilles Speare 
Is able with the change, to kill and cure. 
Heere is a hand to hold a Scepter vp. 
And with the fame to a6te controlling Lawes : 
Giue place : by heauen thou fhaltrule no more 
OVe him, whom heauen created for thy Ruler. 

Som. O monflrous Traitor ! I arrefl thee Yorke 
Of Capitall Treafon*gainft the King and Crowne : 
Obey audacious Traitor, kneele fur Grace. 

Tor(. Wold*fl haue me kneele.'Firfl let me ask of thee, 
If they c^in brooke I bow a knee to man : 
Sirrah, call in my fonne to be my bale : 
I know ere they will haue me go to Ward, 
They*l pawne their fwords of my infranchifement. 

Slu. Call hither Clifford, bid him come amaine. 
To fay, if that the Baflard boyes of Yorke 
Shall be the Surety for their Traicor Father. 

Torl^. O blood -befpotted Neopolitan, 
Out-caft of Naples, Englands bloody Scourge, 
The fonnes of Yorke, thy betters in their birth. 
Shall be their Fathers baile, and bane to thofe 
That for my Surety will refufe the Boyes. 

Enter Edward and J^ebard.* 
See where they come. He warrant they*l make it good. 
Enter afford. 

^u. And here comes Clifford to deny their baile. 

Clif. Health, and all happineffe to my Lord the King. 

Tor. I thanke thee Clifford: Say, what newes with thee? 
Nay, do not fright vs with an angry looke : 
We are thy Soueraigne Clifford, kneele againe ; 
For thy mifbking fo. We pardon thee. 

C/if. This is my King Yorke, I do not miftake, 
But thou miflakes me much to thinke 1 do. 
To Bedlem with him, is the man growne mad. 

King, I Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious humor 
Makes him oppofe himfelfe againft his King. 

Clif. He is a Traitor, let him to the Tower, 
And chop away that fadious pate of his. 

Qu. He is atrefled, but will not obey : 
His fonnes (he fayes)fhall giue their words for him. 

Tor. Will you not Sonnes? 

Edv^. I Noble Father, if our words willferue. 

Ricb. And if words will not, then our Weapons fhaU 

Clif, Why what a brood of Traitors haue %ve heere ? 

Tori(e. Looke in a Glaffe, and call thy Image (o, 
I am thy King, and thou a falfe-heart Traitor : 
Call hither to the ftake my two braue Beares, 
That with the very fhaking of their Chaines, 
They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking Curres, 
Bid Salsbury and Warwicke come to me. 

Enter tbe Earles of W'arwici(e, amd 
Salifbury. 

C///.Are thefe thy Bearet? Wee'l bate thy Bean to death, 
And manacle the Berard in their Chaines, 
If thou dar*ft bring them to the bayting place. 

%icb. Oft haue I feene a hot ore- weening Curre, 
Run backe and bite, becaufe he was with-held, 
Who being fuffer'd with the Beares fell paw, 
Hath clapt his uile, betweene his legges and cride. 
And fuch a peece of feruice will you do, 
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•ppofe your felues to match Lord Warwicke. 

Hence heape of wrath, foule indigefted lumpe, 
»ked in thy manners, as thy fhape. 
Nay we fluU heate you thorowly anon. 

Take heede leaft by your heate you bume your 

•. Why Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 

bbury, fhame to thy filuer haire, 

lad mifleader of thy brain-ficke fonne, 

rilt thou on thy death-bed play the Ruffian^ 

:ke for (brrow with thy Spedbcles f 

tre is Faith ?Oh, where is Loyalty ? 

baniiht firom the froftie head, 

dull it 6nde a harbour in the earth i 

00 go digge a graue to finde out Warre^ 
ime thine honourable Age with blood ? 
t thou old, and want*ft experience ^ 
refbre doeft abufe it, if thou haft it ? 
me in dutie bend thy knee to me, 
>wes vnto the graue with mickle age. 
My Lord, I haue confidered with my felfe 
tie of this moft renowned Duke, 

my conicience, do repute his grace 

bt&ll heyre to Englands Royall feate. 

. Hafl thou not fworne Allegeance, vnto me? 

1 haue. 

^nft thou difpenfe with heauen for fuch an oath ? 

It is great finne, to fweare vnto a finne : 

ater finne to keepe a finfiiU oath : 

tn be bound by any folemne Vow 

I rourdVous deede, to rob a man, 

e a fpotleiTe Virgins Chaftitie, 

le the Orphan of his Patrimonie, 

ig the Widdow from her cuftom*d right, 

lue no other reafon for this wrong, 

t he was bound by a folemne Oath ? 

A fubtle Traitor needs no Sophifler. 

. Call Buckingham, and bid him arme himfelfe. 

r. Call Buckingham, and all the firiends thou haft, 

fblu*d for death and dignitie. 

"MfJTht fsrft I warrant thee, if dreames proue true 

. You were beft to go to bed, and dreame againe, 

pe thee from the Tempeft of the field. 

Ctlf, I am refolu*d to beare a greater florme, 

ny thou canft coniure vp to day : 

at lie write vpon thy Burgonet, 

I but know thee by thy houfed Badge, 

'. Now by my Fathers badge, old Neuih Creft, 

npant iBeare chained to the ragged fhffe, 

ly lie weare aloft my Burgonet, 

I Mountaine top, the Cedar fhewes, 
eepes his leaues infpight of any ftorme, 
» affright thee with the view thereof. 

"Uif. And from thy Burgonet He rend thy Beare, 
ead it vnder foot with all contempt, 
It the Bearard, that proteds the Beare. 
Rf. And fo to Armes vidorious Father, 

II the Rebels, and their Complices. 

. Fie, Charitie for fhame, fpeake not in fpight, 
1 fhall fup with lefu Chrift to night. 
*lif. Foule flygnuticke that*s more then diou 
rll. 
If not in heauen, youU furely fup in hell. Exeunt 

Enter fVarwki^, 
'. Cliflbrd of Cumberland, *ti8 Warwicke calles : 
thou doft not hide thee from the Beare, 



Now when the angrie Trumpet founds alarum, 
And dead mens cries do fill the emptie ayre, 
Clifford I fav, come forth and fight with me. 
Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes. 
Enter Tor^e. 

^ar. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-fbot. 

Yor, The deadly handed Clifford flew my Steed : 
But match to match I haue encountred him. 
And made a prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes 
£uen of the bonnie beaft he loued fo well. 
Enter Clifford, 

JVar, Of one or bo'th of vs the time is come. 

Tor. Hold Warwick: feek thee out fome other chace 
For I my felfe muft hunt this Deere to death. 

War, Then nobly Yorke, 'tis for a Crown thou fightft: 
As I intend CUfFord to thriue to day. 
It greeues my foule to leaue theee vnaffaiFd. Emt War, 

Oif. What feeft thou in me Yorke ? 
Why doft thou paufe ? 

Torl^. With thy braue bearing fhould I be in loue. 
But that thou art fo faft mine enemie. 

Qif. Nor fhould thy prowefTe want praife it, efteeme, 
But that 'tis fhewne ignobly, and in Treafon. 

Yorl^e, So let it helpe me now againft thy fword. 
As I in iuftice, and true right expreffe it. 

Clif. My foule and bodie on the adiion both. 

Tor. A dreadful! lay, addreffe thee inftantly. 

QHf. La Jin Corrone let eumenet. 

Tor, Thus Warre hath giucn thee peace, for y art ftiU, 
Peace with his foule, heauen if it be thy will. 
Enter yong Clifford, 

Ciif. Shame and Confufion all is on the rout, 
Feare frames diforder, and diforder wounds 
Where it fhould guard. O Warre, th'ou fonne of hell, 
Whom angry heauens do make their minifter, 
Throw in the fi-ozen bofomes of our part. 
Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldier flye. 
He that is truly dedicate to Warre, 
Hath no felfe-loue : nor he that loues himfelfe. 
Hath not effentially, but by circumftance 
The name of Valour. O let the vile world end. 
And the premifed Flames of the Laft day. 
Knit earth and heauen together. 
Now let the generall Trumpet blow h'ls Waft, 
Particularities, and pettie founds 
To ceafe. Was't thou ordain'd (deere Father) 
To loofe thy youth in peace, and to atcheeue 
The Siluer Liuery of aduifed Age, 
And in thy Reuerence, and thy Chaire-dayes, thus 
T o die in Rufiian battell ? Euen at this fight. 
My heart is turn'd to ftene : and while 't'ls mine. 
It fhall be ftony. Yorke, not our old men fpares : 
No more will I their Babes, Teares Virginall, 
^all be to me, euen as the Dew to Fire, 
And Beautie, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes. 
Shall to my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax : 
Henceforth, I will not haue to do with pitty. 
Meet I an infant of the houfe of Yorke, 
Into as many gobbits will I cut it 
As wilde cMedea yong Ahprtis did. 
In cruelty, will I feeke out my Fame. 
Come thou new mine of oldc Cliffords houfe : 
As did e/£irfiM old j4nciyfes beare. 
So beare I thee vpon my manly fhoulders : 
But then, c/£neas bare a liuing loade j 

o 3 Nothing 
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Nothing fo heauy as thefe woes of mine. 

Enter Riebard^iind Somtrfet to fight. 

Rich. So lye thou there : 
For vndemeath an Ale-houfe paltry figne, 
The Cattle in S. tAlhom, Somerfct 
Hath made the Wizard famous in his death : 
Sword, hold thy temper ; Heart, be wrathfull ftill : 
Priefts pray for enemies, but Princes kill. 
Fight, Excurfioni, 

Enter Kingy Slueene^and others, 
Qu. Away my Lord, you are How, for fhame away. 
King. Can we outrun the Heauens ? Good Margaret 
(by. 

Qu, What are you made of? You*l nor fight nor fiy: 
Now IS it manhood, wiredome,and defence. 
To giue the enemy way, and to fecure vs 
By what we can, which can no more but flye. 

•Alar ton afarre off. 
If vou be tane, we then (hould fee the bottome 
Of all our Fortunes : but if we haply fcape, 
f As well we may, if not through your negled) 
We ihall to London get, where you are louM, 
And where this breach now in our Fortunes made 
May readily be ftopt. 

Enter Clifford, 

QUf, But that my hearts on future mifcheefe fet, 
I would fpeake blafphemy ere bid you flye : 
But flye you muft : Vncureable difcomfite 
Reignes in the hearts of all our prefent parts. 
Away for your releel'e, and we will liue 
To (ee their day, and them our Fortune giue. 
Away my Lord, away. Exeunt 



Alarum, Retreat, Enter Tori(e, Richard^ ff^arwk 
and Soldier SyWth Drum& Colours, 

Tor\e, Of Salsbury, who can report of him. 
That Winter Lyon, who in rage forgets 
Aged contufions, and all bruih of Time .- 
And like a Gallant, in the brow of youth » 
Repaires him with Occafion. This happy day 
Is not it felfe, nor haue we wonne one loot, 
IfSalsbuiy be loft. 

Rich, My Noble Father : 
Three times to day I holpe him to his horie. 
Three times bedrid him : Thrice I led him off, 
Perfwaded him from any further z€t : 
But ftill where danger was, ftill there I met hixn. 
And like rich hangings in a homely houfe. 
So was his Will, in his old feeble body, 
But Noble as he is, looke where he comes. 
Enter Salisbury^ 

Sal. Now by my Sword, well haft thou fought to < 
By*th*Mafre fo did we all. I thanke you Richard, 
God knowes how long it is I haue to liue : 
And it hath pleased him that three times to day 
You haue defi^nded me from imminent death. 
Well Lords, we haue not got that which we haue, 
*Tis not enough our foes are this time fled. 
Being oppofites of fuch repayring Nature. 

Torl^. I know our fafety is to follow them, 
For (as I heare) the King is fled to London, 
To call a prefent Court of Parliament : 
Let vs purfue him ere the Writs go forth. 
What fayes Lord Warwicke,fhall we after them/ 

fVar, After them : nay before them if we can : 
Now by my hand ( Lords) *twas a glorious day. 
Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke, 
Shall be eternizM in all Age to come. 
Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to London all, 
And more fuch dayes as theie, to vs bcfall« Bxm 
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The third Part of Henry the Sixt, 

with the death of the Duke of 
Y O R K E. 

^Stus Primus. Sccena Vrima. 



•Alarum, 
r fUmtagenet ^Sdward^RicbardyNorfoH^e^MouMt- 
agutf IVarwicl^e^ and SouJditn, 

fVarmckf. 
jft Wonder how the King efcapM our hands? 
S P/. While we purfu'd the Horfmen of y North, 
2^* %ly ftolc away, and left his men : 
^Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 

Warlike eares could neuer brooke retreat, 
i yp the drouping Army, and himfelfe« 
nfford and Lord Stafird all a-breft 
i ourmaine Battailes Front: and breaking in, 
ty the Swords of common Souldiers flaine. 

Lord Staffordt Father, Duke o\ "Buckjngbam^ 
It (laine or wounded dangerous, 
his Beauer with a down-right blow :, 
liis is tnie (Father) behol4 his blood, 
wt. And Brother, here*s the Earle of Wiltihires 

I encountred as the Battels ioyn'd. (blood, 

I. Speake thou for me, and tell them what I did. 
. Richard hath beft deferuM of all my Tonnes : 
rour Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfet^ 

Such hope haue all the line oflob/i of Gaunt, 
. Thus do I hope to fhake King Henries head, 
w. And fo doe 1, ▼i^rious Prince of Torl^. 
I fee thee feated in that Throne, 

now the Houfe of Lancajier vfurpes, 
\>j Heauen,there eyes flull neuer cloie. 
the Pallace of the fearefull King, 
is the Regall Seat : poflTeflfe it Torl^e^ 
I is thine, and not King Henries Heires. 
'. Ailift me then,rweet ff^arwic\^y and I will, 
her we haue broken in by force. 
*. Wee*le all affift you: he that flyes, ihall dye: 
r.Thankes gentle JV^r/b^, ftay by me my Lords, 
raldiers ftay and lodge by me this Night. 

They goe vp. 
.And when the King comes, ofier him no violence, 
: he feeke to thruft you out perforce. 
.The Queene this day here holds her Parliament, 
dt thinkes we fhall be of her counfaile, 
ds or blowes here let vs winne our right. 

Arm'd as we are,Iet*s ftay within this Houfe. 
». The bloody Parliament fhall this be call'd, 

PlantagenetfDdnt of Yorke,be King, 



And ba/hfuU Henry deposed, whofe Cowardice 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Plant. Then leaue me not, my Lords be refolute, 
I meane to take pofTe/Tion of my Right. 

Warw. Neither the King, nor he that loues him beft. 
The prowdeft hee that holds vp Laneafier^ 
Dares ftirre a Wing,if ^/irw/V^ftiake his Bells. 
He pl^nt Plantagenet^ root him vp who dares : 
Refolue thee Richard^ clayme the £ngli(h Crowne. 

Flourijh, Enter King Henry ^Cliffordy Northumberland^ 
fVeJhnerlandt Exeter^ and the reft. 

Henry, My Lords, looke where the fturdie Rebell fits, 
£uen in the Chayre of State: belike he meanes, 
Backt by tRe power of JVarwic^y that falfe Peere, 
To afpire vnto the Crowne, and reigne as King. 
Earle of Northumberland, he flew thy Father, 
And thine, Lord Qlijford^tc you both haue vow*d reuenge 
On him, his fbnne8,his fiuorites,and his friends. 

Northumb. If I be not, Heauens be reueng'd on roe. 

Clifford, The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in 
Steele. 

^P«/9«i.What,fhall we fufier thisf lets pluck him down, 
My heart for anger burnes, I cannot brooke it. 

Henry. Be patient, gentle Earle of Weffanerland. 

Clifford. Patience is for Poultroones,fuch as he : 
He durft not fit there, had your Father liu*d. 
My gracious Lord, here in the Parliament 
Let vs aflfayle the Family of Torl(e. 

Nortb.^tVi haft thou fpoken,Coufin be itfo. 

Henry. Ah, know you not the Citie fauours them. 
And they haue troupes of Souldiers at their beck ? 

IVeftm, But when the Duke is flaine, they'le quickly 
flye. 

Henry, Farre be the thought of this from Henries heart. 
To make a Shambles of the Parliament Houfe. 
Coufin of Exeter, frownes, words, and threats. 
Shall be the Warre that Htnry meanes to vfe. 
Thou fadHous Duke of Yorke defcend my Throne, 
And kneele for grace and mercie at my feet, 
I am thy Soueraigne. 

Torkf. I am thine. 

Exet. For ihame come downe,he made thee Duke of 
Yorke. 

Yorlf^. It was my Inheritance, as the Earledome was. 

txet. Thy 
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Exet.Thy Father was a Traytor to the Crowne. 

fFarjf, Exeter thou art a Traytor to the Crowne, 
In following this vfurping Henry. 

Clifford, Whom ihould hee follow, but his naturall 
King? 

fFarw, True C^iffordythat't Richard l>\xkt of Yorkt. 

Henry, And ihall I ftand,and thou fit in my Throne? 

Torl{e, It muft and ihall be fo, content thy felfe, 

Wan», Be Duke of Lancafter,let him be King. 

JVeftm, He is both King,and Duke of Lancafter, 
And that the Lord of Weftmerland ihall maintaine. 

Warvr. And War»ic\ (hall difproue it. You forget, 
That we are thofe which chasM you from the field. 
And flew your Fathers, and with Colours fpread 
Marrht through the Citie to the Pallace Gates. 

Nortbumh,Yesfyianpicl(ejl remember it to my griefe. 
And by his Soule, thou and thy Houfe ihall rue it, 

JVefim, Piantagenet,of thee and thefe thy Sonnes, 
Thy Kinrmen,and thy Friends, He haue more lines 
Then drops of bloud were in my Fathen Veines. 

Qiiff' Vrge it no more, left that in ftead of words, 
I fend thee, ff^arwici^, fuch a MeiTenger, 
As ihall reuenge his death, before I ftirre. 

H^arvf. Poore CRfford^ how I fcorne his worthleiTe 
Threats. 

Tlant. Will you we ihew our Title to the Crowne ? 
If not, our Swords ihall pleade it in the field. 

Henry. What Title haft thou Traytor to the Crowne? 
My Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke, 
Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer^^xXe of March. 
I am the Sonne of Henry the Fift, 
Who made the Dolphin and the French to iloupe. 
And feizM vpon their Townes and Prouinces. 

fFary». Taike not of France, fith thou haft loft it all. 

Henry. The Lord Protedor loft it, and not I : 
When I was crown'd,I was but nine moneths old. 

Rich. You are old enough now, 
And yet me thinkes you loofe : 
Father teare the Crowne from the Vfurpers Head. 

Edvrard. Sweet Father doe ro,ret it on your Head. 

Mount. Good Brother, 
As thou lou'ft and honoreft Armes, 
Let*s fight it out, and not iland cauilling thus. 

^cbard. Sound Drummes and Trumpets , and the 
King will ilye. 

Plant. Sonnes peace. 

Henry. Peace thou , and giue King Henry leaue to 
fpeake. 

Warrt. Plantagenet ihal fpeake firft: Heare him Lords, 
And be you filent and atrentiue too. 
For he that interrupts him, ihall not liue. 

i/(pii.Think'ft thou, that I will leaue nw Kingly Throne, 
Wherein my Grandfire and my Father iat ? 
No:firft ihall Warre vnpeople this my Realme j 
I, and their Colours often borne in France, 
And now in England, to our hearts great forrow. 
Shall be my Winding-iheet. Why faint you Lords ^ 
My Title's good, and better farre then his. 

fFarvf. Prouc it Henry^ind thou ihalt be King. 

Hen. Henry the Fourth by Conqueft got the Crowne. 

Plant. *Twas by Rebellion againft his King. 

Henry. I know not what to fay, my Titles weake: 
Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heire? 

Plant. What then ^ 

Henry. And if he may, then am I lawfull King: 
For I(icbardy'in the view of many Lords, 



Refign'd the Crowne to Henry the Fourth, 
Whofe Heire my Father was, and I am his. 

T/ant. He rofe againft him, being his Soueraigne, 
And made him to refigne his Crowne perforce. 

H^arvr, Suppore,my Lords, he did it vnconilrayn^d, 
Thinke you *twere preiudiciall to his Crowne ? 

Exet. No: for he could not (o refigne his Crowne^ 
But that the next Heire ihould fucceed and reigne. 

Henry. Art thoir againft vs, Duke of Eieter ? 

Exet. Hb is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

Plant. Why whifper you, my Lords, and anfwcr not? 

Exet. My Conicience tells me he is lawfull King. 

Henry. AH will reuolt from me,and tume to him. 

Nortbumb. Plantagenet^ for all the Clayme thou lay*ft, 
Thinke not, that Henry ihall be fo deposed. 

Warvr, Deposed he ihall be, in defpight of all. 

Nortbumb. Thou art deceiu*d : 
'Tis not thy Southerne power 
Of EiTex, Norfolke, SufFolke, nor of Kent, 
Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and prowd, 
Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me. 

Clifford, King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vowes to fight in thy defence : 
May that ground gape, and fwallow me aliue, 
Where I &all kneele to him that flew my Father. 

Henry. Oh Clifford,hovr thy words reuiue my heart. 

Plant. Henry of Lancafter, refigne thy Crowne: 
What mutter you, or what confpire you Lords ? 

H^arx0. Doe right vnto this Princely Duke of Yorke, 
Or I will fill the Houfe with armed men. 
And ouer the Chayre of State, where now he fita. 
Write vp his Title with vfurping blood. 

Heflampes wtb hit foot ^and the Smldkn 
fie-m tbemjefues. 

Henry. My Lord of Warwick, heare but one wocd, 
Let me for this my life time reigne as King. 

P/aiff.Confirme the Crowne to me and to mine Hdrr 
And thou ihalt reigne in quiet while thou liu'iL 

Henry, I am content : I(jchard Plantagenet 
Enioy the Kingdome after my deceafe. 

Clifford. What wrong is this vnto the Prince, your 
Sonne ^ 

ff^arw. What good is this to England, and himfelfe? 

Wefhn. Bafe, fearefull,and defpayring Henry. 

Clifford, How haft thou iniur*d both thy felfis and vs? 

frefim. I cannot iby to heare thefe Articles. 

Nortbumb. Nor I. 

Clifford. Come Coufin, let vs tell the Queeoe tbefe 
Newcs. 

WeRm. Farwell fiiint-hearted and degenerate King, 
In whofe cold blood no fparke of Honor bidet. 

Nortbumb.Be thou a prey vnto the Houfe of Torlftj 
And dye in Bands, for this vnmanly deed. 

Cliff. In dreadfull Warre may'ft thou be oueroome. 
Or liue in peace abandoned and defpisM. 

Varw, Turne this way i£niry,and regard them not 

Exeter. They feeke reuenge, and therefore will oof 
yeeld. 

Henry. Ah Exeter, 

Warv. Why ihould you figh,my Lord^ 

Henry. Not for my felfe Lord IKtfrw/c/^,but my Sonne, 
Whom I vnnaturally ihall dif-inherite. 
But be it as it may: 1 here entayle 
The Crowne to thee and to thine Heires hr euer. 
Conditionally, that heere thou take an Oath, 
To ceafe this Ciuill Warre : and whiPft I liue. 

To 
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' me as thy King, and Soueraigne: 
licr by Trcafon nor Hoftilitie, 
to put ne (lowne,an(l reigne thy felfe. 
This Oath I willingly uke,and will perfbnne. 
. Long Hue King Htmry : Plantagenet embrace 

. And long liue thou , and thefe thy forward 

Now Yorl^ and Laneafter are reconciPd. 

Accurft be he that feekes to make them foea. 

Seiiet. Here tbty come downe, 
, Farewell my gracious Lord, lie to my Caftle. 
. And He keepe London with my Souldiert. 

And I to Norfolke with my followers. 
r. And I vnto the Sea, from whence I came. 
. And I with griefe and forrow to the Court. 

Enter the ^ueene, 
. Heere comes the Queene, 
ookea bewray her anger : 

away. 

Bxeter (b will I. 
. Nay,goe not from me, I will follow thee. 

Be patient gentle Queene, and I will fby. 
. Who can be patient in fuch extreames i 
:hed man, would I had dy'de a Maid i 
er feene thee, neuer borne thee Sonne, 
lou hafl prou'd fo vnnaturall a Father, 
deferu'd to loofe his Birth-right thus ? 
>u but lott'd him halfe fo well as I, 
!iat paine which I did for him once, 
(ht him, as I did with my blood ; 
tuld*ft haue left thy deareft heart-blood there, 
ben haue made that fauage Duke thine Heire, 
inherited thine onely Sonne. 
. Father, you cannot dif-inherite me: 

King, why fliould not I fucceede ? 
Pardon me Margaret j^zr^on me fv^eet Sonne, 
e of Warwick and the Duke enfbrc*t me. 
Enfbrc't thee? Art thou King, and wilt be fbrc*t? 
x> heare thee fpeake: ah timorous Wretch, 
ft vndone thy felfe, thy Sonne, and me, 
n TAto the Houfe of Torh fuch head, 
(halt reigne but by their lufYerance. 
le him and his Heires vnto the Crowne, 
it, but to make thy Sepulcher, 
;pe into it farre before thy time ? 
is ChanceIor,and the Lord of Callice, 
alconhrulge commands the Narrow Seas, 
:e is made Protedor of the Realme, 
(halt thou be fafe ? Such fafetie findes 
ibllng Lambe, inuironned with Wolues. 
ene there, which am a filly Woman, 
Idiers ihould haue tofsM me on their Pikes, 
would haue granted to that Ad. 

preferr*ft thy Life, before thine Honor, 
ag thou do* ft, I here diuorce my felfe, 
n thy Table He/iry,znd thy Bed, 
at A€t of Parliament be repealed, 
' my Sonne is dif-inherited. 
therne Lords, that haue forfwome thy Colours, 
ow mine, if once they fee them fpread : 
ad they fliall be, to thy foule difgrace, 
:r mine of the Houfe of Tori^. 
1 1 leaue thee: Come Sonne, let*s away, 
ly is ready } come, wee'le after them. 



Hemy. Stay gentle Margaret^ and heare me fpeake. 

Slueene» Thou haft fpoke too much already: get thee 
gone. 

Henry, Gentle Sonne EdvfordfthoM wilt fby me? 

Queene, I, to be murtherM by his Enemies. 

Prince. When I retume with vidlorie to the field, 
He fee your Grace : till then. He follow her. 

Queene, Come Sonne away, we may not linger thus. 

lunry, Poore Queene, . 
How loue to me, and to her Sonne, 
Hath made her breake out into termes of Rage. 
ReuengM may ihe be on that hatefliU Duke, 
Whofe haughtie fpirit, winged with defire. 
Will coft my Crowne,and like an emptie Eagle, 
Tyre on the fleih of me, and of my Sonne. 
The loiTe of thofe three Lords torments my heart : 
He write vnto them, and entreat them faire ; 
Come Coufin, you fhall be the MefTenger. 
Exet, And 1,1 hope,ihall reconcile them all. Exit, 

Flourijb, Enter Ricbardy Edmard^ and 
e^ountague. 
Richard, Brother, though I bee youngeft, giue mee 
leaue. 

Edward, No, I can better play the Orator. 
Mount, But I haue reaibns fbrong and fbrceable. 

Enter the Du(e of Tor{e, 

Torl(e, Why how now Sonnes,and Brother, at a fbtfe? 
What is your Quarrell ? how began it firft ? 

Edward, No Quarrell, but a flight Contention. 

Torfy, About what f 

Rich. About that which concernes your Grace and vs. 
The Crowne of England, Father, which b yours. 

Tori(e, Mine Boy? not till King Henry be dead. 

Richard, Your Right depends not on his life, or death. 

Edward,lfow you are Heire, therefore enioy it now: 
By giuing the Houfe of Laneafter leaue to breathe. 
It will out-runne you, Father, in the end. 

Tor(e, I tooke an Oath, that hee ihould quietly 
reigne. 

Edward.B\it for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken: 
I would breake a tboufand Oathes,to reigne one yeere. 

Richard, No: God forbid your Grace ihould be for- 
fwome. 

Tori(e, I ihall be, if I dayme by open Warre. 

Richard, He proue the contrary, if youUe heare mee 
fpeake. 

Tori^, Thou canft not, Sonne : it is impofiible. 

Richard, An Oath is of no moment, being not tooke 
Before a true and lawfull Magiibrate, 
That hath authoritie ouer him that fweares. 
Henry had none, but did vfurpe the place. 
Then feeing 'twas he that made you to depofe. 
Your Oath, my Lord, is vaine and firiuolous. 
Therefore to Armes : and Father doe but thinke. 
How fweet a thing it is to weare a Crowne, 
Within whofe Circuit is EHwum^ 
And all that Poets faine of BlifTe and loy. 
Why doe we linger thus? I cannot reft, 
Vntill the White Rofe that I weare, be dy*de 
Euen in the luke-warme blood of Henries heart. 

Tori(e* Richard ynough: I will be King, or dye. 
Brother, thou ihalt to London prefently, 
And whet on M^r»/(^ to this Enterprife* 

Thou 
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Thou Richard ihalt to the Duke of Norfblke, 

And tell him priuily of our intent. 

You Edward (hall vnto my Lord Cohbamy 

With whom the Kentiflimen will willingly rife. 

In them I truft: for thev are Souldiors, 

WittieyCourteout, liberally full of fpirit. 

While you are thus implovM, what refteth more ? 

But that I feeke occafion how to rife, 

And yet the King not priuie to my Drift, 

Nor any of the Houfe of Lancafttr, 

Enter GaMel, 

But ftay, what Newet? Why comm*ft thoa in fuch 
pofte? 

Gabnel. The Queehe, 
With all the Northemc Eariet and Lords, 
Intend here to be6ege you in your Caftle. 
She b hard by, with twende thoufand men: 
And therefore fortifie your Hold, my Lord. 

Torl(f, I, with my Sword. 
What } think*ft thou, that we foare them ? 
Bdmard and Rkbard, you /hall ftay with me. 
My Brother Mountapu (hall pofte to London. 
Let Noble fyar»ic{eyCobbam,»nd the reft. 
Whom we haue left Protedors of the King, 
With powrefoll Pollicie ftrengthen themfelues. 
And truft not fimple H^ry,nor hit Oathet. 

Mount, Brother, I goe: lie winne them,feare it not. 
And thus moft humbly I doe take my leaue. 

Exit eMountagiu. 

Enter t^ortimer^and bit Brotber. 

TorJ(, Sir J^,and Sir Hugb Mortimer^ mint Vnckles^ 
You are come to Sandall in a happie houre. 
The Armie of the Queene meane to befiegc vs. 

lobn. Sfaee ftull not neede, wee'le meete her in the 
field. 

Torl^» What, with fiue thoufand menP 

Hicbard. I, with fiue hundred, Father, for a neede. 
A Woman *s generall : what ihould we foare ? 

ji Marcb afar re off^ 

Edmard. I heare their Drummes : 
Let's fet our men in order. 
And iflue forth, and bid them Battaile ftraight. 

Tori^c.Fiue men to twentie ; though the oddes be great, 
I doubt not, Vnckle,of our Vidorie. 
Many a Battaile haue I wonne in France, 
When as the Enemie hath beene tenne to one: 
Why ifaould I not now haue the like fuccefle ? 

Jilarum, Exit, 

Enter Rutlandj^md bit Tutor. 

Rutland. Ah, whither ihall I flye,to fcape their hands? 
Ah Tutor, looke where bloody Clifford comes. 

Enter Qlfford, 

Clifford. Chaplaine away«thy Priefthood faues thy lifo. 
As for the Brat of this accuried Duke, 
Whofe Father flew my Father, he fliall dye. 

Tutor, And I, my Lord, will beare him company. 

Clifford, Souldier8,away with him. 

Tjiff0r.AhC7/2^r</,murther not th'u innocent Child, 
Leaft thou be hated both of God and Man. Exit. 



Clifford, How now^ u he dead alreadie ^ 
Or is It foare, that makes him clofe his eyes i 
He open them. 

Rutland, So looks the pent-Tp Lyon (/re the Wrei 
That trembles vndcr bis deuouring Pawes: 
And fo he walkeSyinfulting o*re his Prey, 
And fo he comes^to rend hu Limbes afuhder* 
Ah gentle Cliffordt\i^\ me with thy Sword, 
And not with fuch a crucll threatning Looke. 
Sweet Clifford heare me fpeake, before I dye: 
I am too meane a fubie^^ for thy Wrath, 
Be thou reueng*d on men, and let me liue. 

Clifford, in yaine thou fpeak*ft,poore Boy : 
My Fathers blood bath ftopt the paflage 
Where thy words ihould enter, 

Rutland, Then let my Fathers blood open it again 
He is a man^and Clifford cope with him. 

Clifford. Had I thy Brethren here, their lines and tb 
Were not reuenge fufficient for me : 
No, if I diggM vp thy fore-fiithers Graues, 
And hung tb«r rotten Cofiins vp in Chaynes, 
It could not flake mine ire,noreafe my heart. 
The fight of any of the Houfe of Tvrkey 
Is as a furic to torment my Soule : 
And till I root out their accurfed Line^ 
And leaue not one aliue, I liue in HelL 
Therefore — 

Rutland.Oh let me pray, before I take my death : 
To thee I prayjfweet Clifford pitty me. 

Clifford, Such pitty as my Rapiers point afibrds. 

Rutland, 1 neuer did thee harme: why wilt thou l 
me? 

aifffrd. Thy Father hath. 
Rutland. But 'twas ere I was borne. 
Thou haft one Sonne, for his fake pitty me, 
Leaft in reuenge thereof, fith God is iuft, 
He be as miferably flaine as I. 
Ah, let meliue in Prifon all my dayes. 
And when I giue occafion of oftence. 
Then let me dye, for now thou haft no caufe. 

Clifford. No caufe ? thy Father flew my Fathenthc 
fore dye. 

Rutland. Dij faciant laudujummafa ifta tua. 

Clifford, Plantagenet^ I come Plantagenet : 
And this thy Sonnes blood cleaning to my Bbde, 
Shall ruft vpon my Weapon, till thy blood 
Congealed with this, doe make me wipe off both. Ei 

•Alarum, Enter Ricbard^ Du(e of Torfy, 

Tori(e,The Army of the Queene hath got the field: 
My Vnckles both are flaine, in refcuing me; 
And all mv followers, to the eager foe 
Tume back, and flye,like Ships before the Winde, 
Or Lambes purfu*d by hunger-ftarued Wolues. 
My Sonnes, God knowes what hath bechanced them: 
But this I know, they haue demeanM themfelucs 
Like men borne to Renowne, by Lifo or Death. 
Three times did ^cbard make a Lane to me. 
And thrice cry*de. Courage Father, fight it out : 
And fiill as oft came Edvard to my fide. 
With Purple Faulchion, painted to the Hilt, 
In blood of thofe that had encountred him : 
And when the hardyeft Warriors did retyre, 
Ricbard cry*de, Charge, and giue no foot of ground. 
And cry*de, ACrowne,or elfe a glorious Tombe, 
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or ao Earthly Sepulchre. 

«re charged againe : but oat alas, 

againe, as 1 haue fecne a Swan 
eife labour fwimme againft the Tyde, 

her ftrength with ouer-matching Wauet. 

A Jbort Alarum witbtM* 
J the fat all followers doe purfue^ 
Siintyand cannot flye their fiirie : 
I ftrong,! would not ihunne their furie. 

are numbred,that makes vp my Lifie, 
I ftay^and here my Life muft end. 

ter the S^ueene^ Clifford^ NortbttmbtrUmd^ 
tbt young PrlMce^and Souiditrs, 

)dy Qiffordy rough NortbumberJandy 

: quencnlefTe furie to more rage : 

Butt, and I abide your Shot. 

«^. Yecld to our mercy, proud PJantagmti, 

I, to fuch mercy, as his ruthlefTe Arme 
ne-right payment, ihew*d vnto my Father. 
torn hath tumbled from his Carre, 

an Euening at the Noone-tide Prick. 
My aihes,as the Phoenix, may bring forth 
It will reuenge vpon you all : 
at hope, I throw mine eyes to Heauen, 
vhat ere you can afHi^ me with, 
e you not ? what, multitudes, and feare i 

Cowrards fight, when they can flye no further, 
ioe peck the Faulcons piercing Tallons, 
teTheeues,all hopelefle of their Liues, 
It Inue€tiues 'gainft the Officers. 
Dh Clifford f but bethinke thee once againe, 
y thought ore-run my former time : 
m canft, for blufhing, view this fiice, 
thy tongue, that flanders him with Cowardice, 
>wne hath made thee faint and flye ere this. 
I will not bandie with thee word for word, 
tt with thee blowcs twice two for one. 

Hold valiant Clifford, for a thoufand caufes 
rolong a while the Tray tors Life : 
ikes him deafe; fpeake thou Nortbuwthtrland, 
i^.Hold Qiffordf doc not honor him fo much, 
'hy finger,though to wound his heart. 
>ur were it, when a Curre doth grinne, 
» thruft his Hand betweene his Teeth, 
might (purne him with his Foot away ? 
es prize, to take all Vantages, 
e to one, is no impeach of Valour. 
'. I, I, fo ftriues the Woodcocke with the 

wib. So doth the Connie flruggle in the 

triumph Theeues vpon their con<]uer*d Booty, 
nen yeeld with Robbers, fo o*re-matcht. 
Mb. What would your Grace haue done vnto 

Braue Warriors, Clifford and NortbumberJaudy 
ke him ftand ypon this Mole-hill here, 
ht at Mountaines with out-flretched Armes^ 
1 but the fhadow with his Hand. 
I it you that would be Englands King ? 
that reuell'd in our Parliament, 
i a Preachment of your high Defcent ? 
: your MefTe of Sonnes, to back you now . 
on EdtfordfZnd the luftie George f 



And where*s that valiant Crook-back Prodigie, 

Dickie, yoar Boy, that with his grumbling voyce 

Was wont to cheare his Dad in Mutinies ? 

Or %rith the reft, where is your Darling, ^itf/M^f 

Looke Torl(eyl ffaiyn*d this Napkin with the blood 

That valiant Clifford^ with his Rapiers point. 

Made ifTue from the Boibme of the Bey : 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I giue thee this to drie thy Cheekes withalL 

Alas pooee Tor^e, but that I hate thee deadly, 

I fhould lament thy miferable fbte. 

I prythee grieue, to make me merrv, Tori(e, 

What, hath thy fierie heart fo parent thine entnyles. 

That not a Teare can fall, for Rutlamds death ? 

Why art thou patient, man? thou fliould*fl be mad: 

And I, to make thee mad, doe mock thee thus. 

Stampe,raue,and fret, that I may fing and dance. 

Thou would*fl be fee*d,I fee, to make me fportt 

Tor Iff cannot fpeake, vnleiTe he weare a Crowne. 

A Crowne for Torl^ ; and Lords, bow lowe to him : 

Hold you his hands, whileft I doe fet it on. 

I marry Sir, now lookes he like a King t 

I, this is he that tooke King Henna Chaire, 

And this is he was hia adopted Heire. 

But how is it, that great Plantagenet 

Is crown*d fo foone, and broke his folemne Oath ? 

As I bethinke me, you fhould not be King, 

Till our King Henry had fhooke hands with Death. 

And will you pale your head in Hemries Glory, 

And rob his Temples of the Diademe, 

Now in hia Life,againft your holy Oath ? 

Oh *tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Oflfwith the Crowne; and with the Crowne, his Head, 

And whilefl we breathe, take time to doe him dead. 

Clifford. That u my Oflice, for my Fathers fake. 

Queeue, Nay fby , let*s heare the Orisons bee 
makes. 

ror{e, Shee-Wolfe of France, 
But worfe then Wolues of France, 
Whoie Tongue more poyfons then the Adders Tooth : 
How ill-bcfeeming is it in thy Sex, 
To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 
Vpon their Woes, whom Fortune captiuates^ 
But that thy Face is Vizard-like, vnchanging. 
Made impudent with vfe of euill deedes. 
I would afiay,prowd Queene,to make thee hluih. 
To (ell thee whence thou cam'ft,of whom deriu'd. 
Were fkame enough, to fhame thee, 
Wert thou not fhamelefTe. 
Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples, 
Of both the Sicils,and lerufalem. 
Yet not Co wealthie as an Englifh Yeoman. 
Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 
It needes not, nor it bootes thee not, pro wd Queene, 
VnleiTe the Adage mufl be verify'd, 
That Beggeis mounted, runne their Horfe to death. 
*Tis Beautie that doth oft make Women prowd. 
But God he knowes,thy fhare thereof is unall. 
*Tis Vertue, that doth make them moit admir'd. 
The contrary, doth make thee wondnd at. 
*Tis Gouenunent that makes them feemc Diuine, 
The want thereof, makes thee abhominable. 
Thou art as oppofite to euery good. 
As the Antifoda are vnto vs. 
Or as the South to the Seftentrhn, 
Oh Tygres Heart, wrapt m a Womana Hide, 

How 
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How could*ft thou drayne the Lifie-blood of the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe his eyes wnthall, 
And yet be feene to beare a Womans face ? 
Women are roft,inilde,pittifull,and flexible; 
Thou, fteme, obdurate, flintie, rough, remorfelefle. 
Bidft thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy wiih. 
Would'ft haue me weepe? why now thou haft thy will. 
For raging Wind blowes vp inceflant ihowers. 
And when the Rage allayes,the Raine begins, 
Thefe Teares are my fweet Rutiands Obfequies, 
And euery drop cryes vengeance for his death, 
*Gainft thee fell C/ijfford^ and thee falfe French-woman, 

Nortbamh, Beihrew me, but his paffions moues me To, 
That hardly can I check my eyes from Teares. 

Yorkf. That Face of his. 
The hungry Caniballs would not haue toucht, 
Would not haue ftayn*d with blood: 
But you are more inhumane, more inexorable, 
Oh,tenne times more then Tygers of Hyrcania. 
See^ruthlefTe Queene,a haplefTe Fathers Teares: 
This Cloth thou dipd*ft in blood of my fweet Boy, 
And I with Teares doe waih the blood away. 
Keepe thou the Napkin, and goe boaft of this. 
And if thou teirft the heauie ftorie right, 
Vpon my Soule, the hearers will fhed Teares : 
Yea,euen my Foes will ihed faft-falling Teares, 
And fay, Alas, it was a pittious deed, 
There,take the Crowne,and with the Crowne,my Curfe, 
And in thy need,fuch comfort come to thee. 
As now I reape at thy too cruell hand. 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the World, 
My Soule to Heauen,my Blood vpon your Heads. 

NortbumbMzd he been flaughter-man to all my Kinne, 
I ihould not for my Life but weepe with him, 
To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. 

^««M. What, weeping ripe, my Lord Nortbumbtrlamd f 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all , 
And that will quickly drie thy melting Teares. 

Clifford, Heere*s for my Oath, heere*s for my Fathers 
Death. 

Queeme. And heere*s to right our gentle-hearted 
King. 

Torl(e, Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God, 
My Soule flyes through thefe wounds, to feeke out thee. 

^ueene.Offvnth his Head, and fet it on Vorke Gates, 
So Torl^ may ouer-Iooke the Towne of Yorke. 
Fiottrijb, Exit, 

A March, Enter Edn^ard, Richard^ 
and their power, 

Sdvard. I wonder how our Princely Father {cap*t : 
Or whether he be fcap*t away,or no. 
From Cliffords and Northumherlands purfuit ? 
Had he been ta*ne, we ihould haue heard the newes; 
Had he beene flaine, we ihould haue heard the newes: 
Or had he fcap*t,me thinkes we ihould haue heard 
The happy tidings of his good efcape. 
How fares my Brother? why is he fo iad? 

Richard. I cannot ioy,vntill I be refolu*d 
Where our right valiant Father is become. 
I (aw him in the Battaile range about, 
And watcht him how he iingled Clifford forth. 
Me thought he bore him in the thickeft troupe. 
As doth a Lyon in a Heard of Neat, 
Or as a Beare encompais*d round with Dogges : 



Who hauing pincht a few, and made them cry. 
The reft ibnd all a]oofe,and barke at him. 
So fu-M our Father with his Enemies, 
So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father: 
Me thinkes *tis prize enough to be his Sonne. 
See how the Morning opes her golden Gates, 
And takes her farwell of the glorious Sunne. 
How well refembles it the prime of Youth, 
Trimm*d like a Yonker, prauncing to his Loue ? 

Ed. Daxle mine eyes, or doe I fee three Sunnes ? 

Rich.Thrtt glorious Sunnes, each one a perfis^ SunnCi 
Not feperated with the racking Clouds, 
But feuer*d in a pale cleare-ihining Skye. 
See, fee, they ioyne,embrace,and feeme to kiiTe, 
As if they vow'd fome League inuiolable. 
Now are they but one Lampe,one Light, one Snnne : 
In this, the Heauen figures fome euent. 

Edward, *Tis wondrous ftrange. 
The like yet neuer heard of. 
I thinke it cites vs(Brother)to the field. 
That wee, the Sonnes of braue Plantagenety 
Each one alreadie blazing by our meedes. 
Should notwithibnding ioyne our Lightt together. 
And ouer-ihine the Earth, as this the World. 
What ere it bodes, hence-forward will I beare 
Vpon my Targuet three faire ihining Sunnes. 

Richard, Nay, beare three Daughten : 
By your leaue, I fpeake it. 
You loue the Breeder better then the Male. 

Enter one blowing. 

But what art thou,whofe heauie Lookes fbre-teU 
Some dreadfull ftory hanging on thy Tongue f 

Meff. Ah, one that was a wofiiU looker on. 
When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was flaine. 
Your Princely Father, and my louing Lord. 

Edward, Oh fpeake no more, for I haue heard too 
much. 

Richard, Say how he dyMe,for I will heare it all. 

Me//\ Enuironed he was with many foes. 
And fh>od againft them, as the hope of Troy 
Againft the Greekes,that would haue entred Troy. 
But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to oddes : 
And many fhroakes, though with a little Axe, 
Hewes downe and fells the hardeft-tymber*d Oake. 
By many hands your Father was fubdu*d, 
But onely ilaught>ed by the irefiill Arroe 
Of vn-relenting Uiffordyznd the Queene : 
Who crownM the gracious Duke in high defpight, 
LaughM in his face : and when with griefe he wept. 
The ruthlefTe Queene gaue him, to dry his Cheekes, 
A Napkin, fleeped in the harmeleffe blood 
Of fweet young Rut/andyby rough Clifford flaine: 
And after many fcornes, many fbule taunts. 
They tooke his Head, and on the Gates of Yorke 
They fet the fame, and there it doth remaine. 
The faddeft fpedacle that ere 1 view'd. 

Edward,Sweet Duke of Yorke, our Prop to leane rpoOi 
Now thou art gone, wee haue no Staf)e,no Stay. 
Oh C/i^</, boy ft'rous Cliffordython haft flaine 
The flowre of Europe, for his Cheualrie, 
And trecheroufly haft thou vanquiiht him, 
For hand to hand he would haue vanquiflit thee. 
Now my Soules Pallace is become a Prifon: 
Ah, would (he breake from hence, that this my body 

Might 
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e ground be clofed vp in reft : 

sncefbrth flull I ioy againe : 

euer (hall I fee more ioy. 

innot weepe : for all my bodies moyfture 

I to quench my Furnace-burning hart : 

tongue vnloade my hearts great burthen, 

le winde that I ihould fpeaJce withall, 

:oales that fires all my breft, 

me vp with flames, that tears would quench* 

I to make leflTe the depth of greefei 

for Babes; Blowes,and Reuenge for mee. 

tare thy name, lie venge thy death, 

frned by attempting it. 

tame that valiant Duke hath left with thee: 

ne, and his Chaire with me is left. 

ly, if thou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 

fcent by gazing 'gainft the Sunne: 

nd Dukedome, Throne and Kingdome fay, 

s thine, or elfe thou wer*t not his. 

Enter Xlf^an»kkfyMarqueJfe Alount acute ^ 
and their Army. 

How now faire Lords ? What faire? What 

newes abroad } 
rat Lord of Warwicke,if we fhould recompt 
newes, and at each words deliuerance 
Is in our fleih, till all were told, 
^ould adde more anguifh then the wounds. 
trd,the Duke of Yorke is flaine. 
iVarwicke, Warwicke, that Plantagenet 
thee deerely, as his Soules Redemption, 
me Lord Clifford done to death. 
n dayes ago, I drownM thefe newes in teares* 
adde more meafure to your woes, 
1 you things fith then befalne. 
oody Fray at Wakefield fought, 
braue Father breathM his lateft gaspe, 
fwiftly as the Poftes could runne. 
It me of your LofTe, and his Depart, 
idon, keeper of the King, 

Soldiers, gathered flockes of Friends, 
ird S. Albons,to intercept the Queene, 
King in my behalfie along : 
couts, I was aduertifed 
t comming with a full intent 
late Decree in Parliament, 
ing Henries Oath, and your Succefsion : 
> make, we at S. Albons met, 
I ioyn'd, and both fides fiercely fought : 
*twas the coldnefTe of the King, 
fiill gently on his warlike Queene, 
my Soldiers of their heated Spleene. 
*twas report of her fuccefle, 
n common feare of Cliffords Rigour, 
rs to his Capdues, Blood and Death, 
;e : but to conclude with truth, 
Kis like to Lightning, came and went : 
rs like the Night.Owles lasie flight, 
ie Threiher with a Flaile, 
owne, as if they fhucke their Friends, 
m vp with iuftice of our Caufe, 
e of high pay, and great Rewards : 
ine, they had no heart to fight, 
them) no hope to win the day, 
led : the King vnto the Queene, 
, your Brother, Norfblke, and my Selfe, 



In hafte, poft hafte, are come to ioyne with you : 
For in the Marches heere we heard you were. 
Making another Head, to fight againe. 

£</. Where is the Duke of Norfolke, gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 

fFar, Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers, 
And for your Brother he was lately fent 
From your kinde Aunt DutcheiTe of Burgundie, 
With ayde of Souldiers to this needful! Warre. 

Ricb.*Twu oddes belike, when valiant Warwick fled; 
Oh haue I heard his praifes in Purfuite, 
Bat ne*re till now, his Scandall of Retire. 

H^ar. Nor now my Scandall Ricbardjdo^ thou heare: 
For thou flialt know this flrong right hand of mine, 
Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries head. 
And wring the awefull Scepter from his Fift, 
Were he as Yimous, and as bold in Warre, 
As he is fam*d for MildnefTe, Peace, and Prayer. 

Rich. I know it well Lord Warwick, blame me not, 
*Tis loue I beare thy glories make me fpeake : 
But in this troublous time, what*s to be done f 
Shall we go throw away our Coates of Steele, 
And wrap our bodies in blacke mourning Gownes, 
Numbering our Aue-Maries with our Beads ? 
Or (hall we on the Helmets of our Foes 
Tell our Deuotion with reuengefull Armes ? 
If for the laft, fay I, and to it Lords. 

H^ar. Why therefore Warwick came to feek you out. 
And therefore comes my Brother Mountague : 
Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queene, 
With Clifford^ and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their Feather, many moe proud Birds, 
Haue wrought the eafie-melting King, like Wax. 
He fwore confent to your Succefllon, 
His Oath enrolled in the Parliament. 
And now to London all the crew are gone. 
To fruftrate both his Oath, and what befide 
May makeagainft the houfe of Lancafter. 
Their power ( I thinke)is thirty thoufand ftrong : 
Now, if the helpe of Norfolke, and my felfe. 
With all the Friends that thou braue Earle of March, 
Among*ft the louing Welihmen can*ft procure. 
Will but amount to fiue and twenty thoufand. 
Why Via, to London will we march. 
And once againe, beftride our foaming Steeds, 
And once againe cry Charge vpon our Foes, 
But neuer once againe turne backe and flye. 

Rich. I, now me thinks I heare great Warwick fpeak; 
Ne*re may he liue to fee a Sun-ihine day, 
That cries Retire, if Warwicke bid him fby. 

Ed. Lord Warwicke, on thy ihoulder will I leane, 
And when thou failftf as God forbid the houre) 
Muft Edward fall, which perill heauen forefend* 

War. No longer Earle of March, but Duke of Yorke: 
The next degree, is Englands Royall Throne : 
For King of England ^It thou be proclaimed 
In euery Burrough as we pafTe along. 
And he that throwes not vp his cap for ioy. 
Shall for the Fault make forfeit of his head. 
King Sdvfardf valiant Retard Mountague ; 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renowne, 
But found the Trumpets, and about our Taslce. 

Rich. Then Clfford^ were thy heart as hard as Steele, 
As thou haft ihewne it flintie by thy deeds, 
I come to pierce it, or to giue thee mine. 

f^.Then ftrike vp Drums, God and S.George for vs. 
p H^ar. 

_ _- 
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Enter a c^effinger, 
JVar, How now? what newes ? 
Mef. The Duke of Norfblke fends you word by me, 
The Queene it comming with a puiflant Hoaft, 
And craues your company* for fpeedy counfell. 

f^ar. Why then it forts, brauc Warriors, let*s away. 

Exeunt Ommei. 

Fhurijb^ Snter the King, the S^ueene, Clifhrd, Nortbtm- 

andTong Prince, with Drumme and 

Trumpettti, 

^. Welcome my Lord, to this braue town of Vorke, 
Yonders the head of that Arch-enemy, 
That fought to be incompaft with your Crowne. 
Doth not the obiedt cheere your heart, my Lord. 

K. I, as the rockescheare them that foare their wrack, 
To fee this fight, it irkes my very foule: 
With-hold reuenge (deere God) 'tis not my fault. 
Nor wittingly haue 1 infring*d my Vow. 

Clif, My gracious Liege, this too much lenity 
And harmfull pitty muft be layd afide : 
To whom do Lyons caft their gentle Lookes/ 
Not to the Beaft, that would vfurpe their Den. 
Whofe hand is that the Forreft Beare doth licke ? 
Not his that fpoyles her yong before her face. 
Who fcapes the lurking Serpents mortall fling? 
Not he that fcts his foot vpon her backe. 
The fmalleft Worme will turne, being troden on. 
And Doues will pecke in fafegard of their Brood. 
Ambitious Vorke, did leuell at thy Crowne, 
Thou fmiling, while he knit his angry browes. 
He but a Duke, would haue his Sonne a King, 
And raife his ilTue like a louing Sire. 
Thou being a King, blefl with a goodly fonne, 
Did'ft yeeld confent to difinherit him : 
Which argued thee a moft vnlouing Father. 
Vnreafonable Creatures feed their young. 
And though mans face be feareflill to their eyes. 
Yet in proteAion of their tender ones. 
Who hath not feene them euen with thofe wings, 
Which fometime they haue vs*d with fearfull flight. 
Make warre with him that dimb'd vnto their neft, 
Oflering their owne lines in their yongs defence? 
For ihame,my Liege, make them your Prefident : 
Were it not pitty that this goodly Boy 
Should loofe his Birth-right by his Fathers fault. 
And long heereafter fay vnto his childe. 
What my great Grand&ther, and Grandfire got. 
My carelefle Father fondly gaue away. 
Ah, what a (hame were this? Looke on the Boy, 
And let his manly face, which promifeth 
SuccefTefiill Fortune fleele thy melting heart, 
To hold thine owne, and leaue thine owne with him. 

King. Full well hath Oiford plaid the Orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force : 
But Clifford tell me, did*fl thou neuer heare, 
That things ill got, had euer bad fuccefTe. 
And happy alwayes was it for that Sonne, 
Whofe Father for his hoording went to bell : 
He leaue my Sonne my Vertuous deeds behinde, 
And would my Father had left me no more : 
For all the reft is held at fuch a Rate, 
As brings a thoufand fold more care to keepe, 
Then in pofleflion any iot of pleafure. 
Ah Cofin Yorke, would thy befl Friends did know, 



How it doth greeue me that thy head is heere. 

QuMy Lord cheere vp your fpirits,our foes are nye. 
And this foft courage makes your Followers faint : 
You promifl Knighthood to our forward fonne, 
Vniheath your fword,and dub him prefcntly. 
£Jw<ir^,kneele downe. 

King, Edvard Piantagenet, arife a Knight, 
And learne this LelTon; Draw thy Sword in right. 

Prin, My gracious Father, by your Kingly leaue, 
He draw it as Apparant to the Crowne, 
And in that quarrcll, vfe it to the death. 

CiiJ\ Why that is fpoken like a toward Prince. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mejf. Royall Commanders, be in readinefTe, 
For with a Band of thirty thoufand men^ 
Comes Warwicke backing of the Duke of Yorke, 
And in the Townes as they do march along, 
Proclaimes him King, and many flye to him, 
Darraigne your battell,for they are at hand. 

Clif. I would your HighnefTe would depart the field, 
The Queene hath beft fucceffe when you are abfent. 

Shi. I good my Lord,and leaue vs to our Fortune. 

King. Why, that's my fortune too, therefore He ftaj. 

North, Be it with refolution then to fight. 

Prin, My Royall Father, cheere thefe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thofe that fight in your defence: 
Vnfheath your Sword, good Father : Cry S. George. 

March, Enter Edvard, H^arwicl(e, Richard, Clarence, 
Norfo/l^ , Mountague, and Soldiers, 

Edw. Now periur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for gnce? 
And fet thy Diadem vpon my head? 
Or bide the mortall Fortune of the field. 

Qu, Go rate thy Minions, proud infulting Boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in termes. 
Before thy Soueraigne,and thy lawfiiU King ? 

Bd. I am his King, and he fhould bow his knee : 
I was adopted Heire by his confent. 

Cla. Since when,his Oath is broke: for as I heare. 
You that are King, though he do weare the Crowne, 
Haue caus'd him by new A^ of Parliament, 
To blot out me, and put his owne Sonne in. 

Oif. And reafon too. 
Who fhould fucceede the Father, but the Sonne, 

Ricb^ Are you there Butcher? O, I cannot fpeake. 

Clif. I Crooke-back,here I ftand to anfwer thee. 
Or any he, the proudeft of thy fort. 

Rich, Twas you that kiil'd yong Rutland, was it not? 

Clif' I, and old Yorke, and yet not fatisfied. 

Rich, For Gods fake Lords giue fignall to the fight 

fFar. What fay'ft thou Henry, 
Wilt thou yeeld the Crowne? (you fpeak^ 

Qu. Why how now long-tongu*d Warwicke, dare 
When you and I, met at S,*Alhons lafl. 
Your legges did better feruice then your hands. 

War, Then 'twas my turne to fly, and now 'tis tbioc : 

Clif, You faid Co much before, and yet you fled. 

fyar, *Twas not yout valor Clifford droue me thenc*. 

iVbr.No,nor your manhood that durft make you flay* 

Rich. Northumberland,! hold thee reuerently, 
Breake oflf the parley, for fcarfe I can refhune 
The execution of my big-fwolne heart 
Vpon that Clifford,th2t cruell Child-killer. 

Oif, I flew thy Father, cal'ft thou him a Child ? 

Ricb. 
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like a Dafbr(i,and a treacherout Coward, 
id*ft kill our tender Brother Rutland, 
nfet, lie make thee curfe the deed, 
laue done with words (my Lords) and heare 

e them then, or els hold clofe thy lips, 
prythee giue no limits to my Tongue, 
g,and priuiledgM to fpeake. 
Jege,the wound that bred thu meeting here, 
cur'd by Words, therefore be ftill. 
hen Executioner vniheath thy fword : 
tt made vs all, I am refolu'd, 
'ds Manhood, lyes vpon his tongue. 
i£rffry,ihall 1 haue my right, or no: 
I men haue broke their Fafts to day, 
(ball dine, vnlefle thou yeeld the Crowne. 
'thou deny, their Blood vpon thy head, 
in iuftice put*s bis Armour on. 
If that be right, which Warwick faies is right, 
> wrong, but euery thing is right. 
Vho euer got thee, there thy Mother ftands, 
wot, thou baft thy Mothers tongue, 
t thou art neyther like thy Sire nor Damme, 
fbule miihapen Stygmaticke, 
the Deftinies to be auoided, 
Toades, or Lizards dreadfuU ftings. 
on of Naples, hid with Engliih gilt, 
her beares the Title of a King, 
annell ihould be calPd the Sea) 
>u not, knowing whence thou art extnught, 
tongue deteCt thy bafe-borne heart, 
rifpe of ftraw were worth a thoufand Crowns, 
his ihamelefTe Callet know her felfe t 
reece was £iyrer farre then thou, 
thy Husband may be Aitnelaui \ 
was Agamemmons Brother wrong*d 
fe Woman, as this King by thee. 
reuePd in the heart of France, 
the King, and made the Dolphin ftoope: 
e match*d according to his State, 
fiaue kept that glory to this day. 
he tooke a begger to his bed, 
thy poore Sire with his Bridall day, 
that Sun-ihine brew*d a ihowre for him, 
; his Fathers fortunes forth of France, 
1 fcdition on his Crowne at home : 
lath broachM this tumult but thy Pride ? 
i bene meeke,our Title ftill had flept, 
pitty of the Gentle King, 
ur Claime, yntill another Age. 
when we faw, our Sunftune made thy Spring, 
hy Summer bred vs no increafe. 
Axe to thy vfurping Roote s 
h the edge hath fomething hit our feloes, 
thou, fince we haue begun to ftrike, 
rr leaue, till we haue'hewne thee downe, 
thy growing, with our heated bloods, 
nd in this refolntion, I defie thee, 
\ any longer Conference, 
denied*ft the gentle King to fpeake. 
mpets, let our bloody Coloun wauc, 
Vidorie, or elfe a Graue. 
ly EJward. 

wrangling Woman, wee*l no longer ftay. 
Is will coft ten thouiand liues this day. 
Exeunt omnes. 



Alarum. Excurfitnt. Enter Wanf\c\f. 

War, Fore-fpent with Toile, as Runners with a Race, 
I by me downe a little while to breath : 
For ftrokes receiu*d,and many blowes repaid, 
Haue robb*d my ftrong knit ftnewes of their ftrength, 
And rpight of ipight, needs muft I reft a-while. 

Enter Edward running. 

Ed. Smile gentle heauen, or ftrike vngentle death. 
For this world firownes, and Sdv^ards Sunne is clowded. 

War, How now my Lord, what happe? what hope of 
good? 

Enter Clarence. 

Cla. Our hap is lofTe, our hope but fad difpaire. 
Our rankes are broke, and ruine followes vs. 
What counfaile glue you? whether (hall we flye ? 

Ed. BootleiTe is flight, they follow vs with Wings, 
And weake we are,and cannot ftiun purfoite. 

Enter Riebard. 

Hicb, Ah Warwicke, why haft y withdrawn thy felfe? 
Thy Brothers blood the thirfty earth hath drunk, 
Broached with the Steely point of Cliffords Launce : 
And in the very pangs of death, he cryde, 
Like to a difmall Clangor heard from farre, 
Warwicke, reuenge; Brother, reuengc my death. 
So vnderneath the belly of their Steeds, 
That ftain*d their Fetlockes in his fmoaking blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gaue vp the ghoft. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood: 
He kill my Horfe,becaufe I will not flye : 
Why ftand we like foft-hearted women heere, 
Wayling our lofTes, whiles the Foe doth Rage, 
And looke vpon, as if the Tragedie 
Were plaid in left, by counterfetting Adort. 
Heere on my knee, I vow to God aboue. 
He neuer pawfe againe, neuer ftand ftill, 
Till either death hath closed thefe eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune giuen me meafure ofReuenge. 

Ed, Oh Warwicke, I do bend my knee with thine. 
And in this vow do chaine my foule to thine : 
And ere my knee rife from the Earths cold face, 
I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee, 
Thou fetter vp, and plucker downe of Kings: 
Befeeching thee (if with thy will it fbndi) 
That to my Foes this body muft be prey, 
Yet that thy braxen gates of heaoen may ope, 
And giue fweet paftage to my finfiill fonle. 
Now Lords, take leaue vntill we meete againe, 
Where ere it be, in heauen,or in earth. 

Rich. Brother, 
Giue me thy hand, and gentle Warwicke, 
Let me imbrace thee in my weary armes : 
I that did neuer weepe, now melt with wo, 
That Winter ihould cut off our Spring-time Co, 

W^ar, Away, away ; 
Once more fweet Lords farwell. 

C/a. Yet let vs altogether to oor Troopes, 
And giue them leaue to flye, that will not flayt 
And call them Pillars that will ftand to vs : 
And if we thriue, promife them fuch rewards 
As Vidors weare at the Olympian Games. 
This may plant courage in their quailing breaftt, 
For yet is hope of Life and Vidory : 

p a Fore- 



156 



The third Tart offing Henry the Sixt. 



Fordlow no longer, make we hence amaine. Exeunt 

Sxcurfions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Rich. Now Qiffordjl haue Angled thee alone, 
Suppofe this arme is for the Duice of Yorke, 
And this for Rutland, both bound to reuenge, 
Wer't thou inuiron*d with a Brazen wall. 

C/iff Now Rkbardy I am with thee heere alone, 
This is the hand that ftabb*d thy Father Vorke, 
And this the hand, that flew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here's the heart, that triumphs in their death. 
And cheeres thefe hands, that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like vpon thy felfe, 
And fo haue at thee. 

Tbey Fight, fTanpic^ecomeSj Qiffordfiiei, 

Rich. Nay Warwicke, fingle out lome other Chace, 
For I my felfe will hunt this Wolfe to death. Exeunt, 

•Alarum. Enter King Henry alone. 
Hen. This battell ^rea like to the mornings Warre, 
When dying clouds contend, with growing light, 
What time the Shepheard blowing of his nailes, 
Can neither call it perfedt day, nor night. 
Now fwayes it this way, like a Mighty Sea, 
Forc*d by the Tide, to combat with the Winde : 
Now fwayes it that way, like the felfe-fame Sea, 
Forc'd to retyre by fiirie of the Winde. 
Sometime, the Flood preuailes; and than the Winde : 
Now, one the better : then, another beft ; 
Both tugging to be Vigors, breft to breft: 
Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 
So is the equall poife of this fell Warre. 
Heere on this Mole-hill will I fit me downe, 
To whom God will, there be the Vi^orie: 
For cMargaret my Queene,and Clifford too 
Haue chid me firom the Battell : Swearing both. 
They profper beft of all when I am thence. 
Would I were dead, if Gods good will were fo 5 
For what is in this world, but Greefe and Woe. 
Oh God! me thinkes it were a happy life, 
To be no better then a homely Swaine, 
To fit Tpon a hill, as I do now. 
To carue out Dialls queintly, point by point. 
Thereby to fee the Minutes how they runne : 
How many makes the Houre full compleate. 
How many Houres brings about the Day, 
How many Dayes will finifli vp the Yeare, 
How many Yeares, a Mortall man may liue. 
When this is knowne, then to diuide the Times: 
So many Houres, muft I tend my Flocke; 
So many Houres, muft I take my Reft : 
So many Houres, muft I Contemplate : 
So many Houres, muft I Sport my felfe : 
So many Dayes, my Ewes haue bene with yong : 
So many weekes, ere the poore Fooles will Eane: 
So many yeares, ere I fliall flieere the Fleece : 
So Minutes, Houres, Dayes, Monthes,and Yeares, 
Paft ouer to the end they were created. 
Would bring white haires, vnto a Quiet graue. 
Ah! what a life were this? How fweet? how louely ? 
Giues not the Hawthorne bufli a fweeter fliade 
To Shepheards, looking on their filly Sheepe, 
Then doth a rich Imbroider*d Canopie 
To Kings, that feare their ^ubieds treacherie ? 
Oh yes, it doth; a thoufand fold it doth. 
And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 



His cold thinne drinke out of his Leather Bottle, 

His wonted fleepe, Tnder a frtOi trees flude. 

All which fecure, and fweetly he enloyes. 

Is farre beyond a Princes Delicates : 

His Viands fparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His bodie couched in a curious bed. 

When Care, Miftruft, and Treafon waits on him. 

jUatum, Enter a Sonne that hath i^ilPd bit Father, at 

one doore : and a Father that hath ^ilTd hm Sonne at am- 
ther doore. 

Son. Ill blowes the winde that profits no body. 
This man whom hand to hand I flew in fight. 
May be poflfefled with fome ftore of Crownes, 
And I that (haply) uke them firom him now. 
May yet (ere night) yeeld both my Life and them 
To fome man el(e, as this dead man doth me. 
Who's this? Oh God! It is my Fathers fiice. 
Whom in this Confii£t,I (vnwaresjhaue kill*d : 
Oh heauy times! begetting fuch Euents. 
From London, by the King was I prcft forth. 
My Father being the Earle of Warwickes man. 
Came on the part of Yorke, preft by his Mafter : 
And I, who at his hands receiu'd my life, 
Haue by my hands, of Life bereaued him. 
Pardon me God, I knew not what I did : 
And pardon Father, for I knew not thee. 
My Teares fliall wipe away thefe bloody markes : 
And no more words, till they haue flow'd their fill. 

ICing. O pitteous fpe€lacle! O bloody Times ! 
Whiles Lyons Warre,and batuile for their Dennes, 
Poore harmleflfe Lambes abide their enmity. 
Weepe wretched man : He ayde thee Teare for Tesit, 
And let our hearts and eyes, like Ciuill Warre, 
Be blinde with teares, and break ore^charg'd with gri«^ 
Enter Fatherybearingof hit Sonne. 

Fa, Thou that fo ftoutly hath refifted me, 
Giue me thy Gold, if thou haft any Gold : 
For I haue bought it with an hundred blowes. 
But let me fee : Is this our Foe-maos hce ? 
Ah, no, no, no, it is mineonely Sonne. 
Ah Boy, if any life be left in thee. 
Throw vp thine eye : fee, fee, what fliowres arife, 
Blowne with the windie Tempeft of my heart, 
Vpon thy wounds, that killes mine Eye,and Heart* 
O pitty God, this roiferable Age I 
What Stragems^ how fell? how Butcherly? 
Erreoneous, mutinous, and vnnaturall. 
This deadly quarrell daily doth beget f 
O Boy! thy Father gaue thee life too foone, X. 
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

King. Wo aboue wo: greefe, more th? common g«w 
O that my death would ftay thefe ruthfull deeds : 
O pitty, pitty, gentle heauen pitty : 
The Red Rofe and the White are on his face. 
The fiitall Colours of our ftriuing Houfes: 
The one, his purple Blood right well refembles. 
The other his pale Cbeekes(me thinkes) prefeoteth : 
Wither one Rofe, and let the other fiourifli : 
If you contend, a thoufand liues muft wither. 

Son, How will my Mother, for a Fathers death i 1 
Take on with me, and ne*re be (atisfi*d ? > 

Fa, How will my Wife,fi3r flaughter of my Sonne, 
Shed feas of Teares, and ne*re be fatisfiM ? i 

^in^.How will the Country, for thefe woful chances, 

Mif-thioke 
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nke the King, and not be fatUfied ? 

Was euer Tonne, fo rew*d a Fathen death ? 
. Was euer Father fo bemoan'd his Sonne ? 

Was euer King fo greeu*d for Subieds woe ? 
I your forrow; Mine, ten times fo much. 

lie beare thee hence, where I may weepe my fill. 
.Thefe armes of mine (hall be thy winding flieet : 
rt (fweet Boy) ihall be thy Sepulcher, 
n my heart, thine Image ne*re ihall go. 
ling breft, ihall be thy Funerall bell ; 
obfequious will thy Father be, 
r the loiTe of thee,hauing no more, 
tm was for all his Valiant Sonnes, 
e thee hence, and let them fight that will, 
aue murthered where I ihould not kill. Exit 

Sad-hearted-men, much ouergone with Care ; 
its a King, more wofull then you are. 

dlarmnu, ExcurJJMi. Enter the ^ueen^tbe 
Prince fand Exeter, 

Fly Father, fiye : for all your Friends are fled, 
^arwicke rages like a chafed Bull : 
for death doth hold vs in purfuite. 
Mount you my Lord, towards Barwicke poft a^ 
laJne : 

and Richard Vike a brace of Grey-hounds, 
the fearfull flying Hare in fight, 
cry eyes,fparkling for very wrath, 
>ody fteele grafpt in their yrefull hands 
our backe8,and therefore hence amaine. 

Away : for vengeance comes along with them, 
ly not to expoftulate, make fpeed, 
come after, lie away before. 

Nay take me with thee,good fweet Exeter: 
It I ^are to ftay, but loue to go 
;r the Queene intends. Forward, away. Exeunt 

•A lowd alarum. Enter Clifford PFounded, 

Heere burnes my Candle out; I, heere it dies, 

whiles it lafted, gaue King Henry light. 

after! I feare thy ouerthrow, 

len my Bodies parting with my Soule : 

le and Feare, glew*d many Friends to thee, 

w I fall. Thy tough Commixtures melts, 

ng Henfjj ftrength*ning. mifproud Yorke ; 

lether ^e the Gnats, but to the Sunne ? 

10 ihines now, but Henries Enemies ? 

>us! had*ft thou neuer giuen confent, 

baeton ihould checke thv fiery Steeds, 

rning Carre neuer had (corch'd the earth. 

irr^r, had'ft thou fwayM as Kings ihould do, 

ly Father, and his Father did, 

no ground vnto the houfe of Vorke, 

euer then had fprung like Sommer Flyes : 

:en thoufand in this lucklefie Realme, 

t no mourning Widdowes for our death, 

va this day,had*ft kept thy Chaire in peace. 

It doth cherrifii Weeds, but gentle ayre? 

lat makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity f 

e are Plaints^and CurelefTe are my Wounds : 

to flye, nor ftrengtb to hold out flight t 
e is mercileiTe, and will not pitty : 
heir hands I hauc deferu'd no pitty. 
"e hath got into my deadly Wounds, 



And much eflfiife of blood, doth make me faint : 
Come Tor^ff znd RicbardyH^arvid^e^ZTiA the reft, 
I ftab*d your Fathen bolbmes; Split my breft. 

Alarum & Retreat, Snter Edvard, W^arvicJ^^ Richard, and 
Soldiers, Montague, & Clarence. 
Sd.lfow breath we Lords, good fortune bids ts paufe. 
And fmooth the frownes of War, with peacefull lookes : 
Some Troopes purfue the bloody-minded Queene, 
That led calme Henry, though he were a King, 
As doth a Saile, fiird with a firetting Guft 
Command an Argofie to fterome the Wanes. 
But thinke you(Lords)that Clifford fled with them? 

ff^ar. No, 'tis impoisible he ihould efcape : 
(For though before his face 1 fpeake the words) 
Vour Brother Richard markt him for the Graue, 
And whercfoere he is, bee's furcly dead. Clifford grones 

Rich.VlhoCe foule is that which takes hir heauy leaue? 
A deadly grone, like life and deaths departing. 
See who it is. 

Ed. And now the Battailes ended. 
If Friend or Foe, let him be gently vfed. 

Rich. Reuoke that doome of mercy, for *tis Clifford, 
Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch 
In hewing Rutland, when his leaues put forth. 
But fet bis murth'ring knife vntvthe Roote, 
From whence that tender fpray did fwectly fpring, 
I meane our Princely Father,Duke of Yorke. 

fFar. From oflFthe gates of Yorke, fetch down y head. 
Your Fathers head, which Clifford placed there : 
In ftead whereof, let this fupply the roome, 
Meafure for meafure, muft be anfwered. 

Ed.Bring forth that fatall Schreechowle to our houfe, 
That nothing fung but death, to vs and ours : 
Now death (hall flop his difmall threatning found. 
And his ill-boading tongue, no more (hall fpeake. 

fFar, I thinke is vnder(bnding is bereft: 
Speake Clifford, doft thou know who fpeakes to thee ? 
Eharke cloudy death ore- (hades his beames of lifie. 
And he nor fees, nor heares vs,what we fay. 

Rich. O would he did, and fo ( perhaps )he doth, 
*Ti$ but his policy to counterfet, 
Becaufe he would auoid fuch bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death he gaue our Father. 

Cla. If fo thou think'ft. 
Vex him with eager Words. 

Rich. Ciifford,ztkt mercy, and obtaine no grace. 

Ed* Cli^rd, repent in bootleflfe penitence. 

fKir. Qifford, deuife excufes for thy faults. 

Cla. While we deuife fell Tortures for thy faults. 

Rich. Thou didd'ft loue Yorke, and I am fon to Yorke. 

Edv. Thou pittied'ft Rutland, I will pitty thee: 

Cla. Where's Captaine eM'argaret,to fence you now? 

ff^ar. They mocke thee Clifford, 
Sweare as thou was't wont. 

i2/r. What, not an Oath? Nay then the world go's hard 
When Clifford cannot fpare his Friends an oath : 
I know by that he's dead, and by my Soule, 
If this right hand would buy two houres li^, 
That I(in all defpight) might rayle at him. 
This hand (hould chop it off : & with the ifTuing Blood 
Stifle the Villaine, whofe vnfbnched thirft 
Yorke, and yong Rutland could not fadsfie 

ff^ar, I, but he's dead. Of with the Traitors head. 
And reare it in the place your Fathers ftands. 
And now to London with Triumphant march, 
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There to be crowned Englands Royall King : 

From whence, fhall Warwicke cut the Sea to France, 

And aske the Ladie Bona for thy Queene : 

So ihalt thou iinow i>oth thefe Lands together, 

And hauing France thy Friend, thou (halt not dread 

The fcattred Foe, that hopes to rife againe : 

For though they cannot greatly fting to hurt, 

Yet looke to haue them buz to offend thine eares : 

Firft, will I fee the Coronation, 

And then to Britanny He crofTe the Sea, 

To effedt this marriage, fo it pleafe my Lord. 

Bd, Euen as'thou wilt fweet Warwicke, let it bee : 
For in thy ihoulder do 1 builde my Seate; 
And neuer will I vndertake the thing 
Wherein thy couniiule and confent is wanting: 
^cbarjf I will create thee Duke of Glouce(ler, 
And George of Clarence ; fFanp'icl^ as our Selfe, 
Shall do, and vndo as him pleafeth beft. 

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Glofter, 
For Glofters Dukedome is too ominous. 

JVar. Tut, that*8 a foolifli obferuation : 
Retard t be Duke of Glofter : Now to London, 
To fee thefe Honors in pofleflion. Exeunt 

Enter Stni^/oyand Humfrey^xoith CroJfe-bv»e» 
in their hands. 

(our felues: 

&nj(. Vnder this thicke growne brake, wee*l flirowd 
For through this Laund anon the Deere will come, 
And in this couert will we make our Stand, 
Culling the principall of all the Deere. 

Hum, He ftay aboue the hill, fo both may fhoot. 

Snl^. That cannot be, the noife of thy CrofTe-bow 
Will fcarre the Heard, and fo my fhoot is loft: 
Heere ftand we both, and ay me we at the beft : 
And for the time ihall not feeme tedious. 
He tell thee what befell me on a day. 
In this felfe-place, where now we meane to ftand. 

Sinl^. Heere comes a man, let*s ftay till he be paft: 
Enter the King wth a Prayer boof^. 

Hen. From Scotland am I ftolne euen of pure loue, 
To greet mine owne Land with my wiftifuU fight : 
No Harry ^ Harry^ *tis no Land of thine. 
Thy place it filPd, thy Scepter wrung from thee, 
Thy Balme waflit off, wherewith thou was Annointed : 
No bending knee will call thee Oejar now. 
No humble futers preafe to fpeake for right : 
No, not a man comes for redrefle of thee : 
For how can I heipe them, and not my felie ? 

Sinl(. I, heere's a Deere, whofe skin's a Keepers Fee : 
This u the quondam King ; Let's feize vpon him. 

Hen. Let me embrace the fower Aducriaries, 
For Wife men fay, it is the wifeft courfe. 

Hum, Why linger we? Let vs lay hands vpon him. 

Sinl(^, Forbeare a-while,wee*l heare a little more. 

Hen, My Queene and Son are gone to France for aid: 
And (as I heare )the great CoAimanding Warwicke 
It thither gone, to craue the French Kings Sifter 
To wife for Edward, If this newes be true, 
Poore Queene, and Sonne,yoar labour is but loft: 
For Warwicke is a fubtle Orator : 
And Levi a Prince foone wonne with mouing words : 
By this account then, Margaret may winne him. 
For file's a woman to be pi tried much : 
Her fighes will make a batt*ry in his breft, 
Her tearcs will pierce into a Marble heart : 



The Tyger will be milde, whiles ftie doth mourne ; 

And Nero will be tainted with remorfr. 

To heare and fee her plaints, her Brinifli Teares. 

I, but ihee*s come to begge, Warwicke to giue : 

Shee on his left fide, crauing ayde for Henrk j . 

He on his right, asking a wife for Edvard. 

Shee Weepes, and fayes, her Henry is depot*d : 

He Smiles, and fayes, his Edward it inftauPd \ 

That ihe (poore Wretch) for greefe can fpeaUce no more: 

Whiles Warwicke tels his Title, fmooths the Wrong, 

Inferreth arguments of mighty ftrength, 

And in conclufion winnes the King from her. 

With promife of his Sifter, and what clfe. 

To ftrengthen and fupport King Edv^ards place. 

O Margaret, thus *twill be, and thou (poore ibule) 

Art then forfaken,as thou went'ft forlome. 

Hum. Say, what art thou talk*ft of Kings Sc Queens? 

King.MoTC then I feeme, and leflfe then I was bom to: 
A man at leaft, for lefTe I ihould not be : 
And men may talke of Kings, and why not I? 

Hum, I, but thou talk'ft, as if thou wer*t a King, 

King, Why fo I am (in Minde^and that's enough. 

Hum. But if thou be a King,wnere is thy Crowne? 

King, My Crowne is in my heart, not on my head : 
Not deck'd with Diamonds,and Indian ftones : 
Nor to be fcene : my Crowne, is call'd Content, 
A Crowne it is, that fildome Kings enioy. 

Hum, Well, if you be a King crown'd with Content, 
Your Crowne Content,and you,muft be contented 
To go along with vs. For fas we thinke) 
You are the king King Edward hath depos'd : 
And we his fubiedb, fworne in all Allegeance, 
Will apprehend you, as his Enemie. 

King. But did you neuer fweare,and breake an Oath. 

Hum, No, neuer fuch an Oath, nor will not now. 

King,yfhtxt did you dwell when I was K. of England? 

Hum, Heere in this Country, where we now remaine. 

King. I was annointed King at nine monthes old. 
My Father,and my Grand^ther were Kings: 
And you were fworne true Subiedts vnto me: 
And tell me then, haue you not broke your Oathes ? 

£if.No,for we were Subie£tt,but while yon wer king 

King, Why ? Am I dead? Do I not breath a Man? 
Ah fimple men, you know not what you fweare: 
Looke, as I blow this Feather from my Face, 
And as the Ayre blowes it to me againe, 
Obeying with my winde when I do blow. 
And yeelding to another, when it blowes, 
Commanded alwayes by the greater guft : 
Such is the lightnefte of you, common men. 
But do not breake your Oathes, for of that finne. 
My milde intreatie ftkall not make you guilde. 
Go where you will, the king fhall be commanded. 
And be you kings, command, and He obey. 

Sinl(lo, We are true Sublet to the king. 
King Edward. 

King, So would you be againe to Htnrity 
If he were feated at king Edward IM, 

Sin\Io. We charge you in Godi name St the Kings, 
To go with vs vnto the Officers. 

King, In Gods name lead,yoar Kings name be obeyd, 
And what God will, that let your King perfbrme. 
And what he will, I humbly yeeld vnto. £*e^ 

Enter K.Sdward,Glofter,aaremee^Lady Gray, 
King. Brother of Glofter,at S.Albons field 
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lyes Husband, Sir Richard Grey^ynn flame, 
i then (eiaM on hj the Conqueror, 

is now, to repolTeffe thofe Lands, 
flree in luftice cannot well deny, 
in Quarrel 1 of the Houfe of Tori^, 
thy Gentleman did lofe hit Life, 
y^our Highneflfe fliall doe well to graunt her fuiti 
diihonor to deny it her. 

It were no lefle,but yet He make a pawfe. 

Yea, is it fo : 

' Lady hath a thing to graunt, 
he King will graunt her humble fuit. 
r<. Hee knowes the Game, how true hee keepes 
lef 
Silence. 

Widow, we will confider of your fuit, 
oe fome other time to know our minde. 

Right gracious Lord, I cannot brooke delay: 
»leafe your Highnefle to refolue me now, 
at your pleafure is, ihall fadsfie me. 

I Widow? then lie warrant you all your Lands, 

vhat pleafes him, ihall pleafure you : 

9fer, or good faith you*le catch a Blow. 

ffce. I feare her not,vnleire fhe chance to falU 

God forbid that, for hee'le take vantages. 

How many Children haft thou. Widow/ tell 

9ce. I thinke he meanes to begge a Child of her. 
Nay then whip me : hee'le rather giue her two. 
Three, my moft gracious Lord. 
You (hall haue fbure, if you'le be rulM by him. 
*Twere pitde they fliould lofe their Fathers 

Be pittifull, dread Lord, and graunt it then. 
Lords giue vs leaue. He trye this Widowes 

I, good leaue haue you, for you will haue leaue, 
jth take leaue, and leaue you to the Crutch. 

Now tell me , Madame , doe you loue your 
I? 

I, full as dearely as I loue my felfe. 

And would you not doe much to doe them 

To doe them good, I would fuflayne fome 
Then get your Husbands Lands, to doe them 

Therefore I came vnto your Maieftie. 

He tell you how thefe Lands are to be got. 
So ihall you bind me to your HighneiTe feruice. 

What feruice wilt thou doe me, if 1 giue them? 
What you command, that reflsin me to doe. 

But you will take exceptions to my Boone. 
No, gracious Lord, except I cannot doe it. 
' I, but thou canil doe what I meane to aske. 
Why then I will doc what your Grace com- 

Hee plyes her hard, and much Raine weares the 

As red as 6re / nay then, her Wax muft melt. 
Why itoppes my Lord ? ihall I not heare my 

An eaiJe Taske,*tis but to loue a King. 
That's foone performed, becaufe I am a Sublet. 
Why then, thy Husbands Lands I freely giue 



W1J. I take my leaue with many thoufand thankes* 

Rich. The Match is made,ihce feales it with a Curfie. 

King. But ftay thee,*tis the fruits of loue I meane, 

Wia. The fruits of Loue, I meane, my louing Liege. 

ICifig. l,but I feare me in another fence. 
What Loue, thin k'il thou, I fue fo much to get? 

Vnd. My loue till death, my humble thanks, my prayers, 
That loue which Vertue begges,and Vertue graunts. 

King, No, by my troth, I did not meane fuch loue. 

Vid, Why then you meane not, as I thought you did. 

King, But now you partly may perceiue my minde* 

IK//. My minde will neuer graunt what I perceiue 
Your Highneife aymes at, if I ayme aright. 

King. To tell thre plaine,! ayme to lye with thee. 

IT//. To tell you plaine,! had rather lye in Prifon. 

King. Why then thou ihalt not haue thy Husbands 
Lands. 

Wld, Why then mine Honei*ie ihall be my Dower, 
For by that loife,! will not purchafe them. 

King. Therein thou wrong'il thy Children mightily. 

Wid. Herein your HighneiTe wrongs both them Sc me: 
But mightie Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the fadneffe of my fuit ; 
Pleafe you difmiiTe me,eyther with I, or no. 

King. I, if thou wilt fay I to my requeft: 
No, if thou do'il fay No to my demand. 

Wid. Then No, my Lord: my iuit is at an end. 

Rich. The Widow likes him not , ihee knits her 
Browes* 

Clarence, Hee is the blunteft Wooer in Chriilen- 
dome. 

King. Her Looks doth argue her replete with Modeily, 
Her Words doth ihew her Wit incomparable. 
All her perfe^ions challenge Soueraigntie, 
One way, or other, ihee is for a King, 
And ihee ihall be my Loue, or elfe my Queene. 
Say, that King Bdv^ard take thee for his Queene ? 

W^id. *Tis better faid then done, my gracious Lord: 
I am a fubie^ fit to laA withall. 
But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 

King. Sweet Widow, by my State I fweare to thee, 
I fpeake no more then what my Soule intends. 
And that is,to enioy thee for my Loue. 

Wid. And that is more then I will yeeld vnto : 
I know, I am too meane to be your Queene, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 

King. You cauill,Widow,I did mean^ my Queene* 

ffld. *Tvidll grieue your Grace, my Sonnes ihould call 
you Father. 

King. No more, then when my Daughters 
Call thee Mother. 

Thou art a Widow, and thou haft fome Children, 
And by Gods Mother,! being but a Batchelor, 
Haue other-fome. Why,'tis a happy thing. 
To be the Father vnto many Sonnes : 
Anfwer no more, for thou ihalt be my Queene. 

Rich. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrift. 

Clarence, When hee was made a Shriuer, 'twas for ihift. 

King. Brothers, you mufe what Chat wee two luue 
had. 

Rich, The Widow likes it not, for ihee lookes very 
fad. 

King, You'ld thinke it ftrange, if I ihould marrie 
her. 

Clarence. To who, my l.ord f 

King. Why Clarence, to my fclfe. 
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Rich. That would be tcnne dayes wonder at the leaft. 
Claretice, That's a day longer then a Wonder lafts. 
Rieb. By fo much is the Wonder in extremes. 
King. Well/ieaft on Brothers: I can tell you bothy 
Her fuit is graunted for her Husbands Lands. 

Entir a Noble man. 

Nob, My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Prifoner to your Fallace Gate. 

King. See that he be conuey'd vnto the Tower ; 
And goe wee Brothers to the man that tooke him, 
To queftion of his apprehenfion. 
Widow goe you along: Lords vfe her honourable* 

Exeunt, 
Manet Richard, 
Rich, l^EdxpardwiW vfe Women honourably: 
Would he were wafted, Marrow, Bones, and all, 
That from his Loynes no hopefuU Branch may fpring. 
To croflTe me from the Golden time I looke for : 
And yet,betweene my Soules defi remand me, 
The luftfuU Edvards Title burycd. 
Is Clarence^ Henry ^^n^ his Sonne young Edrrard, 
And all the vnlook'd-for IfTue of their Bodies, 
To take their Roomes, ere 1 can place my felfe: 
A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 
Why then 1 doe but dreame on Soueraigntie, 
Like one that ftands vpon a Promontorie, 
And fpyes a farre-ofFfhore, where hee would tread, 
Wifliing his foot were equall with his eye. 
And chides the Sea, that funders him from thence, 
Saying, hee*le lade it dry, to haue his way : 
So doe I wifli the Crowne, being fo farre off. 
And fo I chide the meanes that keepes me firom it, 
And fo (I fay) lie cut the Caufes off. 
Flattering me with impofllbilities : 
My Eyes too quicke,my Heart oVe-weenes too much, 
VnleiTe my Hand and Strength could equall them. 
Well, fay there is no Kingdome then for Richard: 
What other Pleafure can the World afFoord ? 
He make my Heauen in a Ladies Lappe, 
And decke my Body in gay Ornaments, 
And Vitch fweet Ladies with my Words and Lookes. 
Oh miferable Thought ! and more vnlikely, 
Then to accomplifh twentie Golden Crownes. 
Why Loue forfwore me in my Mothers Wombe : 
And for 1 fhould not deale in her foft Lawes, 
Shee did corrupt frayle Nature with fome Bribe, 
To ihrinke mine Arme vp like a withered Shrub, 
To make an enuious Mountaine on my Back, 
Where fits Deformitie to mocke my Body j 
To fhape my Legges of an vnequall fize. 
To dif-proportion me in euery part : 
Like to a Chaos, or an vn-lick'd Beare-whelpe, 
That carryes no impreffion like the Damme. 
And am I then a man to be belou*d ? 
Oh monftrous fiiult, to harbour fuch a thought. 
Then fince this Earth affoords no loy to me. 
But to command, to check, to o're^beare fuch. 
As are of better Perfon then my felfe : 
He make my Heauen, to dreame vpon the Crowne, 
And whiles 1 liue,t*account this World but Hell, 
Vntill my mis-fliap'd Trunke, that beares this Head, 
Be round impaled with a glorious Crowne. 
And yet I know not how to get the Crowne, 
For many Liues ftand betweene me and home : 



And I, like one loft in a Thornie Wood, 

That rents the Thornes,and is rent with the Themes, 

Seeking a way, and ftraying from the way, 

Not knowing how to finde the open Ayre, 

But toylingdefperately to finde it out. 

Torment my felfe, to catch the Englifli Crowne: 

And from that torment 1 will free my felfe, 

Or hew my way out with a bloody Axe. 

Why I can fmile,and murther whiles I fmile. 

And cry. Content, to that which grieues my Hearty 

And wet my Cheekes with artificiall Teares, 

And frame my Face to all occafions. 

He drowne more Saylers then the Mermaid ihally 

lie flay more garers then the Bafiliske, 

lie play the Orator as well as AV/for, 

Deceiue more flyly then yiiffes could, 

And like a Synon^ take another Troy. 

I can adde Colours to the Camelion, 

Change fliapes with Protetu, for aduantages. 

And fet the murtherous cMacheuill to Scboole. 

Can I doe this, and cannot get a Crowne ? 

Tut, were it farther off. He plucke it downe. Exit. 

Fhurijb. 

Enter Ler^u the French Kingy bit SiBer 'Bona, hit 

tAdmira/iyCa/PdfBourbon : Prince Edvrardf 

Slueene Margaret^and the Sarle of Oxford, 

Lewit fitly and rifeth 'up againe, 

Lewi, Faire Queene of England, worthy Margartty 
Sit downe with vs : it ill befits thy State, 
And Birth, that thou fliould'ft fbnd, while Lnr«rdoth fit 

Marg, No,mightle King of France : now Afiar;ftfrtf 
Muft ftrike her fayle,and learne a while to feme. 
Where Kings command. I was (I muft confeiTe) 
Great Albions Queene, in former Golden dayes : 
But now mifchance hath trod my Title downe. 
And with dif-honor layd me on the ground. 
Where I muft take like Seat vnto my fortune, 
And to my humble Seat conforme my felfe. 

Lemit. Why fay, faire Queene, whence fprings this 
deepe defpaire ? 

Marg.txom fuch a caufe,as fills mine eyes vnth teares, 
And ftops my tongue, while heart is drown'd in cares. 

Lnritf. What ere it be, be thou ftill like thy felfe. 
And fit thee by our fide. Seats her by him, 

Veeld not thy necke to Fortunes yoake. 
But let thy dauntleflfe minde ftill ride in triumph, 
Ouer all mifchance. 

Be plaine, Queene Margaretyznd tell thy griefe. 
It ihall be eas*d, if France can yeeld reliefe. 

Marg, Thofe gracious words 
Reuiue my drooping thoughts. 
And giue my tongue-ty'd forrowes leaue to fpeake. 
Now therefore be it knowne to Noble Lewt, 
That Henry, fole pofTeflror of my Loue, 
Is, of a King, become a baniOit man. 
And forc*d to liue in Scotland a Forlome ; 
While prowd ambitious Edx^ardyDyjikt of Yorke, 
Vfurpes the Regall Title, and the Seat 
Of Englands true anoynted lawfull King. 
This is the caufe that I, poore c^argaret. 
With this my Sonne, Prince Eth^ard, Henries Heire, 
Am come to craue thy iuft and lawfull ayde : 
And if thou fiiile vs,all our hope is done. 
Scotland hath will to helpe,but cannot helpe : 

Oor 
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ple^and oar Peeres,are both mU-Ied, 
tfure {eiz*d,our Souldionput to flighty 
hou fecft^ our felues in heaule plight. 

Renowned Queene, 
sence calme the Storme, 
e bethinke a meanes to breaJce it oflT. 

The more wee ftay, the ftronger growes our 

The more I ftay, the more He fuccour thee. 
. 0,but impatience waiteth on true forrow. 
where comet the breeder of my forrow. 

Eater fFarmlcfy, 

What*s hee approacheth boldly to our pre- 

Our Earle of Warwicke, Edwards greateft 

Welcome braue fVarvficl^e^ what brings thee 
: ? Hee defcendi, Sbee arifetb, 

I now begins a fecond Storme to rife, 
is hee that moues both Winde and Tyde. 
. From worthy £</»tfr</, King of Albion, 

and Soueraigne,and thy vowed Friend, 
in fCindneiTe, and vniayned Loue^ 
loe greetings to thy Royall Perfon, 
1 to craue a League of Amitie x 
y,to confirme that Amitie 
iptiall Knot, if thou vouchfafe to gnunt 
tuous Lady ^Boira,thy faire Sifter, 
inds King, in lawfiiU Marriage. 
. If th^t goe forward, i/mrirj hope is done. 
. And gracious Madame, Speal^ng to ^Bona, 

ings behalfe, 

imanded, wnth your leaue and fauor, 
to kiflfe your Hand, and with my Tongue 
he paflion of my Soueraignes Heart ; 
'ame,late entring at his heedfuU Eares, 
c*d thy Beauties Image, and thy Vertue. 

King Lewsyzn^ Lady'^BeiM,heare me fpeake, 
HI anfwer H^arwlcl^e, His demand 
lot firom Edwards welUmeant honeft Loue, 
I Deceit, bred by Necefticie : 

can Tyranu fafely gouerne home, 
ibroad they purchafe great allyance? 

him Tyrant, this reafon may iuffice, 
try liueth ftill : but were hee dead. 

Prince Edward ftands,King Henries Sonne, 
berefore Lnr«,thaC by this League and Maruge 
aw not on thy Danger,and Dis-honor x 
gh Vfurpers fway the rule a while, 
ii*ns are iuft,and Time fupprefteth Wrongs* 
. Iniurious c^argaret. 

And why not Queene ? 
. Becaufe thy Father Henry did vfurpe, 
1 no more art Prince, then ihee is Queene, 
Then fFarwicke difanuUs great lobn of Gaunt, 
id fubdue the greateft part of Spaine j 
r lobn of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
^ifilome was a Mirror to the wifeft s 
r that wife Prince, Henry the Fifr, 
his Prowefle conquered all France : 
5fe,our Henry lineally defcends. 
Okford,hovt haps it in this fmooth diicourfe, 

not, how Henry the Sixt hath loft 
which Henry the Fift had gotten : 



Me thinkes thefe Peeres of France ihould fmile at that. 
But for the reft ; you tell a Pedigree 
Of threefcore and two yeeres,a filly time 
To make prefcription for a Kingdomes worth. 

Oxf, Why fyarwk^ej canft thou fpeak againft thy Liege, 
Whom thou obeyd*ft thirtie and fix yeeres. 
And not bewray thy Trea(bn with a Blufli ? 

Warw. Can Ox^or</, that did euer fence the right. 
Now buckler Falsehood with a Pedigree ? 
For {hame leaue /2r/rry,and call Edward King. 

Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe iniurious doome 
My elder Brother, the Lord tAuhrey Vere 
Was done to death ? and more then fo, my Father, 
Euen in the downe-fall of his mellowM yeeres. 
When Nature brought him to the doorc of Death? 
No H^arwic^e, no: while Life vpholds this Arme, 
This Arme vpholds the Houfe of Lancafier, 

Warw. And I the Houfe of Yorke, 

Lewis. Queene Aiargaret, Prince SdwardfUnd Oxford, 
Vouchfafe at our requeft, to ftand afide. 
While I vfe further conference with Warwicke, 
They fland aloof e, 

Marg. Heauens graunt, that fyarwkkes wordes be- 
witch him not. 

Lew^ Now Warwicl^yttVi me euen vpon thy confcience 
Is Edward your true King ? for I were loth 
To linke with him, that were not lawfull chofen. 

Warw. Thereon I pawne my Credit, and mine Ho- 
nor. 

Lewis, But u hee gracious in the Peoples eye ? 

Vf^arw, The more, that Henry was vnfortunate. 

Lewu. Then further : all diiTcmbling fet afide, 
Tell me for truth, the meafure of his Loue 
Vnto our Sifter Bona* 

Xfar» Such it feemes. 
As may befeeme a Monarch like himfelfe. 
My felie haue often heard him fay, and fweare, 
That this his Loue was an externall Plant, 
Whereof the Root was fixt in Vertues ground, 
The Leaues and Fruit maintained with Beauties Sunne, 
Eiempt ^m Enuy,but not from Difdaine, 
Vnl eiTe the Lady ^Bona quit his paine. 

Lewit, Now Sifter, let vs heare your firme refolue. 

Bona. Your graunt, or your denyall,ftiall be mine. 
Yet I confi;fle,that often ere this day, Speal{s to Vf^ar, 
When I haue heard your Kings defcrt recounted. 
Mine eare hath tempted iudgement to defire. 

Lewis. Then n^^nr/fi^r, thus: 
Our Sifter fhall be Edwards. 
And now forthwith ftiall Articles be drawne. 
Touching the loynture that your King muft make. 
Which with her Dowrie fliall be counter-poys*d: 
Draw neere, Queene Margaret,»nd be a witnefley 
That ^ma fliall be Wife to the Englifti King. 

Pr.Edw. To Edward^ but not to the Engliih King. 

ALtrg, Deceitflill fFarwicl(e,it was thy deuice. 
By this alliance to make void my fuit : 
Before thy comming, Levm was Henries friend. 

Lewu. And ftill is friend to him, and Margaret. 
But if your Title to the Crowne be weake, 
As may appeare by Edwards good fuccelTe : 
Then *tis but reafon, that I be released 
From giuing ayde, which late I promifed. 
Yet fhall you haue all kindneiTe at my hand. 
That your Eftate requires, and mine can yeeld. 

fTarw, Henry now Hues in Scotland, at his eafe; 

Where 
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Where liauing nothing, nothing can he lofe. 
And as for you your felfe (our quondam Queene) 
You haue a Father able to maintaine you, 
And better *twcre, you troubled him, then France. 

Mar, Peace impudent, and ihameleiTe Warwicke, 
Proud fetter vp, and puller downe of Kings, 
I will not hence, till with my Tallce and Teares 
(Both full of Truth) I make King Ln>h behold 
Thy flye conueyance,and thy Lords filfe loue, 

foft blcfwing a borne Vttbin, 
For both of you are Birds of felfe-fame Feather. 

Lr»es, Warwicke, this is fome pofte to vs, or thee. 
Etiter the Pofte, 

Foft, My Lord Ambaflador, 
Thcle Letters are for you. Speal^s to Vf^arv>ic^^, 

Sent from your Brother Marquefle Montague, 
Thefe from our King, vnto your Maiefty. To Lews, 

And Madam, thefe for you: To Margaret 

From whom, I know not. 

Tbey all reade their Letters, 

Oxf. I like it well, that our faire Queene and Miftrts 
Smiles at her newes, while Warxpick^ frownes at his. 

Frince Ed. Nay marke how Lnrk fbmpes as he were 
netled. I hope, airs for the beft. 

Lew, Warwicke, what arc thy Newes f 
And yours, faire Queene. 

Mar. Mine fuch,as fill my heart with vnhop*d ioyes. 

War, Mine full of forrow, and hearts difcontent. 

Lew, What? has your King married the Lady Grey? 
And now to footh your Forgery, and his, 
Sends me a Paper to pcrfwade me Patience ? 
Is this th*Alliance that he feekes with France ? 
Dare he prefume to fcornevs in this manner? 

Mar. I told your Maiefty as much before : 
This proueth Edr^ards Loue, and Warwickes honefty. 

Vtar, King Lnror, I heere proteft in fight of heauen, 
And by the hope I haue of heauenly blifle, 
That I am cleere from this mifdeed of Edwards i 
No more my King,fbr he difhonon me, 
But moft himfelfe, if he could fee his fhame. 
Did I forget, that by the Houfe of Yorke 
My Father came vnttmely to his death ? 
Did I let pafTe th'abnfe done to my Neece ? 
Did I impale him with the Regall Crowne f 
Did I put Henry from his Nadue Right ? 
And am I guerdonM at the laf(, with Shame ? 
Shame on himfelfe, for my Defert is Honor. 
And to repaire my Honor lofl for him, 
I heere renounce him, and returne to Henry, 
My Noble Queene, let former grudges paiTe, 
And henceforth, I am thy true beruitour t 
I will reuenge his wrong to Lady ^Boikt, 
And replant Henry in his former (bte. 

^Mar, Warwicke, 
Thefe words haue tum'd my Hate, to Loue, 
And I forgiue, and quite forget old faults. 
And ioy that thou becom*ft King Henries Friend* 

\far. So much his Friend, I,hi8 vnfained Friend, 
That if King Lewis vouchfafe to fiirnifh ts 
With fome few Bands of chofen Soldiours, 
He vndertake to Land them on our Coaft, 
And force the Tyrant from his feat by Warre. 
*Tis not his new-made Bride fhall fuccour him. 
And as for Clarence^ as my Letters tell me, 
Hee*s very likely now to ^11 from him. 
For matching more for wanton Lufl,then Honor^ 



Or then for fbength and fafety of our Country. 

'Bona. Deere Brother, how fhall Bona be reueng*d, 
But by thy helpe to this difbefTed Queene ? 

Mar, Renowned Prince, how fhall Poore Henry liue, 
VnlefTe thou refcue him from fbule difpaire ? 

Bona, My quarrel, and this EngliA Queen8,are one. 

IVar. And mine faire Lady ^«tf,ioyne8 with yours. 

Lew, And mine, with hers, and thine, and Margarets, 
Therefore, at lafl, I firmely am refolu*d 
You fhall haue ayde. 

Mar. Let me giue humble thankes for all,at once. 

Lew, Then Englands MefTenger, returne in Pofle, 
And tell falfe Edward^ thy fuppofed King, 
That Lewii of France, is fending ouer Maskers 
To reuell it with him, and his new Bride. 
Thou feed what*s paft,go feare thy King withall. 

Bona. Tell him, in hope hee*l proue a vi^dower fhortly, 
I weare the Willow Garland for his fake. 

Mar, Tell him, my mourning weeds are layde afide, 
And I am ready to put Armor on. 

War, Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrooj, 
And therefore He vn-Crowne him, er't be long. 
There's thy reward, be gone. Eant Ptf. 

Lew, But Warwicke, 
Thou and Oxford, with fiue thoufand men 
Shall crofTe the Seas, and bid falfe Edward battaile: 
And as occafion femes, this Noble Queen 
And Prince, fhall follow with a frefh Supply. 
Yet ere thou go, but anfwer me one doubt t 
What Pledge haue we of thy firme Loyalty ? 

War, This fhall afTure my confbnt Loyalty, 
That if our Queene, and this young Prince agree, . 
He ioyne mine eldeft daughter, and my Ioy, 
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlocke bands. 

Mar. Ye% I agree, and thanke you for yoor Modon. 
Sonne Sdward^ ihe is Faire and Vertuous, 
Therefore delay not, giue thv hand to Warwicke, 
And with thy hand, thy faith irreuocable, 
That onely Warwickes daughter fhall be thine. 

Trin,6d, Yes, I accept her, for fhe well deferuci it, 
And heere to pledge my Vow, I giue my hand. 

He gnus his band to Wart, 

Lew, Why fby we now ? Thele foldiera fkalbe kuie^ 
And thou Lord Bourbon, our High Admirall 
Shall waft them ouer with our Royall Fleete. 
I long till Edward hU by Warres mifchance. 
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. 

Exeunt. Mlanet \fmrwiekf, 

War, I came from Edward as Ambaflador, 
But I returne his fworne and mortall Foe : 
Matter of Marriage was the charge he gaoe mcy 
But dreadful 1 Warre fhall anfwer his demand. 
Had he none elfe to make a fble but me } 
Then none but I, fhall tume his left to Sorrow. 
I was the Cheefi: that raisM him to the Crowne, 
And He be Cheefe to bring him downs againe : 
Not that I pitty Henries mifery. 
But feeke Reuenge on Edwards mockery. Bsat. 

Enter Richard^ Clarence^ Somerftt^ mid 
Mostntague, 

^cb. Now tell roe Brother Clarencty what thinkc jot 
Of thn new Marriage with the Lady Grsy} 
Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice? 

Cla, Alas, you know,tis forre from hence to France, 

How 
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Mild he flay till fFarmiekf made returne ? 
My Lords, fbrbearc this talke : heere comet the 

tttr King Bdward^Lady Gfey^Penbroo\e^ Staf- 
ford^ Hafiingt : foure ftand tm one fidt^ 
amdfcmrt on the oihtr. 

. And hit well-chofen Bride. 

mce. I minde to tell him plainly what I thinkc. 

-. Now Brother of Clarence, 

ke you our Choyce, 

90 ftand penfiue,at halfe malecontent ? 

fice. At well at Lewi of France, 

Earle of Warwicke, 

are fo weake of courage, and in iudgement, 

iey*le take no oflence at our abufe. 

. Suppofe they take offence without a caufe : 

re but Lemit and ff^arwu^e,! am Edward^ 

Ling and ff'arwicl^es ^ and muft hauc my will. 

And flull haue your will, becaufe our King : 
ftie Marriage feldome proueth well. 
. Yea, Brother Riebard, are you offended too ? 

Not I : no : 
'bid, that I (hould wi(h them feuer'd, 
God hath ioyn'd together : 
were pittie, to funder them, 
>ake fo well together. 

. Setting your ikornet,and your mifllke afide, 
; fome reafon, why the Lady Grej^ 
not become my Wife, and Englandt Queene ? 
41 too, SomerfgtfZnd c^ottntagiUf 
freely what you thinke. 
nee. Then this is mine opinion : 
Jng Lewi becomes your Enemie, 
eking him about the Marriage 
Lady Bona, 

. And ff^arwiei(e, doing what you gaue in charge, 
dis-honored by this new Marriage. 

What, if both Lewi and fVarwici^ be appeasM, 
t inuention as I can deuife ? 

I Yet, to haue ioyn*d with France in fuch alliance, 
more haue ftrength*ned this our Commonwealth 
fbrraine ftormet, then any home-bred Marriage. 
. Why,knowe$ not Mauntagtie^tixzt of it fdfe, 
i is fafe,if true within it felfe ? 
wrr. But the fafer, when *tit back*d with France. 
' . Tit better vfing France,then trufting France t 
be back'd with God, and with the Seat, 

he hath giu*n for fence impregnable, 
ith their helpes,onely defend our feluet : 
n,and in our feluet, our fafetie lyet. 

For thit one fpeech. Lord Hafiings well deferuet 
e the Heire of the Lord Hwigerfvrd* 
^ I, what of that ? it wat my will, and graunt, 
r thit once,my Will fhall fbnd for Law. 
Vnd yet me thinkt,your Grace hath not done well, 
t the Heire and Daughter of Lord Scale* 
le Brother of your louing Bride ; 
:tter would haue fitted me,or Clarence : 
your Bride you burie Brotherhood. 

Or elfe you would not haue beflow*d the Heire 
Lord fBontdll on your new Wiuet Sonne, 
aue your Brothers to goe fpeede elfewhere. 
;-. Alatypoore Clarence: it it for a Wife 
lou art malecontent f I will provide chce. 



Claremee. In chufing for your felfe, 
You ihewM your iudgement t 
Which being (hallow, you fhall gioe me leaoe 
To play the Broker in mine owne behalfie ) 
And to that end, I fhortly minde to leaue you. 

King. Leaoe me, or tzny^ Edward will be King, 
And not be ty*d vnto his Brothers will. 

Lady Grey. My Lordt, before it pleatM hit Maleftie 
To rayfe my State to Title of a Queene, 
Doe me but right, and you muft all confeffe. 
That I wat not ignoble of Defcent, 
And meaner then my felfe haue had like fbrtuiie. 
But at thb Title honort me and mine, 
So your diniket,to whom I vrould be pleafing, 
Doth cloud my ioyet with danger, and with forrow. 

King.My Loue,forbeare to £iwne vpon their firowaeti 
What danger, or what forrow can befidl thee. 
So long at Edward it thy conftant friend, 
And their true Soueraigne,whom they muft obey ? 
Nay, whom they (hall obey, and loue th^ too, 
Vnleffe they feeke for hatred at my handt : 
Which if they doe, yet will I keepe thee fafis. 
And they (hall feele the vengeance of my wrath. 

^icb. I heare, yet fay not much, but thinke the more. 

Entera Pojh. 

King, Now MeiTenger, what Letters, or what Newea 
from France ^ 

Poft, My Soueraigne Liege, no Lettert, & (ew words. 
But fuch, as I (without your fpeciall pardon) 
Dare not relate. 

King. Goe too, wee pardon thee : 
Therefore, in briefe,tell me their wordt, 
As neere as thou canft gxitffe them. 
What anfwer makes King Lewi vnto our Letten ? 

PoB. At my depart, thefe were bit very wordt: 
Goe tell ^ilfe Edward^the fuppofed King, 
That Lewi of France it fending ouer Maskers, 
To reuell it with him, and his new Bride. 

King. It Lewi Co braue ? belike he thinket me Henry, 
But what faid Lady Bona to my Marriage ? 
Poft. Thefe were her wordt, vtt*red with mild difHaines 
Tell him, in hope hee*le proue a Widower (hortly. 
He weare the Willow Garland for hit (ake. 

King. I bbme not her $ (he could fay little lelTe : 
She had the wrong. But what faid Henries Qjieeoe ? 
For I haue heard, that (he wat there in place. 

Poft. Tell him (quoth (he) 
My mourning Weedet are done, 
And I am readie to put Armour on. 

King. Belike (he mindt to play the Amaton. 
But what faid Varwicl^i to thefe iniuriet ? 

fofi. He, more inceni^d againft your Maieftie, 
Then all the reft,difchargM me with theie wordt : 
Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong. 
And therefore He vncrowne hlm,er*t be long. 

Jt/iif .Ha?durft the Traytor breath out fo prowd vrordtf 
Well,! will arme me,being thus fbre-wam*d: 
They (hall haue Warret,and pay for their prefumption. 
But (ay, it IVarwicl^e firiendi with Margaret? 

Pofi. I, gracious Soueraigne, 
They are fo link*d in friendfhip. 
That yong Prince Edward marryet Varmickf Daughter. 

Clarence. Belike, the elder ; 
Clarence will haue the younger. 

Now 
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Now Brother King farewell,and fit you fift. 
For I will hence to Warwici(es other Daughter, 
That though I want a Kingdome, yet in Marriage 
I may not proue inferior to your felfe. 
You that loue me, and IKtfn»iV/(f, follow me. 

Exit Clartnee^and Somtrjet filhnrti. 

RicL Not I : 
My thoughts ayme at a further matter : 
I fhy not for the loue of Edi^ardyhut the Crownc. 

King, Clarenct and Somtrjet both gone to H^arwicl^ ? 
Yet am I arm*d againft the worft can happen : 
And hafte is needfiiU in this defp'rate cafe* 
Pemhroo^e and Stafford^ you in our behalfe 
Goe leuie men, and make prepare for Warre; 
They are alreadie,or quickly will be landed: 
My felfe in perfon will flraight follow you. 

Exeunt Pemhrooi(e and Stafford. 
But ere I %0CyHaftings and Afountapu 
Reiblue my doubt : you twaine,of^all the reffc, 
Are neere to Vf^arwicl^^hy bloud,and by allyance: 
Tell me, if you loue \far»icl^ more then me ; 
If it be fo,then both depart to him : 
I rather wifh you foes, then hollow firiends. 
But if you minde to hold your true obedience^ 
Giue me aflfurance with fome friendly Vow, 
That I may neuer haue you in fufped. 

v^cunt. So God helpe cMountague^ as hee proues 
true. 

HaB. And HoRingt^ as hee fauours Edwards caufe. 

King, Now, Brother J{ir^r^, will you ftand by ts? 

Rich. I, in defpight of all that fhall withftand you. 

Kinr, Why fo : then am I fure of Vidorie. 
Now tnerefore let vs hence, and lofe no howre. 
Till wee meet M^ninVi^<,with his forreine powre. 

Exeunt, 

Enter fFiarr^icl^e and Oxford in Snglandj 
with French Souldiors. 

ff^arvf, Truft me,my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers fwarme to vs. 

Enter Clarence and Somerfet, 
But fee where Somerfet and Clarence comes : 
Speake ruddenly,my Lords, are wee all fnends? 

CUr. Feare not that, my Lord* 

Warxf, Then gentle C^reirr«, welcome vnto R^Wv/r;(<, 
And welcome Somerfet : I hold it cowardice. 
To Tttt mi(lruftfull, where a Noble Heart 
Hath pawn*d an open Hand, in figne of Loue ; 
Elfe might I thin ke, that QiarenceyEdwardt Brother, 
Were but a fained friend to our proceedings: 
But welcome fweet Clarence^ my Daughter (hall be thine. 
And now, what refts P but in Nights Couerture, 
Thy Brother being careleflely encamp*d. 
His Souldiors lurking in the Towne about, 
And but attended by a fimple Guard, 
Wee may furprize and take him at our pleafure. 
Our Scouts haue found the aduenture very eafie : 
That as yMpn^ and fhnit Diomedef 
With fleight and manhood flole to Rbefut Tents, 
And brought from thence the Thradan fatall Steeds ; 
So wee, well couer*d with the Nights black Mantle, 
At vnawares may beat downe Edwards Guard, 
And feixe himfelfe : I fay not, flaughter him, 
For I intend but onely to furprize him. 
You that will follow me to this attempt, 



Applaud the Name of Henry , with your Leader. 

They all cry^ Henry, 
Why then,let*s on our way in filent fort, 
YoxWarwic^e and his friends, God and Saint George, 

Ex€um, 

Enter three H^atclmien to guard the Kings Tent, 

1. fVatch.Comt on my MafteT8,each man take his flaad, 
The King by this, is fet him downe to fleepe. 

a. JVateh, What, will he not to Bed ? 

i.lVatch, Why, no: for he hath made a folemne Vow, 
Neuer to lye and take his naturall Reft, 
Till fVarwicl^y or himfelfe, be quite fuppreft. 

2. H^atch, To morrow then belike fhall be the day. 
If ffarmielfe be (b neere as men report. 

3. H^atch. But iay,I pray, what Noble man is that, 
That with the King here refleth in his Tent ? 

i,1Vatch, *Tis the Lord Hafiings^ the Kings chiefeft 
friend. 

3. Vtatch, 0,is it fo ? but why comnunds the King, 
That his chiefe followers lodge in Townes about him, 
WhUe he himfelfe keepes in the cold field ? 

%,H^atch, *Tis the more honour, becaufe more dange- 
rous. 

3. J^atch. I, but giue me worfhip, and quietnefTe, 
I like it better then a dangerous honor* | 

If ffarviclfe knew in what eftate he ftands, 
*Tts to be doubted he would waken him. 

l.ff^atch. VnleiTe our Halberds did fhut vp his piT- 
fage. 

2. H^atch, I : wherefore elfe guard we his Royall Teat, 
But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes? 

Enter fFarwicJ^^ Clarence ^ Oxford, Somerfet, 
and French SoulSors ^Jilent all, 

WoTw. This is his Tent,and fee where fbnd his Goard: 
Courage my Mafters: Honor now, or neuer: 
But follow me, and Edward fhall be ours* 

\. Watch, Who goes there ? 

2. Watch, Stay, or thou dyeft. 

Warwic^e and the refi cry allyWarmic\f,Wermi^ 
and fet 'vpon the Guard, who Jlye, crying, j4rme,jtm, 
Warwici^ and the reft following them. 

The Drumme flaying, and Trumpet founding. 

Enter \farwicl(e, Somerfet, and the reft, bringing the Kag 

out in hit Gowfie , fitting in a Chair e : Richard 

and Hafiingsjlyes ouer the Stage, 

Som, What are they that flye there ? 

J^arw. Richard and Haftings : let them goe, heere ii 
the Duke. 

K.Edw, The Duke? 
Why Warwici^, when wee parted, 
Thou call*dft me King. 

Warw, 1, but the cafe is altered. 
When you difgracM me in my Embaflade, 
Then I degraded you from being King, 
And come now to create you Duke of Yorke. 
Alas, how ihould you goueme any Kingdome, 
That know not how to vfe Embaffadors, 
Nor how to be contented with one Wife, 
Nor how to vfe your Brothers Brotherly, 
Nor how to ftudie for the Peoples Welfare, 
Nor how to ihrowd your felfe firom Enemies ? 

K.Edw, Yei, 
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Sdm, Yea, Brother of Clarence, 

ou here too ? 

len I {ee,that SJward needs muft downe. 

'^arwkhf in defpight of all mifchance, 

w thy Idfcyand all thy Complices, 

d will alwayes beare himfelfe as King : 

;h Fortunes mallice ouerthrow my Sute, 

inde exceedes the compaiTe of her Wbeele. 

V. Then for his minde, be Edward Englands King, 

Takfs offbACnmnt, 

^gary now fhall weare the Engliih Crowne, 
le true King indeede: thou but the (hadow. 
ord of Somerfet, at my requeft, 
at forthwith Duke Edward be conuey*d 
my Brother Arch-Bifhop of Yorke : 
I haue fought with Pnn^rooj^^, and his fellovres,. 
k>w you, and tell what anfwer 
ind the Lady ^Bona fend to him. 
for a- while farewell good Duke of Yorke* 
they leade bim out forcibly, 
S^.What Fates impofe, that men mufl needs abide ; 
ti not to refift both winde and tide. Exeunt, 

f. What now remaines my Lords for ▼& to do, 
arch to London with our Soldiers ? 
r. I, that's the firit thing that we haue to do, 
e King Henry from imprifonment, 
be him feated in the Regall Throne. exit^ 



Enter Rhters^and Lady Grey^ 

v. Madam, what makes you in this fodain change? 
ty. Why Brother Riuers^ are you yet to learne 

late misfortune is befalne King Edward} 
t. What loiTe of fome pitcht battell 
ft Varwici^ef 

ty. No, but the loiTe of his owne Royall perfon. 
. Then is my Soueraigne flaine ? 
y. I almoft flaine,fbr he is taken prifoner, 
' betrayd by fiilfhood of his Guard, 

his Foe furprizM at vnawares : 
s I further haue to vnderftand, 
r committed to the Bifhop of Yorke, 
^arwickes Brother, and by that our Foe. 
. Thefe Newes I muft confeiTe are full of greefie, 
racious Madam, beare it as you may, 
icke may loofe, that now hath wonne the day. 
. Till then,fdre hope muft hinder Hues decay: 

the rather waine me from difpaire 
lue of Edwards Off-fpring in my wombe: 
s it that makes me bridle pailion, 
l>eare with Mildnefle my misfortunes crofle : 
>r this I draw in many a teare, 
bp the rifing of blood-fucking fighes, 
wnth my fighes or teares, I blaft or drowne 
Edwards Fruite, true heyre to th*£nglifh Crowne. 
. But Madam, 
e is Warwicke then become ? 
ry. I am informed that he comes towards London, 
t the Crowne once more on Henries head, 
t thou the reft. King Edwards Friends muft downe. 
> preuent the Tyrants violence, 
ruft not him that hath once broken Faith) 
nee forthwith ynto the Sanduary, 



To faue (at leaft; the heire of Edwards right : 

There ihall I reft fecure from force and fnud : 

Come therefore let ts ftye, while we may ftye. 

If Warwicke take ▼s,we are fure to dye. exeunt, 

enter lUcbard,Lord HaJHngs,and Sir mi&sM 
Stan/ejf, 

Rich, Now my Lord Haftings,znd Sir WiUiam Stanhy 
Leaue oflf to wonder why I drew you hither. 
Into this cheefeft Thicket of the Parke. 
Thus ftand the cafe : you know our King, my Brothery 
Is prifoner to the Biftiop here, at whofe hands 
He hath good vfage,and great liberty. 
And often but attended with weake guard. 
Come hunting this way to difport himfelfe. 
I haue aduertisM him by fecret meanes. 
That if about this houre he mske this way, 
Vnder the colour of his vfuall game, 
He fhall heere finde his Friends with Horfe and Men, 
To fet him free from his Captiuitie. 

Enter King Edward^and a Hunt/man 
with bim. 

Hunt/man. This way my Lord, 
For this way lies the Game. 

King Edw, Nay this way man. 
See where the Huntfmen ftand. 
Now Brother of Glofter,Lord Hafting8,and the reft, 
Stand you thus clofe to fteale the Bifhops Deere ? 

RAcb, Brother, the time and cafe, requireth haft, 
Your horfe ftands ready at the Parke-corner. 

King Ed, But whether fhall we then ? 

Ht^. To Lyn my Lord, 
And ftiipt from thence to Flanders. 

9/ci&.Wel gueft beleeue me, for that was my meaning 

K.Ed. Stanley f I will requite thy forwardnefle. 

^cb. But wherefore fby we? *tis no time to talke. 

K.Ed, Huntfman, what fay'ft thou ? 
Wilt thou go along f 

Hunt/. Better do fo,then tarry and be hang*d. 

Ricb. Come then away, lets ha no more adoo. 

K.Ed. Bifhop farwell, 
Sheeld thee from fFarwicl^s frowne. 
And pray that I may re-pofTcfTe the Crowne* exeunt 

Fhurijb. Enter King Henry tbe fixt^ Clarence^ fVarwid^^ 
Somerfet^ young Henry y Oxford^ Mountague^ 
and Lieutenant, 

KHen. M. Lieutenant, now that God and Friends 
Haue fhaken Edward from the Regall feate. 
And turn'd my captiue fbte to libertie. 
My fcare to hope, my forrowcs vnto ioyes. 
At our enlargement what are thy due Fees ? 

Lieu.^Mt&M may challenge nothing of their Sou*rains 
But, if an humble prayer may preuaile, 
I then craue pardon of your Maieftie. 

KHen. For what, Lieutenant ? For well vfing me ? 
Nay, be thou fure, He well requite thy kindnefTe. 
For that it made my imprifonment, a pleafure : 
I, fuch a plea fure, as incaged Birds 
Conceiuej when after many moody Thoughts, 
At hfl, by Notes of Houfhold harmonie. 
They quite forget their lofTe of Libertie. 

a But 



i68 



The third 'rPart of^ng Henry the Sixt. 



But W^armicJ^yzfttT God, thou fet'ft me free. 
And chiefely therefore,! thanke God, and thee, 
He was the Author, th<>u the Inftrument. 
Therefore that I may conquer Fortunes fpight. 
By liuing low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the people of this blefled Land 
May not be puniHit with my thwarting ftarres, 
0^tfnrici^<,although my Head (till weare the Crowne, 
I here refigne my Gouerament to the^ 
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

Xfarv, Your Grace hath ftill heene fam*d for vertuous, 
And now may feeme as wife as Tertuous* 
By fpying and auoiding Fortunes malice. 
For ^w men rightly temper with the Starres : 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chufing me, when Clarence is in place. 

Qar. No M^nr/c<^^,thou art worthy of the fway. 
To whom the Heau'ns in thy Natiuitie, 
Adiudg*d an Oliue Branch, and Lawrell Crowne, 
As likely to be bleft in Peace and Warre : 
And therefore I yeeld.thee my firee confent. 

Wan». And I chufe Clarence onely for Proteftor. 

King^fFarwkl^ and Qarence^gwit me both your Hands: 
Now ioyne your Hands, & with your Hands your Hearts, 
That no diflention hinder Gouernment : 
I make you both Protedon of this Land, 
While I my felfe will lead a priuate Life, 
And in deuotion fpend nxy latter dayes, 
Tofinnes rebuke, and my Creators prayfe. 

Varw, What anfMreres Clarence to his Soueraignet 
willf 

Clar. That he confents, if Vf^ar»kkf yeeld confent^ 
For on thy fortune I repofe my ielfe. 

IK'tfnr. Why then, though loth, yet muft I be conttiU : 
Wee'le yoake together, like a double fliadow 
To Henries Body, and fupply his place; 
I meane,in bearing vretght of Gouernment, 
While he enioycs the Honor, and his eafe. 
And Clarence^no^ then it is more then needfull. 
Forthwith that Edvford be pronouncM a Traytor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confifcate. 

Qar. What elfe ? and that Succeflion be determined. 

ff^arw, I, therein Clarence (hall not want his part. 

lOng. But with the /iril,of all your chiefe affiiires, 
Let me entreat ( for I command no more) 
That Margaret your Queene, and my Sonne Edward^ 
Be fent for, to returne from France with fpeed : 
For till I fee them here, by doubtfull feare, 
My ioy of libertie is halfe eclips*d* 

Clar, It {hall bee done, my Soueralgne, with all 
fpeede. 

King, My Lord of Somerfet, what Youth is that. 
Of whom you feeme to haue £o tender care } 

SomerJ, My Liege, it is young Henry^ Earle oi Rich- 
mond. 

King, Come hither, EngUnds Hope: 

Leyes bit Hand on bit Head, 
If fecret Powers fuggeft but truth 
To my diuining thoughts. 
This prettie Lad will proue our Countries blifle. 
Hb Lookes are full of peacefiill Maieftie, 
His Head by nature fram*d to weare a Crowne, 
His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himfelfis 
Likely in time to bleiTe a Regall Throne : 
Make much of him, my Lords; for this is hee 
Muft heipe you more, then you are hurt by mee. 



Enter a Pofie. 

V^arr^, What newes, my friend ? 

Pofte, That Edmard is efcaped from yoor Brother, 
And fled (as hee heares fince) to Burgundie. 

V^arvf. Vnfauorie newes : but how made he efcape f 

fofte. He Mras conueyM by RicbardyXhakt of Glofter, 
And the Lord Haftmg$^w\io attended him 
In fecret ambufh,on the Forreft fide. 
And from the Biihops Huntfmen refcu'd him : 
For Hunting was his dayly Exercife. 

Warxp. My Brother was too careleile oi his charge. 
But let vs hence, my Soueraigne,to prouide 
A falue for any fore, that may betide. E»emn, 

e^anet Somerfet ^Ricbmond^and Oxford, 

&m.My Lord, I like not of this flight of Edmarda 
For doubtlefre,^Mr^»ff</iV will yeeld him helpe. 
And we fhall haue more Warres befbr*t be long. 
As Henries late prefaging Prophecie 
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Ricbmend: 
So doth my heart mif-giue me, in thefe Conflidh, 
What may befall him, to his harme and ours. 
Therefore, Lord Oxfordfto preuent the worft. 
Forthwith weeUe fend him hence to Brittanie, 
Till ftormes be paft of Ciuill Enraioe. 

Qxf, I : for if Edward re-poiTefTe the Crowne, 
*Tis like that Ricbmond^vi\^ the reft, fhall downe. 

Sam, It fhall be fo: he (hall to Brittanie, 
Come therefore, let*s about It fpeedily. Exeunt. 

Flourifi. Enter Edward, Ricbardy Hafings, 
and SoulSers. 

Edw. Now Brother Ricbard, Lord HaftingSf and the tcttf 
Yet thus farre Fortune maketh vs amends. 
And fayes,that once more I fhall enterchange 
My wained fbte,for Henries Regall Crowne. 
Well haue we pafsM, and now re-pafs*d the Seas, 
And brought defired helpe from Burgundie. 
What then remaines,we being thus arriu*d 
From Rauenfpurre Hauen, before the Gates of Yorke, 
But that we enter, as into our Dukedome? 

Ricb, The Gates made faft f 
Brother, I like not this. 
For many men that fhimble at the Threshold, 
Are well fore-told, that danger lurkes within. 

£<Ar«Tufh man,aboadments muft not now affright n: 
By ^re or foule meanes we muft enter in, 
For hither will our friends repaire to vt. 

HaB, My Liege, He knocke once more, to fusunoa 
them. 

Enter on tbe Walls, tbe ^Maior of Torl^e^ 
and bit ^retbren, 

^Maior. My Lorda, 
We were fore-warned of your comming, 
And fhut the Gates, for faAstie of our feloet ; 
For now we owe allegeance vnto Henry. 

Edw. But,Mafter Maior,if /iriinr be your King, 
Yet Edvard^at the leaft,is Duke of Yorke. 

e^ftfwr. True, my good Lord, I know yon for no 
lefTe. 

€i».Why,and I challenge nothing but my Dakedomc, 
As being well content with that alooe. 

Ricb. But 
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Rich, But when the Fox hath once got in his Noie, 
Hee*le foone finde meanes to make the Body follow. 

HaB. Why,Mafter Maior,why ftand you in a doubt? 
Open the Gates, we are King Henries friends. 

Mmor, ly (ay you fo ? the Gates (hall then be opened. 
He dejeendt, 

^h, A wife iiout Captaine,and foone perfwaded. 

Haft.Tikt good old man would faine that all were wely 
So 'twere not long of him : but being entred, 
I doubt not I, but we fliall foone perfwade 
Both him, and all his Brothers, vnto reafon. 

Enter the c^aior^and tvo tAltUrmen. 
£dw. So,Mafter Maior: thefe Gates muft not be (but, 
Bot in the Night, or in the time of Warre. 
What, feare not man, but yeeld me vp the Keyes, 

Tal^es bis Keyes* 
For Edrtard will defend the Towne,and thee. 
And all thofe friends, that deine to follow mee. 

March, Enter Mottntgrnerie^mtb Drummt 
and Souldiers. 

Rich, Brother, this is Sir lobn Mountgomerie^ 
Oar truftie friend, vnlefle I be deceiu'd. 

Edvf. Welcome Sir lohn : but why come you in 
Armes? 

Mount. To helpe King Edrvard in his time of ftorme. 
As euery loyall Subie6t ought to doe. 

£dnf. Thanices good eMon/itgomerie t 
But we now forget our Title to the Crowne, 
And onely dayme our Dukedome, 
Till God pleafe to fend the reft. 

Mount. Then fare you well, for I will hence againe, 
I came to feme a King, and not a Duke : 
Drummer ftrike vp,and let vs march away* 

The Drumme begins te march. 

Edw. Nay ftay,Sir lobn^z while, and wee*le debate 
By what (afe meanes the Crowne may be recouer*d« 

Mount, What talke you of debating? in few words. 
If you*le not here proclaime your fclfe our King, 
lie leaue you to your fortune, and be gone. 
To keepe them back, that come to fuccour you. 
Why (hall we fight, if you pretend no Title ? 

Rich. Why Brother, wherefore ftand you on nice 
points? 

Edv. When wee grow ifaonger. 
Then wee*le make our Clayroe : 
Till then,'tis wifdome to conceale our meaning. 

Bafi. Away with (crapulous Wit, now Armes muft 
rale. 

Ricb.An^ fearelelTe minds clyme fooneft vnto Crowns* 
Brother, we will proclaime you out of hand, 
The bruit thereof will bring you many ftiende* 

Edi9. Then be it as you will: for *tis my right, 
And Henry but vfurpes the Diademe. 

Mount. I, now my Soueraigne fpeaketh like him(elfe. 
And now will I be Edwards Champion. 

/£>/9. Sound Trumpet, fiAmr^ (hal be here proclaim*dt 
Come, fellow Souldior, make thou proclamation. 
Fiourijh. Sotmd. 

Soul. Edward the Fcwth, by the Grace ofGod^ King ef 
England and France^ and Lord of Ireland^ &e. 

Mount. AnA whofoe're gainfayes King Edwards right, 
By this I challenge him to (ingle fight. 

Thro»a dewne hk Gauntlet » 
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Edtw. Thankes braue hiountgomery^ 
And thankes vnto you all : 
If fortune feme me, He requite this kindnefl*e* 
Now for this Night, let's harbor here in Yorket 
And when the Morning Sunne (hall rayfe his Carre 
Aboue the Border of this Horison, 
Wee'le forward towards D^tfnnVi^^,and his Mates; 
For well I wot, that ifrirry is no Souldier. 
Ah froward Qarence^how euill it befeemes thee, 
To flatter Henry^ and fbrfake thy Brother ? 
Yet as wee may, vreeMe me^t both thee and ff^anrie^e. 
Come on braue Souldiors : doubt not of the Day, 
And that once gotten, doubt not of large Pay. Bxemii. 

Fieurijh. Snter the King^ff^arwicfyy Mountague^ 
Clarence f Oxford^and Somerfet. 

Jlfar. What coun(aile,Lordsf f^tfrt/ from Belgia, 
With haftie Germanes,and blunt Hollanders, 
Hath pafs*d in fafetie through the Narrow Seas, 
And with his troupes doth march amaine to London, 
And many giddie people flock to him. 

King, Let*s leuie men, and beat him backe againe. 

Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out. 
Which being fufFer*d,Riuers cannot quench. 

^ar. In Warwicldhire I haue true-hearted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in Warre, 
Thofe will I mufter vp : and thou Sonne Clarence 
Shalt ftirre vp in Suffolke,Norfblke,and in Kent, 
The Knights and Gentlemen, to come with thee* 
Thou Brother Monntague,in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leice(^r(hire, (halt find 
Men well enciin*d to heare what thou command*ft. 
And thou, braue Oxford^ wondrous well belou*d. 
In Oxford(hire (halt mufter vp thy friends. 
My Soueraigne, with the louing Citizens, 
Like to his iland,gyrtin with the Ocean, 
Or modeft i)ytfif, circled with her Nymphs, 
Shall reft in London, till we come to him t 
Faire Lords take leaue, and ftand not to reply. 
Farewell my Soueraigne. 

King. Farewell my Heffor, znd my Troyea troe hope. 

Clar, In figne of tmth,I kiflfe your Highne(re Hand. 

King. Well-minded Clarence^ be thou fortunate. 

Mount. Comfort, my Lord, and fo I take my leaue. 

Oxf. And thus I feale my tmth,and bid adieu. 

King. Svntt OxfordfZnd my louing Mountague^ 
And all at once, once more a happy Are well. 

ff^ar. Farewell, fweet Lords, let*s meet at Couentry. 

Sxeunt. 

King. Here at the Pallace will I reft a while. 
Coufin of Sxeter^ what thinkes your Lordfhip ? 
Me thinkes, the Power that Edward hzxh in field. 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Bxet. The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft. 

King. That's not my feare, my meed hath got me fiime: 
I haue not ftopt mine eares to their demands, 
Nor pofted off their fuites with (low delayes. 
My pittie hath beene balme to heale their wounds. 
My mildne(re hath allay*d their fwelling griefes, 
My mercie dry'd their water-flowing teares. 
I haue not been defirous of their wealth. 
Nor much oppreft them with great Subfidies, 
Nor forward of reuenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why (hould they loue Edward more then me? 
No Exeter ^xhtU Graces challenge Grace : 
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And when the Lyon fawnes vpon the Lambe, 
The Lambe will neuer ceafe to follow him. 

Shout wtbiMyA Lancajier^ A Lancafier, 
Exet. HearJce, hearke, my Lord, what Shouta are 
thefe? 

Enter Edward and bit Sutldurs. 

Edw. Seize on the (hame^cM Henry, beare him hence. 
And once againe proclaime ts King of England. 
You are the Fount, that makes fmall Brookes to flow. 
Now ftops thy Spring, my Sea (hall fuck them dry, 
And fwell fo much the higher, by their ebbe. 
Hence with him to the Tower, let him not fpeake. 

Exit with King Henry, 
And Lords, towards Couentry bend we our courfe, 
Where peremptorie Warrric^e now remaines : 
The Sunne fliines hot, and if we vfe delay. 
Cold biting Winter marres our hop*d-for Hay. 

Rich. Away betimes, before his forces ioyne, 
And take the great-growne Traytor vnavrares : 
Braue Warriors, march amaine towards Couentry. 

Exeunt, 

Enter fVarvicl^t^ the Maiw of Couentry^ two 
Mejfengert^and others vpon the fValU, 

War. Where is the Poft that came from valiant Oxford? 
How farre hence is thy Lord, mine honeft fisUow? 

Mtff.x, By this at Dunfmore, marching hitherward. 

War, How 6irre off is our Brother Mountague ? 
Where is the Poft that came from Mountague ? 

Meff,%, By this at Daintry, with a puiflant troope. 
Enter Someruile, 

War, Szy SomeruiJtfVfhzt fayes my louing Sonne? 
And by thy guefle,how nigh is Qarenee now f 

Someru, At Southam I did leaue him with his fbrcei, 
And doe expert him here fome two howres hence. 

War, Then Clarence is at hand, I heare his Drumme. 

Someru. It is not his, my Lord, here Southam lyes: 
The Drum your Honor heares,marcheth from War»ici^, 

War. Who (hould that be? belike Tnlook*d for friends. 

Someru. They are at hand, and you (hall quickly know. 

March. Flour ifi. Enter Ed»ardf Richard^ 
and Souidiers. 

Edw, Goe, Trumpet, to the Walls,and found a Parle. 

Rich. See how the furly War»ici(e mans the Wall. 

War. Oh vnbid fpight,is fportfiill Edward come ? 
Where flept our Scouts, or how are they feduc^d, 
That WjB could heare no newes of his repayre. 

Sdw. Now WarwieJ^e, wilt thou ope the Cide Gates, 
Speake gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee, 
Call Edward King,and at his hands begge Mercy, 
And he (hall pardon thee thefe Outrages? 

War. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
ConfelTe who fet thee vp,and pluckt thee downe, 
Call Warwici^ Patron, and be penitent, 
And thou fhalt ftill remaine the Duke of Yorke. 

Rich. I thought at leaft he would haue faid the King, 
Or did he make the leaft againft his will ? 

War. Is not a Dukedome,Sir, a goodly gift ? 

Rich. I, by my fiiith,for a poore Earle to giue. 
He doe thee feruice for fo good a gift. 

War. *Twas I that gaue the Kingdome to thy Bro- 
ther. 

6dw. Why then*tis mine, if but by W^arwici^M gift. 



War. Thou art no Atlae for Co great a weight : 
And Weakeling, Warwickf takes his gift againe. 
And Henry is my King, Warwici^ his Sublet. 

Edw. But Warwickfs King is Edwards Prifoner: 
And gallant Xt^arwicke^Aoc but anfwer this. 
What is the Body, when the Head is off? 

^jcb. Alas,thatM^nr/<^^« had nomore fore-cafly 
But whiles he thought to fteale the iingle Ten, 
The King was flyly fingerM from the Deck : 
You lef^ poore Henry at the Bifliops Pallace, 
And tenne to one you*le meet him in the Tower* 

Edw. *Tis euen fo,yet you are Warwicl^e ftill. 

Rich. Come WarwicJ^, 
Take the time, kneele downe, kneele downe : 
Nay when ? ftrike now, or elfe the Iron cooles. 

War. 1 had rather chop this Hand off at a blow, 
And with the other, fling it at thy £ice, 
Then beare fo low a rayle,to ftrike to thee. 

Edw. Sayle how thou canft, 
Haue Wmde and Tyde thy friend. 
This Hand,^ft wound about thy coale-black hayre, 
Shall, whiles thy Head is warme, and new cut off. 
Write in the duft this Sentence with thy blood. 
Wind-changing W^arwicJ^ now can change no more. 

Enter Oxford^with Drumme and Colours. 

W^ar. Oh chearefuU Colours, fee where Oxford coma. 

Oxf. OxfordfOxford^ for Lancajter. 

Rich. Tne Gates are open, let vs enter too. 

Edw. So other foes may fet vpon our backs. 
Stand we in good array : for they no doubt 
Will iffue out againe, and bid vs battaile ; 
If not, the Citie being but of fmall defence, 
Wee*le quickly rowse the Traiton in the fame. 

J^ar, Oh welcome Oxfird^foT we want thy helpe. 

Enter Mountague^ with Drumme and Colours, 

Mount. Mountague^ MnmtaguCf for Laruafter, 
Rich.'Vho^ and Uiy Brother both Oiall buy this Treafon 

Euen with the deareft blood your bodies beare. 
Edw. The harder matcht, the greater Vidorie, 

My minde prefageth happy gaine,and Conqueft. 

Enter Somerfet^with Drumme and Colours, 

Som. SomerfetfSomerfet, for Lancafter, 
Rich. Two of thy Name, both Uukes of Somerfct, 
Haue fold their Liues vnto the Houfe of Torl^^ 
And thou /halt be the third, if this Sword hold. 

Enter ClareneOfWith Drumme and Colours, 

War. And loe, where Geor^g of Qarence fweepes sloo|, 
Of force enough to bid his brother Battaile : 
With whom, in vpright zeale to right, preuailei 
More then the nature of a Brothers Loue. 
Come Clarence, come : thou wilt, if W^arwici^ call. 

Qlar.Fither of Warwick, know you what this meano? 
Looke here, I throw my infamie at thee : 
I will not ruinate my Fathers Houfe, 
Who gaue his blood to lyme the ftones together. 
And fet vp Lancafier. Why, troweft thou, Warwicl^e, 
That Clarence vs fo har(h,fo blunt, vnnaturall, 
To bend the ^tall Inftruments of Warre 

Againft 
— - 
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I Brother, and hislawfull King. 

lou wilt obied my holy Oath : 

that Oath, were more impictie, 

ibj when he facrificM his Daughter. 

rry for my Trefpas made, 

ferue well at my Brothers hands, 

:layme my felfe thy mortall foe : 

udon, wherefoe're I meet thee, 

meet thee, if thou ftirre abroad^ 

thee,for thy foule mis-leading me. 

owd- hearted H^ar»ic^y\ defie thee, 

r Brother tume my blufhing Cheekes. 

: EJvardy I will make amends : 

r</,doe not frowne vpon my faults, 

henceforth be no more vnconftant. 

w welcome more, and ten times more belou*d, 

ou neuer had ft deferuM our hate. 

Welcome good Clarince,th\s is Brother-like. 

Oh paflingTraytor,periur*d and vniuft* 

/hat fVantricke^ 

leaue the Towne,and fight ^ 

e beat the Stones about thine Eares ? 

A las, I am not coopM here for defence : 

^ towards Barnet prefently, 

)ee Battaile,£^irtfr</,if thou dar*ft. 

fes V^arwic^eyEdypard dares, and leads the ways 

le field: Saint Gror^e, and Viflorie. Sxtunt. 

cb. WarwUf^ and lA companie follovfu, 

nr, and Excurjiont. Enter Edvpard bringing 
fortb fyiartpici^e wounded. 

>,lye thou there: dye thou, and dye our feare, 

ci(e was a Bugge that fear*d vs all. 

\tague fit faft, I feeke for thee, 

uc\es Bones may keepe thine companie. 

Exit. 
Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend, or foe, 
»e who is yi&oryTorl^eyOrVarwicl^f 
I that ? my mangled body fhewes, 
my want of ftTength,my ficke heart fhewes, 
ft yeeld my body to the Earth, 
f fall, the conqueft to my foe. 
s the Cedar to the Axes edge, 
mes gaue fhelter to the Princely Eagle, 
)fe fhade the ramping Lyon flept, 
-branch ouer-peer*d loues fpreading Tree, 
low Shrubs from Winters powerful! Winde. 
I, that now are dim*d with Deaths black Veyle, 
e as piercing as the Mid-day Sunne, 
the fccret Treafons of the World ; 
:kles in my Browes,now fiird with blood, 
led oft to Kingly Scpulchers : 
u*d King, but I could digge his Graue ? 
urft fmile, when JVarwicI^ bent his Brow ? 
ly Glory fmear'd in duft and blood. 
,mv Walkes,my Mannors that I had, 
fbrfake me ; and of all my Lands, 
left me, but my bodies length. 
; b Pompe, Rule, Reigne, but Earth and Duft? 
re how we can, yet dye we muft. 

Enter Oxford and Somerjet. 

\i Varwicl^^ \farwickeyvrtrt thou as ¥re are, 
recooer all our Lofle againe : 



The Queene fi-om France hath brought a puifTant power. 
Euen now we heard the newes: ah,could*ft thou flye. 

War». Why then 1 would not flye. Ah Mountague, 
If thou be there,fweet Brother, take my Hand, 
And with thy Lippes keepe in my Soule a while. 
Thou lou*ft me not : for, Brothcr,if thou didft. 
Thy teares would wafh this cold congealed blood, 
That glewes my Lippes, and will not let me fpeake. 
Come quickly MountagucyOr I am dead. 

Som. Ah WarwichyMoun^ague hzth breath*d his laft, 
And to the lateft galpe,cry*d out for Varvicl^e: 
And laid. Commend me to my valiant Brother. 
And more he would haue raid,and more he fpoke, 
Which founded like a Cannon in a Vault, 
That mought not be diftinguifht : but at laft, 
I well might heare, deliuered with a groane, 
Oh farewell W^anficl^. 

W^arw. Sweet reft his Soule : 
Flye Lords, and faue your felues, 
For l^<irir/V/(e bids you all farewell, to meet in Heauen. 

Oxf, Away, away, to meet the Queenes great power. 
Here tbey beare away bit ^dy. Exeunt. 

Flourijb. Enter King Edward in triumpby witb 
Ricbardy Clarenceyand tbe refi. 

King.Thw farre our fortune keepes an vpvrard courfe, 
And we are grac*d with wreaths of Vidorie : 
But in the midft of this bright-fhining Day, 
I fpy a black fufpicious threatning Cloud, 
That will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 
Ere he attaine his eafefull Wefterne Bed : 
I meane,my Lords, thofe powers that the Queene 
Hath rays*d in Oallia,haue arriued our Coaft, 
And, as we heare, march on to fight with vs. 

Ciar. A little gale will foone difperfe that Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source from whence it came, 
Thy very Beames will dry thofe Vapoun vp, 
For euery Cloud engenders not a Storme. 

Ricb. The Queene is valued thirtie thouiand fht>ng, 
And Somerfety'witk Oxfordyded to her: 
If (he haue time to breathe, be well aflfurM 
Her fa^Hon will be full as ftrong as oun. 

fCinr. We are aduertis*d by our louing friends. 
That they doe hold their courfe toward Tewksbury. 
We hauing now the beft at Barnet field. 
Will thither fh-aight,fbr willingnefTe rids way, 
And as we march, our ftrength will be augmented t 
In euery Countie as we goe along. 
Strike vp the Drumme,cry courage, and away. Exeunt. 

Flourijb. Marcb. Enter tbe Qtueney young 
Sdwardy Somerfety Oxfordy and 
Souldiers. 
Qu. Great Lords, wife men ne'r fit and waile their lofTe, 
But chearely feeke how to redrefle their harmes. 
What though the Maft be now blowne ouer-boord. 
The Cable broke,the holding-Anchor loft. 
And halfc our Saylors fwallow'd in the flood? 
Yet liues our Pilot ftill. Is*t meet, that hee 
Should leaue the Helme,and like a fisarefull Lad, 
With tearefull Eyes adde Water to the Sea, 
And giue more ftrength to that which hath too much, 
Whiles in his moane,the Ship fplits on the Rock, 
Which Induftrie and Courage might haue fau*d ? 
Ah what a fhame,ah what a fault were this. 
Say Warwici^ was our Anchor: what of thatf 
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And Mountagui our Top-Maft: what of him ? 

Our flaughfred friends, the Tackles: what of thefe? 

Why is not Oxford here, another Anchor ? 

And Somerjety another goodly Maft ? 

The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings ? 

And though vnskilfuU, why not Ntd and I, 

For once allowed the skilful! Pilots Charge? 

We will not from theHelme,to fit and weepe, 

But keepe our Courfe ( though the rough Winde fay no) 

From Shelues and Rocks, that threaten vs with Wrack. 

As good to chide the Waues,as fpeake them faire. 

And what is Edward^ but a ruthlefle Sea ? 

What aarenciybut a Quick-fand of Deceit? 

And 1(icbardybMt a raged fiitallRocke ? 

All thefe, the Enemies to our poore Barke. 

Say you can rwim,alas 'tis but a while : 

Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly finke, 

Beftride the Rock, the Tyde will wafh you off, 

Or elfe you famifli,that*s a three-fold Death. 

This fpeake I ( Lords) to let you vnderftand, 

If cafe fome one of you would flye from vs. 

That there^s no hop*d-for Mercy vnth the Brothers, 

More then with ruthlefTe Waues,with Sands and Rocks. 

Why courage then, what cannot be auoided, 

*Twere childiHi weakenelTe to lament, or feare. 

Prince. Me thinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit, 
Should, if a Coward heard her fpeake thefe words, 
Infufe his Bread with Magnanimitie, 
And make him, naked, foyle a man at Armes. 
I fpeake not this, as doubting any here : 
For did I but fufpe£l a fearefiill man. 
He fliould haue leaue to goe away betimes, 
Leaft in our need he might infe^ another, 
And make him of like fpirit to himfelfe. 
If any fuch be here, as God forbid. 
Let him depart, before we neede his helpe. 

Oxf. Women and Children of fo high a courage, 
And Warriors faint, why 'twere perpetuall (hame. 
Oh braue young Prince : thy famous Grandfather 
Doth Hue againe in thee ; long may'ft thou liue, 
To beare his image, and renew his Glories. 

Som, And he that will not fight for fuch a hope, 
Goe home to Bed, and like the Owle by day, 
If he arife,be mock'd and wondred at. 

S^u. Thankes gentle SomerfetyCwett Oxford thankes. 

frince. And take his thankes, that yet hath nothing 
elfe. 

Enter a c^effenger. 

Mejf. Prepare you Lords, for Edr^ard is at hand, 
Readie to fight : therefore be refolute. 

Oxf I thought no lefl'e : it is his Policie, 
To hafie thus h^y to finde vs vnprouided. 

Som. But hee*s deceiu*d, we are in readineffe. 

Qu. This cheares my heart, to fee your forwardnefTe. 

OxfHttt pitch our Battaile, hence we will not budge. 

Flourifhyand march. Snter Edr^ardy Ricbardy 
Clarence^ and Souldien, 

Edw.Bnut followers, yonder ftands the thornie Wood, 
Which by the Heauens aniftance,and your ftrength, 
Muft by the Roots be hew*ne vp yet ere Night. 
I need not adde more fiiell to your fire. 
For well I wot, ye blaze, to burne them out : 
Giue fignall to the fight, and to it Lords. 



^•Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I (hould iay, 
My teares gaine-fay : for euery word I fpeake. 
Ye fee I drinke the water of my eye. 
Therefore no more but this : Heniy your Soueraigne 
Is Prifoner to the Foe, his State vfurp*d, 
His Realme a Haughter-houfe, his Subieds flalne, 
His Sututes canceird,and his Treafure fpent : 
And yonder is the Wolfe, that makes this fpoyle. 
You fight in lufBce : then in Gods Name, Lords, 
Be valiant, and giue fignall to the fight. 

Alanotty Retreaty Excurjiona, SxeuM, 

Flourijb, Enter Edwardy Ricbardy Qvttney Clarenct^ 
Oxfordy Somerfet, 

Edw, Now here a period of tumultuous Broyles. 
Away with Oxford to Hames Caftle ftraight : 
For ^offtfr/r/,oif with his guiltie Head. 
Goe beare them hence, I will not heare them fpeake. 

Oxf For my part. He not trouble thee with words. 

Som. Nor I, but fi^upe with patience to my fortune. 

Exeitnt. 

^. So part we. fadly in this troublous World, 
To meet with loy in fweet lerufalem. 

Edv. Is Proclamation roade,That who finds Edmardy 
Shall haue a high Reward, and he his Life? 

^cb. It is, and loe where youthfuU Edmardcomtu 

Enter tbe frince, 

Ed». Bring forth the GaUant,let vs heare him fpeake. 
What? can fo young a Thome begin to prick f 
Edvardywhzt fatisfiidion canfl thou make. 
For bearing Armes, for ftirring vp my Subie^ 
And all the trouble thou haft turned me to ? 

Prince. Speake like a Subied,prowd ambitious 7V^. 
Suppofe that I am now my Fathers Mouth, 
Refigne thy Chayre, and where I fland,kneele thou, 
Whirft I propofe the felfe-fame words to thee. 
Which (Tray tor) thou would'ft haue me anfwer to. 

Qu. Ah, that thy Father had beene fo refolu*d. 

Rich. That you might ftill haue wome the Petticoat, 
And neVe haue ftolne the Breech from Laneafier. 

Prince. Let e>£fof fable in a Wmters Night, 
His Currifh Riddles forts not with this place. 

^V^. By Heauen,Brat,Ile plague ye for that word. 

S^u. I, thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 

Rich, For Gods fake, take awav this Captiue Scold. 

Prince, Nay, take away this icolding Crooke-backe, 
rather. 

Ed». Peace wilfiill Boy, or I will charme your tongue* 

Clar, VntutorM Lad, thou art too malapert. 

Prince. I know my dutie.you are all vndutifiill : 
Laij:iuious Edv^ardyind thou periur'd George^ 
And thou mif-ihapen DicJ^Cyl tell ye all, 
I am your better. Tray ton as ye are. 
And thou vfurp'ft my Fathers right and mine. 
EdtP. Take that, the likeneOe of this Rayler here. 

Stabs bim. 

Rkb. Sprawrft thou ? take that, to end thy agonle. 
Ricb. ftabs bim. 

CJar, And ther*8 for twitting me with periurie. 
Ciar, Jhbs bim, 

^M. Ob, kill me too. 

Ricb. Marry, and fhalL Offers to l(Ul ber. 

Ed», HoldyRicbardyholdy for we naue done too rnoch. 

RicL Why 
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Why fhould fhee liue, to fill the World with 

What ? doth fliee fwowne ? vfc meanes for her 
e. 

Clarence excufe me to the King my Brother : 
:e to London on a (erious matter, 
:ome there, be fure to heare fome newes. 
What? what f 

Tower, the Tower. Exit, 

Oh Nedffweet iVeJ^fpeake to thy Mother Boy. 
hou not fpeaice? O Traitors, Murtherert! 
lat ftabbM Ceffr, ihed no blood at all : 
: offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 
bale deed were by, to equall it. 
a Man; this (in refped) a Childe, 
en, ne*re fpend their fiiry on a Childe. 
worfe then Murtherer, that I may name it ? 
my heart will burft, and if I fpeake, 
rill fpeake, that fo my heart may burft. 
V and Villaines, bloudy Caniballes, 
feet a Plant haue you vntimely cropt : 
ue no children (Butchers) if you had. 
Might of them would haue ftirr*d vp remorle, 
ou eoer chance to haue a Childe, 
in his youth to haue him fo cut off. 
hfmen you haue rid this fweet yong Prince. 
r. Away with her, go beare her hence perforce. 

Nay, neuer beare me hence, difpatch me heere : 
eath thy Sword, He pardon thee my death: 
wilt thou not? Then Clarence do it thou. 
By heauen, I will not do thee fo much eafe. 
Good Clarence do: fweet Qlarenee do thou do It. 
>jd'ft thou not heare me fwcare I would not do it? 
I, but thou vfcft to fbrfweare thy felfe. 
»in before, but now *tis Charity, 
rilt y not^ Where is that diuels butcher Richard} 
iUor*d Richard^ Richard^ where art thou ? 
rt not heere; Murther is thy Almef-deed : 
\er% for Blood, thou ne*re put*ft backe. 
Away 1 fay, I charge ye beare her hence, 
So come to you, and yours, as to this Prince. 

Exit Slueene, 
Where's Richard gone. 

To London all in poft, and as I guefle, 
ce a bloody Supper in the Tower. 
He's fodaine if a thing comes in his head, 
arch we hence, difcharge the common fort 
'ay and Thankes,and let's away to London, 
e oar gentle Queene how well fhe fares, 
(I hope) fhe hath a Sonne for me. Sxit^ 

■ Henry thefxty and Richard^^itb the Lieutenant 
on the H^a/Ies. 

. Good day, my Lord, what at your Booke fo 
hard? 

I my good Lord : my Lord I (hould fay rather, 
ne to flatter. Good was little better : 
!31ofler,and good Deuill, were alike, 
»th prepofterous : therefore, not Good Lord. 
• Sirra, leaue vs to our felues, we muft conferre. 
» So flies the wreakleffe fhepherd from y Wolfis : 
the harmleife Sheepe doth yeeld his Fleece, 
xt his Throate, vnto the Butchers Knife. 
»cene of death hath Rofsim now to A€tt f 
. Sufpition alwayes haunts the guilty minde, 



The Theefe doth feare each bu(h an Officer, 

Hen. The Bird that hath bin limed in a bufh, 
With trembling wings mifdoubteth euery bufh; 
And I the hapleffe Male to one fweet Bird, 
Haue now the 5itall Obied in my eye, 
Where my poore yong was lim'd, was caught, and kilFd. 

Rich. Why what a peeuiHi Foole was that of Creet, 
That taught his Sonne the office of a Fowle, 
And yet for all his wings, the Foole was drown'd. 

Hen. I Dedalus, my poure Boy Icarus, 
Thy Father ACnosy that deni'de our courfe. 
The Sunne that fear'd the wings of mv fweet Boy. 
Thy Brother Edxtard, and thy Selfe, the Sea 
Whofe enuious Gulfe did fwallow vp his life : 
Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words, 
My breft can better brooke thy Daggers point, 
Then can my eares that Tragicke Hiftory. 
But wherefore doft thou come? Is't for my Life ? 

Rich. Think'ft thou I am an Executioner ? 

Hen. A Perfecutor I am fure thou art, 
If murthering Innocents be Executing, 
Why then thou art an Executioner. 

Rich. Thy Son I kill'd for his prefumption. 

Hen. Hadft thou bin kilPd, when firft y didft prefume. 
Thou had'ft not liuM to kill a Sonne of mine : 
And thus I prophefie, that many a thoufand, 
Which now millruft no parcell of my feare. 
And many an old mans iighe, and many a Widdowes, 
And many an Orphans water-ftanding-eye, 
Men for their Sonnes, Wiues for their Husbands, 
Orphans, for their Parents timeles death. 
Shall rue the houre that euer thou was't borne. 
The Owle fhriek'd at thy birth, an euill figne. 
The Night-Crow cry'de, aboding luckleife time. 
Dogs howrd,and hiddeous Temped (hook down Trees: 
The Rauen rook'd her on the Chimnies top, 
And chattering Pies in difmall Difcords fung : 
Thy Mother k\t more then a Mothers paine, 
And yet brought forth leiTe then a Mothers hope, 
To wit, an indigefted and deformed lumpe. 
Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly Tree. 
Teeth had'ft thou in thy head, when thou was't borne. 
To fignifie, thou cam'ft to bite the world : 
And if the reft be true, which I haue heard, 
Thou cam'ft 

Rich. He heare no more : 
Dye Prophet in thy fpeech, Stabbes him. 

For this (among'ft the reft) was I ordain'd. 

Hen, I, and for much more flaughter after this, 
O God fbrgiue my finnes, and pardon thee. Dyet. 

Rich. What' will the afpiring blood of Lancafter 
Sinke in the ground? I thought it would haue mounted. 
See how my fword weepes ft>r the poore Kings death. 

may fuch purple teares be alway fhed 

From thofe that wifh the downfall of ouV houfe. 

If any fparke of Lifie be yet remaining, 

Downe, downe to hell, and fay I fent thee thither. 

Stabs him againe. 

1 that haue neyther pitty,Ioue,nor fimre. 
Indeed *tis true that Henrie told me of : 
For I haue often heard my Mother fay, 

I came into the world with my Legges forward. 
Had I not reafon (thinke ye) to make haft. 
And feeke their Ruine, that vfurp'd our Right ? 
The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cri'de 
O lefus bleife vs,he is borne with teeth, 

And 
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And fo I was, which plainly fignified, 

That 1 (hould fnarle, and bite, and play the dogge: 

Then fince the Heauens haue fhap*d my Body foy 

Let Hell make croolcM my Minde to anfwer it. 

I haue no Brother, I am like no Brother : 

And this word [Loue] which Gray-beards call Ditiine, 

Be refident in men like one another, 

And not in me : 1 am my felfe alone. 

Clarence beware, thou keept*ft me from the Light, 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buzze abroad luch Prophefies, 

That YJtoard /hall be fearefiill of his life, 

And then to purge his feare, He be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his Son are gone, 

Clarence thy turne is next, and then the refl^, 

Counting my felfe but bad, till I be beft. 

He throw thy body in another roome, 

And Triumph Henryy in thy day of Doome. Exit. 

Flcurijh, Enter King, Qjteeney Clarence, Richard, Haft'mgSy 
Nurje, and ^Attendants . 

fOng. Once more we fit in Englands Royall Throne, 
Re-purchac*d with the Blood of Enemies : 
What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumnes Corne, 
Haue we mow*d downe in tops of all their pride ? 
Three Dukes of Somerfet, threefold Renowne, 
For hardy and vndoubted Champions : 
Two Cliffords, as the Father and the Sonne, 
And two Northumberlands : two brauer men, 
Ne*re fpurr'd their Courfers at the Trumpets found. 
With them, the two braue Beares, ff^arwic\^ Sc Mc^tague, 
That in their Chaines fettered the Kingly Lyon, 
And made the Forreft tremble when they roar*d. 



Thiu haue we fwept Sufpition from our SeaCe, 
And made our Footiloole of Security. 
Come hither ^ffe, and let me kiife my Boy : 
Yong Ned, for thee, thine Vncklcs, and my lelfe, 
Haue in our Armors watcht the Winters night. 
Went all afbote in Summers fcalding heate, 
That thou might* ft repofleife the Crowne in peace. 
And of our Labours thou fhalt reape the gaine. 

Rich. He blaft his Harueft, if your head were laid. 
For yet I am not lookM on in the world. 
This fhoulder was ordain'd fo thicke, to heaue, 
And heaue it fhall fome walght, or breake my backe, 
Worke thou the way, and' that (halt execute. 

King. Clarence and Glofter, loue my louely Queene, 
And kis your Princely Nephew Brothers both. 

Cla, The duty that I owe vnto your Maiefty, 
I Seale vpon the lips of this fweet Babe. 

Cla. Thanke Noble Clarence, worthy brother thanks. 

%icb. And that I loue the tree fro whence y fprang'ft : 
WltnefTe the louing kifle I glue the Fruite, 
To fay the truth, fo ludatVSfi his mafter, 
And cried all haile,when m he meant all harme. 

King, Now am I feated as my foule delights, 
Hauing my Countries peace, and Brothers loues. 

Cla. What will your Grace haue done with Atarggret, 
Reynard htr Father, to the King of France 
Hath pawn*d the Sicils and lerufalem. 
And hither haue they fent it for her ranfome. 

King. Away with her, and waft her hence to FruKc: 
And now what reds, but that we fpend the time 
With (lately Triumphes, mirthfull Comicke (hewes. 
Such as befits the pleafure of the Court. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farwell fowre annoy. 
For heere I hope begins our lafting ioy. Exeunt m»e 
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he Tragedy of Richard the Third: 

with the Landing of Earle Richmond, and the 

Battell at Bofworth Field. 



(L^Sius Primus. Sccena ^rima. 



Enter ^cbard ^uf^GloJierJolM. 

tf Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent, 
ft Made glorioiu Summer by this Son of Yorke: 
R And all ^e clouds that IbwrM vpon our hou(e 
^W In the (feepe bofome of the Ocean buried. 
re our browes bound with Vidorious Wreathes, 
iiifed armes hung vp for Monuments; 
;me Alarums changM to merry Meetings ; 
eadfull Marches, to delightfull Meafures. 
irifag'd Warre, hath fmoothM his wrinkled Front: 
ow, in ftead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 
;ht the Soules of fearful! Aduerfaries, 
en nimbly in a Ladies Chamber, 
: lafciuious pleafing of a Lute, 
that am not fhapM for fpordue trickes, 
ade to court an amorous Looking-glafTe : 
am Rudely ftampt, and want loues Maiefty, 
It before a wonton ambling Nymph : 
am curtaird of this faire Proportion, 
d of Feature by diflembling Nature, 
aM, Yn-finiih*d, fent before my time 
us breathing World, fcarfe halfe made yp, 
lat fo lamely and vnfafliionable, 
logges barke at me, as I halt by them, 
(in this weake piping time of Peace] 
10 delight to paiTe away the time, 
! to (ee my Shadow in the Sunne, 
:fcant on mine owne Deformity. 
ierefbre,fince I cannot proue a Louer, 
eruine thefe faire well fpoken dayes, 
etermined to proue a Villaine, 
ite the idle pleafures of thefe dayes. 
laue I laide, Indudions dangerous, 
nken Prophefies, Libels, and Dreames, 
my Brother C/arence znd the King 
lly hate, the one againft the other : 
King Bdptard be as true and iuft, 
n Subtle, Falfe,and Treacherous, 
ly ihould Clarence clofely be mew*d vp \ 
a Prophefie, which fayes that G, 
fords heyres the murtherer fliall be. 
loughts downe to my foule, here Clarence comes. 

Enter Clarenceyand ^ral(enbury,guarded* 
',good day : What meanes this armed guard 



That waites vpon your Graced 

Qa. His Maiefty tendring my perfons fafety. 
Hath appointed this Condu6[,to conuey me to th*Tower 

Rich. Vpon what caufe ? 

Qa, Becaufe my name is George, 

^ch, Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of yours x 
He mould for that commit your Godfathers. 
O belike, his Maiefty hath fome intent. 
That you fhould be new Chriftned in the Tower* 
But what^s the matter Clarence^ may I know ? 

Cla. Yea Richard^when I know : but I proteil 
As yet I do not : But as I can leame. 
He hearkens after Prophelies and Dreanfts, 
And from the CroiTe-row pluckes the letter G : , 
And fayes, a Wizard told him, that by G, 
His iflue difinherited fliould be. 
And for my name of George begins with G, 
It folio wes in his thought, that I am he. 
Thefe (as I learne)and fuch like toyes as thefe. 
Hath moou*d his HighnefTe to commit me now. 

Rich. Why this it is, when men are rul'd by Women : 
*Tis not the King that fends you to the Tower, 
My Lady Grey his Wife, Clarence *tis fhce. 
That tempts him to this harfh Extremity. 
Was it not fhee, and that good man of Worfhip, 
jintbony Woodeulle her Brother there. 
That made him fend Lord Haftings to the Tower ? 
From whence this prefent day he is deliuered ? 
We are not fafe Qlarence^ we are not fafe. 

Cla. By heauen, I thinke there is no man fecure 
But the Queenes Kindred,and night-walking Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the King, and Miftris Shore, 
Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 
Lord Hafiings was, for her deliuery ? 

Rich, Humbly complaining to her Deitie, 
Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertie. 
He tell you what, I thinke it is our way, 
If we will keepe in fauour with the King, 
To be her men, and weare her Liuery. 
The iealous ore-wome Widdow,and her felfc. 
Since that our Brother dub*d them Gentlewomen, 
Are mighty Gofsips in our Monarchy. 

Bra, I befeech your Graces both to pardon me. 
His Maieffy hath ftraightly giucn in charge. 
That no man fhall haue priuate Conference 
(Of what degree foeuer) with your Brother. 
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Rich. Euen foyand pleafe your Worihip Brai(enhury^ 
You may partake of any thing we fay : 
We fpeake no Trcafon man ; We fay the King 
Is wife and vertuous, and his Noble Queene 
Well ftrooke in yeares, faire,and not iealious. 
We fay, that Stores Wife hath a pretty Foot, 
A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a pafsing pleafmg tongue : 
And that the Queenes Kindred are made gentle Folkes, 
How fay you fir? can you deny all this f 

'Bra. With this ( my Lord) my felfe haue nought to 
doc. 

Rich* Naught to do with Miftris Shore ? 
I tell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting one ) were beft to do it fecretly alone. 

^ra. What one, my Lord ? 

Rich, Her Husband Knaue, would'ft thou betray me? 

*Bra, I do befeech your Grace 
To pardon me, and withall forbeare 
Your Conference with the Noble Duke. 

Qia. We know thy charge 'Bral^enbury^zn^, wil obey. 

Rich, We are the Queenes abie^,and muft obey. 
Brother ferewwll, I will vnto the King, 
And whatfoe*re you will imploy me in. 
Were it to call King Edwards Widdow, Sifter, 
I will performe it to infranchife you. 
Meane time, this deepe difgrace in Brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Qta. I know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

Rich. Well, your imprifonment (hall not be long, 
I will deliuer you, or elfe lye for you : 
Meane time, haue patience. 

Cla. I muft perforce : Farewell. Exit Oar, 

Rich Go treacle the path that thou ftialt ne*re return: 
Simple plaine Qlarence^ I do loue thee fo, 
That I will fliortly fend thy Soule to Heauen, 
If Heauen will take the prefent at our hands. 
But who comes heere? the new deliuered Haftings ? 

Enter Lord Haftings, 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Rich. As much ynto my good Lord Chamberlaine : 
Well are you welcome to this open Ayr«, 
How hath your Lordfliip brook*d imprifonment? 

Haft. With patience (Noble Lord) as prifoners muft: 
But I (hall liue (my Lord) to giue them thankes 
That were the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Rich, No doubt, no doubt, and fo (hall Clarence too^ 
For they that were your Enemies, are his, 
And haue preuailM as much on him, as you, 

Haft. More pitty,that the Eagles fhould be mew*d, 
Whiles Kites and Buzards play at liberty. 

Rich. What newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home : 
The King is fickly, weake,and melancholly. 
And his Phyfitians feare him mightily. 

Rich. Now by S.Iohn,that Newes is bad indeed. 
O he hath kept an euill Diet long. 
And ouer-much confum*d his Royall Perfon: 
*Ti8 very greeuous to be thought vpon. 
Where is he, in his bed ? 

Haft. He is. 

Rich. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

Exit Haftingt. 
He cannot liue I hope, and muft not dye. 
Till George be pack*d with poft-horfe vp to Heauen. 



He in to vrge his hatred more to Clarence^ 

With Lyes well fteelM with weighty Arguments, 

And if I hWe not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not Another day to liue : 

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy. 

And leaue the world for me to bufsle in. 

For then. He marry Warwickes yongeft daughter. 

What though I kiird her Husband, and her Father, 

The readieft way to make the Wench amends, 

Is to become her Husband, and her Father : 

The which will I, not ail fo much for loue. 

As for another fecret dofe intent. 

By marrying her, which I muft reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to Market : 

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward .ftill liues and raignes, 

When they are gone, then muft I count my gainet. Exit 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter the Coarje of Henrie thefixt with Halberds to guard it^ 
Lady Anne being the e^oumer, 

•Anne, Set downe, fet downe your honourable load, 
If Honor may be fhrowded in a Herfe ; 
Whirft.I a- while obfequioufly lament 
Th*vntimely £ill of Vertuous Lancafter. 
Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King, 
Pale Afhes of the Houfe of Lancafter ; 
Thou bloodleiTe Remnant of that Royall Blood, 
Be it bwfuU that I inuocate thy Ghoft, 
To heare the Lamenutions of poore Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Sonne, 
Stab*d by the felfefame hand that made thefe wounds« 
Loe,in thefe windowes that let forth thy life, 
I powre the helplefte Balmeof my poore eyes. 
O curfed be the hand that made thefe holes : 
Curfed the Heart, that had the heart to do it : 
Cnrfed the Blood, that let this blood from hence : 
More direfiiU hap betide that hated Wretch 
That makes vs wretched by the death of thee, 
Then*I can wifh to Wolues,to Spiders, Toades, 
Or any creeping venom*d thing that liues. 
If euerhe haue Childe, Abortiue be it, 
Prodigeous, and vntimely brought to light, 
Whofe vgly and vnnaturall Afpe£l 
May fright the hopefiill Mother at the view, 
And that be Heyre to his vnhappineiTe. 
If euer he haue Wife, let her be made 
More miferable by the death of him. 
Then I am made by my young Lord, and thee. 
Come now towards Chertfey with your holy Lode, 
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. 
And ftill as you are weary of this waight, 
Reft you, whiles I lament King Henries Coarfe. 

Enter Richard Du{e ofGlofter, 

^cb. Stay you that beare the Coarfe, 8c fet it down. 

An. What blacke Magitian coniures vp this Fiend, 
To ftop deuoted charitable deeds? 

Rich. Vlllaines fet downe the Coarfe, or by S. Paol, 
He make a Coarfe of him that difobeyes. 
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y Lord (hmd backe, and let the Coffin pafle. 
^nmannerM Dogge, 
ou when I commaund : 
by Halbert higher then my breft, 
aul lie ftrike thee to my Foote, 
e rpon thee Begger for thy boldnefTe. 
iVhat do you tremble? are you all afiiaid ? 
ne you not, for you are Mortall, 
ill eyes cannot endure the Diuell. 
1 dreadfuU minifter of Hell ; 
ft but power ouer his Mortall body, 
chou canft not haue: Therefore be gone, 
veet Saint, for Charity, be not fo curft. 
lie Diuell, 

ske hence, and trouble vs not, 
aft made the happy earth thy Hell : 
th curfing cries, and deepe exclaimes : 
ight to view thy heynous deeds, 
s patterne of thy Butcheries, 
men, fee, fee dead Henries wounds, 
' congealM mouthes, and bleed afireih. 
1, thou lumpe of fowle Defbrmitie: 
r prefence that exhales this blood 
and empty Veines where no blood dwels. 
inhumane and vnnaturall, 
his Deluge moft vnnaturall. 
bich this Blood mad'ft, reuenge his death: 
rhich this Blood drink*ft, reuenge his death. 
iu*n with Lightning ftrike the murthVer dead : 
;ape open wide, and eate him quicke, 
>ft fwallow vp this good Kings blood, 
HelUgouem*d arme hath butchered, 
idy, you know no Rules of Charity, 
iden good for bad, Bleifings for Curfes. 
illaine,thou know*ft nor law of God nor Man, 
b fierce, but knowes fome touch of pitty. 
lit I know none, and therefore am no Beaft. 
i¥onderfuli, when diuels tell the truth ! 
fore wonderfuU, when Angels are fo angry : 
(diuine perfedion of a Woman) 
ippofed Crimes, to giue me leaue 
bince, but to acquit my felfe. 
ouchfafe (defused infe^ion of man) 
nowne euils, but to giue me leaue 
(bnce, to curfe thy curfed Selfe. 
airer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
nt leyfure to excufe my fclfe. 
iler then heart can thinke thee, 
ft make no excufe currant, 
g thy felfe. 

)y fuch difpaire, I fhould accufe my felfe. 
3d by difpairing (halt thou ftand excufed, 
worthy Vengeance on thy felfe, 
i vn worthy (laughter vpon others, 
ly that I (lew them not. 
len fay they were not (laine : 
hey are, and diuellKh (laue by thee, 
did not kill your Husband, 
hy then he is aliue. 

ay, he is dead, and (laine by Edwards hands, 
thy foule throat thou Ly*ft, 
targaret (aw 

rous Faulchion fmoaking in his blood : 
I, thou once didd*ft bend againft her breft, 
ly Brothers beate a(ide the point, 
was prouoked by her (land^rous tongue. 



That laid their guilt, vpon my guiltie(re Shoulders. 

An. Thou was*t prouoked by thy bloody minde. 
That neuer dream*ft on ought but Butcheries: 
Did^ft thou not kill this King ? 

Rich, I graunt ye. 

At, Do*ft grant me Hedge-hogge, 
Then God graunt me too 
Thou may^ft be damned for that wicked deede, 
O he was gentle, milde,and vertuous. 

Rich, The better for the King of heauen that hath him. 

An, He is in heauen, where thou (halt neuer come. 

Rich. Let him thanke me, that holpe to fend him thi- 
ther : 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

An, And thou vnfit for any place, but hell. 

Rich. Yes one place elfe, ifyou will heare me name it. 

An, Some dungeon. 

Rich. Your Bed-chamber. 

•An, 111 reft betide the chamber where thou lyeft. 

Rich, So will it Madam, Oil I lye with you. 

An, I hope fo. 

RiJ), I know fo. But gentle Lady Anm^ 
To leaue this keene encounter of our wittes. 
And fall fomething into a (lower method. 
Is not the caufer of the omele(re deaths 
Of thefe Plantagenets y Henrie and Bdwardf 
As blamefuU as the Executioner. 

An, Thou was*t the caufe, and moft accurft effe€t. 

Rich. Your beauty was the caufe of that cffe€k i 
Your beauty, that did haunt me in my (leepe. 
To vndertake the death of all the world. 
So I might Hue one houre in your fwcet bo^ome. 

An. If I thought that, I tell thee Homicide, 
Thefe Nailes (hould rent that beauty from my Cheekes. 

Rich, Thefe eyes could not endure y beauties v^rack, 
You (hould not blemi(h it, if I ftood by j 
As all the world is c beared by the Sunne, 
So I by that : It is my day, my life. 

An, Blacke night ore-(hade thy day, & death thy life. 

Rich. Curfe not thy felfe faire Creature, 
Thou art both. 

An* I would I were, to be reueng*d on thee. 

Rich, It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall, 
To be reueng'd on him that 1 oueth thee. 

An. It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable. 
To be reuengM on him that kill'd my Husband. 

Rich. He that bereft the Lady of thy Husband, 
Did it to helpe thee to a better Husband. 

An. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Rich. He Hues, that loues thee better then he could. 

An. Name him. 

Rich. Plantagenet. 

An. Why that was he. 

Rich. The felfefame name, but one of better Nature. 

An. Where is he.? 

^cb. Heere : Spits at bim. 

Why doft thou fpit at me. 

An* Would it were mortall poyfon, for thy fake. 

Ricb, Neuer came poyfon from fo fwect a place. 

An. Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler Toade. 
Out of my fight, thou doft \nft€t mine eyes. 

Rich, Thine eyes (fweet Lady) haue infe^led mine. 

An, Would they were Bafiliskes, to ftrike thee dead. 

Ricb. I would they were, that I might dye at once : 
For now they kill me with a liuing death. 
Tho(e eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne (alt Teares ; 

For 
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ShamM their Afpedh with ftore of childiA drops : 
Thefe eyes, which neuer flied remorfefull teare, 
No, when my Father YorJcc, and Ednard wept. 
To heare the pittious moane that Rutland made 
When black-^c'd Clifford fliooke his fword at him. 
Nor when thy warlike Father like a Childe, 
Told the fad ftorie of my Fathers death, 
And twenty times, made paufe to fob and weepe: 
That all the ftanders by had wet their cheekes 
Like Trees bedaHi'd with raine. In that fad time, 
My manly eyes did fcorne an humble teare : 
And what thefe forrowes could not thence exhale, 
Thy Beauty hath, and made them blinde with weeping. 
I neuer fued to Friend, nor Enemy : 
My Tongue could neuer leame fwect fmoothing word. 
But now thy Beauty is proposM my Fee, 
My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake. 
She iool^s Jcornfully at bim. 
Teach not thy lip fucb Scorne ; for it was made 
For kiiling Lady, not for fuch contempt* 
If thy rcuengefoll heart cannot forgiue, 
Loe heere I lend thee this fliarpe-pointed Sword, 
Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true breft, 
And let tiie Soule forth that adoreth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly ftroke. 
And humbly begge the death vpon my knee. 

He layes bis brefi openjhe offert at vfitb bhfrord. 
Nay do not paufe : For I did kill King Henritf 
But *twa8 thy Beauty that prouoked me. 
Nay now dilpatch : *Twas I that ftabb*d 3rong Edward, 
But 'twas thy Heauenly face that fet me on. 

Sbffals tbi Sword. 
Take vp the Sword againe, or take vp me. 

jin. Arife Diflembler, though I wifli thy death, 
I will not be thy Executioner. 

Ricb, Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will do it. 

j^. 1 haue already. 

Ricb. That was in thy rage : 
Speake it againe, and euen with the word, 
This hand, which for thy loue, did kill thy Loue, 
Shall for thy loue, kill a farre truer Loue, 
To both their deaths (halt thou be acceflfary. 

tAn. 1 would 1 knew thy heart. 

^cb. *Tis figured in my tongue. 

Ah. I feare me, both arc ftlfc. 

^cb» Then neuer Man was true. 

An. Well, well, put vp your Sword. 

^cb. Say then my Peace is made. 

•An. That fljalt thou know heereafter. 

Ricb. But (hall I liue in hope. 

An. All men I hope liue fo. 

Vouchfafe to weare this Ring. 

Ricb. Looke how my Ring incompafTeth thy Fmger, 
Euen fo thy Breft incloleth my poore heart : 
Weare both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poore deuoted Seruant may 
But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand. 
Thou doft confirme his happineife for euer. 

An. What is it > 

Ricb. That it may pleafe you leaue thefe fad defignes, 
To him that hath moft caufe to be a Mourner, 
And prefently repayre to Crosbie Houfe : 
Where (after I haue folemnly interr*d 
At Chertfey Monaft*ry this Noble King, 
And wet his Graue with my Repentant Teares) 
I will with all expedient duty fee you, 



For diuers vnknowne Reafons, I befeech yoo. 
Grant me this Boon. 

An. With all my heart, and much it ioyes me too, 
To fee you are become fo penitent. 
Treffel and 'Barl^ey^ go along with me. 

Ricb, Bid me farwell. 

An, Tis more then you deferue ; 
But fince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I haue'faide farewell already. 

Exit two witb Amu, 

Gent. Towards Chertfey, Noble Lordf 

Ricb, No : to White Friars, there attend my comming 

Exit Coarje 
Was euer woman in this humour woo*d ? 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne t 
He haue her, but I will not keepe her long. 
What? I that kilVd her Husband, and his Father, 
To take her in her hearts extreamcft hate. 
With curfes in her mouth, Teares in her eyet. 
The bleeding witnefTe of my hatred by, 
Hauing God, her Confcience,and thefe bars againft me^ 
And I, no Friends to backe my fuite withall. 
But the plaine Diuell, and diifembling lookes ? 
And yet to winne her? All the world to nothing. 
Hah! 

Hath /he forgot alreadie that braue Prince, 
Edwardyhtr Lord, whom I(fome three monthes fince) 
Stab'd in my angry mood, at Tewkesbury ? 
A fweeter, and a lonelier Gentleman, 
Framed in the prodigallity of Nature : 
Yong, Valiant, Wife, and (no doubt)right Royal, 
The fpacious World cannot againe affoord : 
And will (he yet abafe her eyes on me. 
That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince, 
And made her Widdow to a wofull Bed ? 
On me, whofe All not equals Edwards Moyde ? 
On me, that halts, and am mifliapen thus.^ 
My Dukedome, to a Beggerly denier ! 
I do miftake my perfon all this while : 
Vpon my life fhe findcs (although I cannot^ 
My felfe to be a maru*llous proper man. 
He be at Charges for a Looking-glaffe, 
And entertaine a fcore or two of Taylors, 
To ftudy fafliions to adorne my body : 
Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe, 
I will maintaine it with fome little coft. 
But firft He turne yon Fellow in his Graue, 
And then returne lamenting to my Loue. 
Shine out faire Sunne, till I haue bought a glaiTe, 
That I may fee my Shadow as I paflTe. exk. 
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Enter tbe Queeme M^otber, Lord Riutn^ 
and Lord Gray. 

Riu. Haue patience Madam, ther*s no doubt hit Maicfty 
Will foone recouer his accuftom*d health. 

Gray. In that you brooke it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort. 
And cheere his Grace with quicke and merry eyes 
Qu. If he were dead, what would betide on me f 

Grtj. 
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re dead, what would betide on me T 

No other harme, but loiTe of fuch a Lord. 

'he lofle of fuch a Lord, includes all harmes. 

The Heauens haue bleft you with a goodly Son, 

ur Comforter, when he is gone. 

Ah! he is yong ; and his minority 

to the truft of Richard G'.oufter^ 

hat loues not me, nor none of you. 

Is it concluded he (hall be Protedor ? 

[t is determined, not concluded yet: 

muft be, if the King mifcarry. 

Enter BucJ^gbam and Derby, 

f4ere comet the Lord of Buckingham & Derby. 
Good time of day vnto your Royall Grace. 
God make your Maiefty ioyful,as you haue bin 
The Countefle ^c^iiioff^,good my L.of Derby, 

good prayer, will fcarfely fay. Amen. 
^, notwithftanding ihee*s your wife, 
es not me, be you good Lord afliirM, 
»t you for her proud arrogance. 
I do befeech you, either not beleeue 
ous flanders of her falfe Accufers :. 

be accused on true report, 
h her weakneffe, which I thinke proceeds 
yward fickneiTe^and no grounded malice, 
aw you the King to day my Lord of Derby, 
{ut now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 
t from yifiting his Maiefty. • 

W^hat likelyhood of his amendment Lords. 
Madam good hope, his Grace fpeaks chearfiilly. 
rod grant him health, did you confer with him? 
[ Madam, he defires to make attonement 
; the Duke of Gloufter,and your Brothers, 
veene them, and my Lord Chamberhine, 

to warne them to his Royall prefence. 
Would all were well, but that will neuer be, 
r happineflfe is at the height. 

Enter Richard. 

They do me wrong, and I will not indure it, 
t that complaines vnto the King, 
brfooth) am fterne,and loue them not ? 
?auly they loue his Grace but lightly, 
his eares with fuch dilTenrious Rumors. 
. cannot flatter, and looke faire, 
mens faces, fmooth,deceiue, and cogge, 
ith French nods,and Apifli curtefie, 
! held a rancorous Enemy, 
plaine man liue,and thinke no harme, 
hu fimple truth muft be abused, 
:en, flye,infinuating lackes? 
To who in all this prefence fpeaks your Grace ? 
To thee, that haft nor Honefty,nor Grate : 
lue I iniur*d thee? When done thee wrong ? 
or thee? or any of your Faction T 
vpon you all. His Royall Grace 
God prcferue better then you would wiih) 
le quiet fcarfe a breathing while, 
nuft trouble him with lewd complaints. 
Brother of Gloufter,you miftake the matter: 
I on his owne Royall difpofition, 
: prouok*d by anySutor elfe) 
[belike )at your interiour hatred, 



That in your outward adiion (hewes it felfe 
Againft my Children, Brothers, and my Selfie, 
Makes him to fend, that he may learne the ground. 

%ich, I cannot tell, the world is growne fo bad. 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not pearch. 
Since euerie laeke became a Gentleman, 
There*s many a gentle perfon made a lacke. 

Qu, Come, come, we know your meaning Brother 
You enuy my aduancement,and my firiends: (Glofter 
God grant we neuer may haue neede of you. 

ibV/>.Meane time, God grants that I haue need of you. 
Our Brother is imprifon*d by your meanes. 
My felfe difgrac'd, and the Nobilitie 
Held in contempt, while great Promotions 
Are daily giuen to ennoble thofe 
That fcarfe fome two dayes fince were worth a Noble. 

Qu, By him that rab*d me to this carefiiU height, 
From that contented hap which I inioy*d, 
I neuer did incenfe his Maieftie 
Againft the Duke of Qarence, but haue bin 
An eameft aduocate to plead for him. 
My Lord you do me ihamefull iniurie, 
Falfely to draw me in thefe rile fufpeAs. 

Richl You may deny that you were not the meane 
Of my Lord Hafiings late imprifonment. 

Riu, She may my Lord, for 

Rich, She may Lord Riuen^ why who knowes not fo? 
She may do more fir then denying that : 
She may helpe you to many faire preferments. 
And then deny her ayding hand therein, 
And lay thofe Honors on your high defert. 
What may ihe not, (he may, I marry may fhe. 

Riu, WMit marry may ihe ? 

Ric, What marrie may (he ? Marrie vrith a King, 
A Batcheller, and a handfome ftriplingtoo, 
I wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

^. My Lord of Gloufter, I haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraiding8,and your bitter fcofties: 
By heauen, I will acquaint his Maieftie 
Of thofe grolTe taunts that oft I haue endur*d. 
I had rather be a Countrie feruant maide 
Then a great Queene, with this condition. 
To be fo baited, fcorn*d, and ftormed at, 
Small ioy haue I in being Englands Queene. 

Enter old S^ueene Margaret, 

Mar. And lefned be that fmall, God I befeech him. 
Thy honor, ftate, and feate,is due to me. 

Rich. What? threat you me with telling of the King ? 
I will auouch*t in prefence of the King: 
I dare aduenture to be fent to th*Towre. 
*Tis rime to fpeake, 
My paines are quite forgot. 

Margaret. Out Diuell, 
I do remember them too well : 
Thou killd*ft my Husband Henrie in the Tower, 
And Edvtard my poore Son, at Tewkesburie. 

Rich. Ere you were Queene, 
I, or your Husband King : 
I was a packe-horfe in his great affaires : 
A weeder out of his proud Aduerfaries, 
A liberall rewarder of his Friends, 
To royalize his blood, I fpent mine owae. 

Margaret. I and much better blood 
Then his, or thine. 

r Rich. 
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Rich. In all which time, you and your Husband Grey 
Were fadious,for the Houfe of Lancafler'y 
And Riuersyfo were you : Was not your Husband, 
In cM'argarets Battaile,at Saint yiJifotis, (\3iiac ? 
Let mc put in your mindes, if you forget 
What you haue beene ere this, and what you are : 
Withall,what I haue beene, and what I am. 

^Af. A murth^-ous Villaine, and fo (till thou art. 
Rich. Poore Q^rence did forfake his Father ff^arwc\e, 
I, and forfwore himfelfe (which lefu pardon.) 
Q^M. Which God reuengc. 
Rich. To fight on Sdvards partie, for the Crowne, 
And for his meede, poore Lord, be is mewed vp : 
I would to God my heart were Flint, like Edwards^ 
Or Edxpards foft and pittifull,like mine ; 
I am too childifh foolifli for this World. 

^.MHigh thee to Hell for fliame,&leaue this World 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy Kingdome is. 

Riu. My Lord of Glofter: in thofe bufie dayes, 
Which here you vrge,to proue vs Enemies, 
We followed then our Lord, our Soueraigne King, 
So fliould we you, if you fliould be our King. 

Rich. If I ihould be ^ I had rather be a Pedler : 
Farre be it from my heart, the thought thereof. 
Qu, As little ioy (my Lord^ as you fuppofe 
You Ihould enioy,were you this Countries King, 
As little ioy you may fuppofe in me. 
That I enioy, being the Queene thereof. 

i^Af. A little ioy enioyes the Queene thereof. 
Fori am ihee,and altogether ioylefle : 
I can no longer hold me patient. 
Heare me, you wrangling Pyrates, that fall out, 
In fharing that which you haue pill'd from m^ 
Which off you trembles not, that lookes on me } 
If not, that I am Queene, you bow like Subiedis; 
Yet that by you depo6*d,you quake like Rebells. 
Ah gentle Villaine, doe not tume away. (fight ? 

Rich.?Qu\t wrinckled Witch, what mak*(l thou in my 
Sl^M. But repetition of what thou hail marr'd. 
That will I make, before I let thee goe. 

Rich. Wert thou not baniflied, on paine of death ? 

Sl^M. I was : but I doe find more paine in baniihment, 
Then death can yeeld me here, by my abode. 
A Husband and a Sonne thou ow*ft to me. 
And thou a Kingdome ; all of you, allegeance t 
This Sorrow that I haue, by right is yours, 
And all the Pleafures you vfurpe,are mine. 

Rich. The Curfe my Noble Father layd on thee. 
When thou didft Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy fcornes drew'ft Riuers from his eyes. 
And then to dry them.gau'ft the Duke a Clowt, 
SteepM in the ^lultlefTe blood of prettie Rutland: 
His Curfcs then, from bitterncfle o( Soule, 
Denounced againft thee, are all falne vpon thee : 
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 

Slu, So iufl is God, to right the innocent. 

Haft. 0,*twas the fouled deed to flay that Babe, 
And the moft merciiefTcfthat ere was heard of. 

i^/ii.Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported. 

^orf.Ho man but prophecied reuenge for it. 

^uc\. Nortbumher/andf then prefent, wept to fee it. 

^Af. What ? were you fnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat. 
And turne you all your hatred now on me } 
Did Tories dread Curfe preuaile fo much with Heauen, 
That Henries death, my louely Edvfards death. 



Their Kingdomes lofle,my wofuU Baniihnient, 

Should all but anfwer for that peeuifli Brat ? 

Can Curfes pierce the Clouds, and enter Heauen? 

Why then giue way dull Clouds to my quick Curfes. 

Though not by Warre, by Surfet dye your King, 

As ours by Murther, to make him a King. 

Edward ^y Sonne, that now is Prince qf Wales, 

For £d»ard our Sonne, that was Prince of Wales, 

Dve in his youth, by like vntimely violence. 

Thy felfe a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 

Out-liue thy glory, like my wretched feUe: 

Long may'ft thou liue^to wayle thy Childrens death, 

And fee another, as I fee thee now, 

Deck*d in thy Rights, as thou art ftall'd in mine. 

Long dye thy happie dayes, before thy death, 

And after many length*ned howres of griefe. 

Dye neyther Mother, Wife, nor Englands Queene. 

^uers and Dorjet^ you were (Unders by, 

And fo waft thou, Lord HaftingSfWhen my Sonne 

Was ftab*d with bloody Daggers:God,I pray him. 

That none of you may liue his naturall age, 

But by fome vnlookM accident cut off. 

Ricb.HzMC done thy Charme,y hateful wlther*d Hagge. 

QJid* Aqd leaue out thee? ftay Dog, for y (halt heare me. 
If Heauen haue any grieuous plague in (lore. 
Exceeding thofe that I can wifli vpon thee, 
O let them keepe it, till thy finnes be ripe. 
And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee, the troubler of the poore Worlds peace. 
The Worme of Confcience ftill begnaw thy Soule, 
Thy Friends lufped for Traytors while thou Iiu*ft, 
And uke deepe Traytors for thy deareft Friends : 
No fleepe dole vp that deadly Eye of thine, 
Vnlefle it be while fome tormenting Dreame 
AfiFrights thee with a Hell of ougly Deuills. 
Thou eluifli marked, abortiue rooting Hogge, 
Thou that waft feal'd in thy Natiuitie 
The flaue of Nature, and the Sonne of Hell : 
Thou flandcr of thy heauie Mothers Wombe, 
Thou loathed Iflue of thy Fathers Loynes, 
Thou Ragge of Honor, thou detcftcd— 
Hicb. cyHargaret* 

Q^M. Richard. Ricb.Hai. 

Q^M. I call thee not. 

Ricb, I cry thee mercie then : for I did thinke. 
That rhou hadft calfd me all thefe bitter names* 

Q.M. Why fo I did, but look'd for no reply* 
Ohlet me make the Period to my Curfe. 

Rlcb. *Tis done by me,and ends in cMargaret. 

i^.Thus haue you breath'd your Curfe againft your felf. 

i^Af. Poore painted Queen, vain flourifh of my fortune, 
Why ftrew'ft thou Sugar on that Bottel^d Spider, 
Whofe deadly Web enfnareth thee about ? 
Foole,foole,thou whet*ft a Knife to kill thy felfc : 
The day will come, that thou (halt wi(h for me. 
To helpe thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-backt Toad& 

Haft.FiUc boding Woman, end thy frantick Curfe, 
Leaft to thy harme,thou moue our patience. 

^Af.Foule (hame vpon you, you haue all mou*d mine. 

Ri.V/tTt you wel feru*d,you would be taught your duty. 

S^jMTo ferue me well, you ail (hould do ipe duty. 
Teach me to be your Queene, and you my Subieds: 
O ferue me well, and teach your felues that duty. 

Dorf. Difpute not with her,fliee is lunaticke. 

i^Af. Peace Mafter Marque(re,you are malapert. 
Your fire-new ftampe of Honor is fcarce currant. 
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your yong Nobility could iudge 
twere to lofe it, and be miferable. 
hat ftand high, haue maiw blafts to (hake them, 
they &11, they daih themfelues to peeces. 
•. Good counfaile marry, learne it, learne it Mar- 

. It touches you.my Lord, as much as me. 
>* I, and much more : but I was borne fo high: 
erie buildeth in the Cedars top, 
dlies with the winde, and fcornes the Sunne. 
. And tumes the Sun to fliade : aUs,ala8, 
fe my Sonne, now in the (hade of death, 
bright out-fliining beames, thy cloudy wrath 
1 eternall darknefle folded vp, 
yery buildeth in our aperies Neft ; 
that feeft it, do not (ufFer it, 
\ wonne with blood, loft be it fo. 
. Peace, peace for fhame : If not, for Charity, 
r. Vrge neither charity, nor fhame to mej; 
ritably with me haue you dealt, 
ameKiily my hopes ( by you ) are butcherM. 
larity is outrage, Life my fhame, 

that fhame, flill liue my forrowes rage. 
. Haue done, haue done. 
. O Princely Buckingham, He kifTe thy hand, 
e of League and amity with thee : 
lire be£Ul thee, and thy Noble houfe ; 
arments are not fpotted with our blood : 
ou within the eompafTe of my curfe. 

Nor no one heere : for Curies neuer pafTe 
» of thofe that breath them in the ayre. 
. I will not thinke but they afcend the sky, 
lere awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 
Icingham, take heede of yonder dogge : 
when he fawnes, he bites; and when he bites, 
10m tooth will rankle to the death, 
lot to do with him, beware of him, 
death, and hell haue fet their mark«s on him, 
1 their Minifters attend on him. 
K What doth fhe fay, my Lord of Buckingham. 

Nothing that I refped my gracious Lord. 
-. What doft thou fcorne me 
r gentle counfell ? 

oth the diuell that I wame thee from, 
remember this another day : 
he fhall fplit thy very heart with forrow : 
yi^oore Margaret Jwzs a ProphetefTe : 
ich of you the fubiedbtohis hate, 
e to yours, and all of you to Gods. Exit, 

My halre doth ftand an end to heare her curfes. 

And fo doth mine, I mufe why fhe*s at libertie. 
K I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 
ih had too much wrong, and I repent 
rt thereof, that I haue done to her. 
r. I neuer did her anv to my knowledge. 
). Yet you haue all the vantage of her wrong: 
joo hot, to do fomebody good, 
I too cold in thinking of it now : 
as for Clarence, he is well repayed : 
'nink*d vp to fatting for his paines, 
irdon them, that are the caufe thereof. 

A vertuous,and a Chriftian-like condufion 
y for them that haue done fcath to vs. 
•. So do I euer, being well aduis*d. 

Speal^es to bimfelfi. 
d I curft now, I had curft my felfe. 



Enter Cateshy, 

Gates, Madam, his Maiefly doth call for you. 
And for your Grace, and yours my gracious Lord, 

^. Cateshy I come. Lords will^ou go with mee. 

Riu. We wait vpon your Grace, 

Exeunt all but Glofter, 

Rich. I do the wrong, and firft begin to brawle. 
The fecret Mifcheefes that I fet abroach, 
I lay vnto the greeuous charge of others. 
Clarence, who I indeede haue caft in darkneffe, 
I do beweepe to many fimple Guiles, 
Namely to Derby, Hafimgs^ Buckingham, 
And tell them^tis theQueene^andner Allies, 
That ftirre the King again ft the Duke my Brother. 
Now they beleeue it, and withall whet me 
To be reuengM on Riuers, Dorj'et,Grey. 
But then I figh, and with a peece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids vs do good for euill : 
And thus I cloath my naked Villanie 
With odde old ends, ftolne forth of holy Writ, 
And feeme a Saint, when moft I play the deuill. 

Enter tvo murtherers. 
But foft, heere come my Executioners, 
How now my hardy ftout refolued Mates, 
Are you now going to difpatch this thing ? 

ViLVft arc my Lord, and come to haue the Warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Ric. Well thought vpon, I haue it heare about me : 
When you haue done, repayre to Crosby place ; 
But firs be fodaine in the execution, 
Withall obdurate, do not heare him pleade ; 
For Clarence is well fpoken, and perhappes 
May moue your hearts to pitty, if you marke him. 

Vil. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ftand to pratfc, 
Talkers are no good dooers, be afTurM : 
We go to vfe our hands,and notour tongues. 

Rich. Your eyes drop Mill'ftones, when Fooles ejes 
h\\ Teares : 

I like you Lads, about your bufinefTe ftraight. 
Go, go, difpatch. 

ViL We will my Noble Lord, 



Scena Quart a. 



Enter Clarence and Keeper. 

Keep. Why lookcs your Grace fo heauily to day. 

Cla, 0,1 haue paft a miferable night. 
So full of fearefiill Dreames, of vgly fights. 
That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 
I would not fpend another fuch a night 
Though *twcre to buy a world of happy dales: 
So full of difmall terror was the time. 
^rt^.What was your dream my Lord, I pray you tel me 

C/d.Me thoughts that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embarked to crofTe to 'Burgundy, 
And in my company my Brother Gloufler, 
Who from my Cabin tempted me to walke, 
Vpon the Hatches : There we look'd toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand heauy times, . 

r a During 
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During the warres of Yorke and Lancafter 

That had befalne vs. As we pac*d along 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Gloufter ftumbled^and in falling 

Strooke me (that thought to ftay him)ouer-boord, 

Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. 

O Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne. 

What dreadfiiU noife of water in mine cares, 

What (ights of vgly death within mine eyes. 

Me thoughts, I faw a thoufand fearfull wrackes t 

A thoufand men that Fi(hes gnawM vpon ; 

Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heapes of Pearle, 

IneiHmable Stones, vnvalewed lewels, 

All fcattred in the bottomeof the Sea, 

Some lay in dead-mens Sculles, and in the holes 

Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 

(As 'twere in fcorne of eyes) refle^ng Gemmes, 

That woo*d the flimy bottome of the deepe, 

And mock*d the dead bones that lay fcattred by. 

Keep. Had you fuch leyfure in the time of death 
To gaze vpon thefe fecrets of the deepe f 

Oa, Me thought I had, and often did I ftriue 
To yeeld the Ghoft : but ftill the enuious Flood 
Stop*d in my foule, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaft, and wandering ayre : 
But fmother*d it within my panting buike. 
Who almoft burft, to belch it in the Sea. 
Keep. Awak*d you not in this fore Agony ? 

Clar, No,no,myDreame was lengthened afbr life. 

then, began the Tcmpeft to my Soule. 

1 paft (^me thought) the MelanchoUy Flood, 
With that fowre Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
Vnto the Kingdome of perpetuall Night. 

The firft that there did greet my Stranger-foule, 
Was my great Father-in-Law, renowned Warwicke, 
Who fpake alowd : What fcourge for Periurie, 
Can this darke Monarchy afFoord falfe Qlarence ? 
And fo he vanifh*d. Then came wand'ring by, 
A Shadow like an Angell, with bright hayre 
DabbelM in blood, and be fhriekM out alowd 
Clarence is come, falfe, fie eting,periur'd Clarence^ 
That ftabbM me in the field by Tewkesbury : 
Seite on him Furies, toke him vnto Torment. 
With that (me thought) a Legion of fbule Fiends 
Inuiron*d me, and howled in mine eares 
Such hiddeous cries, that with the very Noife, 
I (trembling) wak'd, and for a feafon after, 
Could not beleeue, but that I was in Hell, 
Such terrible Imprefsion made myDreame. 

Keep. No maruell Lord, though it aflfrighted you, 
I am afifraid ('me thinkes) to heareyou tell it. 

Cla. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I haue done thefe things 
(That now giue euidence againft my Soule) 
For Sdvards fake, and fee how he requits mee. 
O God! if my deepe prayres cannot appeafe thee, 
But thou vdlt be aueng*d on my mifdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath in me alone : 
O fpare myguiltlefle Wife, and my poore children. 
Keeper, I prythee fit by me a-while, 
My Soule u heauy,and I faine would fieepe. 

Keep.! will my Lord, God giue your Grace good refl. 

Enter Bral^enbury the fjieuten^nt. 

^ra. Sorrow breakes Seafons,and repofing houres. 
Makes the Night Moming,and the Noon-tide night: 



Princes haue but their Titles for their Glories, 
An outward Honor, for an inward Toyle, 
And for vnfelt Imaginations 
They often feele a world of reftlefle Cares : 
So that betweene their Titles, and low Name, 
There's nothing differs, but the outward finme. 

Enter two eMnrtbereru 

I . Mur, Ho, who's heere f 

^ra. What woiild'ft thou Fellow ? And how 
thou hither. 

2. e^ur. 1 would fpeak with Clarence^ and I came hi- 
ther on my Legges.- 

Bra. What fo breefi:? 

I . *Ti8 better (Sir) then to be tedious : 
Let him fee our Commiffion,and talke no more, Readt 

^ra. I am in this, commanded to deliuer 
The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. 
I will not reafon what is meant heereby, 
Becaufe I will be guiltlefle from the meaning. 
There lies the Duke a(leepe,and there the Keyes. 
He to the King, and fignifie to him. 
That thiu I haue refign'd to you my charge. Exit. 

I You may fir, 'tis a point of wifedome : 
Far you well. 

a What, fhall we fbb him as he fieepes. 

1 No: hee'l fay 'twas done cowardly, when he wakes 

2 Why he ihall neuer wake, vntill the great lodge- 
ment day. 

1 Why then hee'l fay, we ftab'd him fleeping. 

2 The vrging of that word Judgement, hath bred i 
klnde of remorfe in me. 

1 What? art thou afFraid ? 

2 Not to kill him, hauing a Warrant, 

But to be damn'd for killing him, firom the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 

1 I thought thou had'ft bin reiblute. 

2 So I am, to let him liue. 

1 He backe to the Duke of Glou{ler,and tell him fo. 

2 Nay, I prythee ftay a little : 

I hope this pafiionate humor of mine, will change. 
It was wont to hold me but while one tels twenty. 

1 How do'fl thou feele thy felfe now ? 

2 Some ceruine dregges of confcience are yet with- 
in mee. 

1 Remember our Reward, when the deed's done. 

2 Come, he dies : I had forgot the Reward. 

1 Where's thy confcience now. 

2 O, in the Duke of Gloufters purfe. 

1 When hee opens hb purfe to giue vs our Reward, 
thy Confcience flyes out. 

2 'Tis no matter, let it goe : There's few or none will 
entertaine it. 

1 What if it come to thee againe f 

2 He not meddle with it, it makes a man a Coward: 
A man cannot fteale, but it accufeth him : A man cannot 
Sweare, but it Checkes him : A man cannot lye with hit 
Neighbours Wifis, but it deteds him. *Tis a blufliiog 
fhamefac'd fpirit, that mutinies in a mans bofome : k 
fiUes a man full of Obftacles. It made me once reftore a 
PurfTe of Gold that (by chance) I found : It beggars any 
man that keepes it : It is turn'd out of Townes and Cic- 
ties for a dangerous thing, and euery man that means to 
liue well, endeuours to truft to himfelfe, and liue with- 
out it. 

I "T- 
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uen now at my elbow, perfwading me not to 
:ue. 

the diuell in thy minde,and beleeue him not : 
nfinuate with thee but to make thee 6gh. 
(bong firamM,he cannot preuaile with me. 

like a tall man, that refpedi thy reputation. 

we fall to worke? 

him on the Coftard, with the hiltes of thy 
then throw him into the Malmefey- Butte in 
>me. 

client deuice; and make a fop of him. 
e wakes. 

:eU reafbn with him. 

lere art thou Keeper? Giue me a cup of wine. 

lall haue Wine enough my Lord anon. 

[fods name, what art thou ? 

Q, as you are. 

not as I am Royall. 
ou as we are, Loyall. 

f voice is Thunder, but thy looks are humble. 
>ice is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne. 
N darkly, and how deadly doft thou fpeake? 
io menace me : why looke you pale ? 
^ou hither? Wherefore do you come ? 

,to • 

murther me ? 

I. 

1 fcarfely haue the hearts to tell me (b, 

ore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 

ly Friends haue I offended you f 

led vs you haue not, but the King. 

ull be reconcil'd to him againe. 

my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 

; you drawne forth among a world of men 

innocent? What is my offence f 
be Euidence that doth accufe me ? 
ill Queft haue giuen their Verdid vp 
rowning ludge? Or who pronouncM 
fentence of poore Clarence death, 

conuid by courfe of Law ? 
1 roe with death, is mofl vnlawfuU. 
u, as you hope for any goodnefTe , 
epart,and lay no hands on me : 
ou vndertake is damnable. 

we will do, we do vpon command. 
lie that hath commanded, is our King, 
sneous Vafrals,the great King of Kings 
e Table of his Law commanded 
fhalt do no murther. Will you then 
lis £dia,and ful611 a Mans? 
: for he holds Vengeance in his hand, 
pon their heads that breake his Law. 
hat fame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee, 
orfwearing,and for murther too : 
t receiue the Sacrament, to fight 

of the Houfe of Lancafter. 

like a Traitor to the name of God, 

ke that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, 

e Bowels of thy Sou*raignes Sonne. 

n thou wu*t fwome to cherifh and defend. 

can ft thou vrge Gods dreadfull Law to vs, 

] hafl broke it in fuch deere degree ? 

as! for whofe fake did I chat ill deede ? 

/, for my Brother, for his fake. 

ou not to murther me for this: 



For in that finne, he is as deepe as I. 
If God will be auenged for the deed, 

know you yet, he doth it publiquely. 

Take not the quarrell firom his powre^ll arme : 
He needs no indirect, or lawlefle courfe, 
To cut ofFthofe that haue offended him. 

I Who made thee then a bloudy minifter. 
When gallant fpringing braue PUmtagenet^ 
That Princely Nouice was fhucke dead by thee ? 

Cla, My Brothers loue,the Diuell, and my Rage. 

1 Thy Brothers Loue,our Duty, and thy Faults, 
Prouoke vs hither now,toflaughterthee. 

Cla. If you do loue my Brother, hate not me : 

1 am his Brother, and I loue him well. 

If you are hyr*d for meed, go backe againe, 
And I will fend you to my Brother Gloufter; 
Who fhall reward you better for my life, 
Then Edward w\\\ for tydingsof my death. 

2 You are deceiuM, 

Your Brother Gloufter hates you. 

Cla. Oh no, he loues me, and he holds me deere : 
Go you to him from me. 

I I fo we will. 

Cla. Tell him, when that our Princely Father Yorke, 
Bleft hit three Sonnes with his victorious Arme, 
He little thought of this diuided Friendfhip : 
Bid Gloufter thinke on this, and he will weepe. 

I I Milftones,as he leiToned vs to weepe. 

Cla. O do not (lander him, for he is kinde. 

I Right, as Snow in Harueft: 
Come, you deceiue your felfe, 
*Tis he that fends vs to deftroy you heere. 

Cla. It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 
And hugg*d me in his arme6,and fwore with fobs, 
That he would labour my deliuery. 

1 Why fo he doth, when he deliuers you 
From this earths thraldome, to the ioyes of heauen. 

a Make peace with God, for you muft die my Lord. 

Cla. Haue you that holy feeling in your foules. 
To counfaile me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your owne foules fo blinde, 
That you will warre with God, by murdVing me. 
O firs confider, they thatfet you on 
To do this deede, will hate you for the deede. 
2 What fhall we do ? 

Clar. Relent, and faue your foules : 
Which of you, if you were a Princes Sonne, 
Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, 
If two fuch murtherers as your felues came to you, 
Would not intreat for life, as you would begge 
Were you in my diftreffe. 

1 Relent' no: *Tis cowardly and womanifh. 
Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly,fauage,diuellifh : 

My Friend, I fpy fome pitty in thy lookes : 
O, if thine eye be not a Flatterer, 
Come thou on my fide, and intreate for mee, 
A begging Prince, what begger pieties not. 

2 Looke behinde you, my Lord. 

1 Tak^ that,and that,if all this will not do. Stabs bim. 
He drowne you in the Malmefey-But within. Exit, 

2 A bloody deed, and defperately difpatcht : 
How faine (like P/Ai/^) would I wafh my hands 

Of this moft greeuous murther. Enter i.Murtberer 

I How now? what mean^ft thou that thou help*ft me 
not ? By Heauen the Duke fhall know how flacke you 
haue beene. 

r 3 2 I 
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7,.<iZfur,l would he knew that I had fauM his brother, 
Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I fay, 
For I repent me that the Duke is flaine. Exit. 

I .Mur. So do not I : go Coward as thou art. 
Well, He go hide the body in fome hole, 
Till that the Duke glue order for hb buriall : 
And when I haue my meede, I will away, 
For this will out, and then I muft not ftay. Exit 



ASiusSecundus. SccenaVrima. 



Fhurifh, 

Enter the King fcke ythe ^eerte. Lord c^arquejffe 

^orfetf RiuerSf Hafiings, Catesty, 

^ucl^ingbamy Wooduill. 

King, Why fb : now haue I done a good dales work. 
You Pecrcs, continue this vnited League: 
I, euery day expedt an Embaflage 
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence. 
And more to peace my foule (hall part to heauen, 
Since I haue made my Friends at peace on earth. 
Dorjet and Riuersy take each others hand, 
Diifemble not your hatred, Sweare your loue. 

Riu.By heauen,my foule is purgM from grudging hate 
And with my hand I feale my true hearts Loue. 

Haft. So thriue I, as I truly fweare the like. 

King. Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Left he that is the fupreme King of Kings 
Confound your hidden fal(hood,and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

Haft, So profper I, as I fweare perfedt loue. 

Ri. And I, as I loue Haftings with my heart, 

King. Madam, your fclfe is not exempt from this : 
Nor you Sonne Dorjet^ ^ucl(wgkam nor you j 
You haue bene fadlious one againft the other. 
Wife, loue Lord Haftings ^Ict h'vp kilTeyour hand, 
And what you do, do it vnfeignedly. 

Slu. There HaJiingSfl will neucr more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriue I, and mine. 

King. Dorjet y im brace him : 
HaftingSy loue Lord Marqucfle. 

^or. This interchange of loue, I heere proteft 
Vpon my part,fhall be inuiolable* 

Haft. And fo fweare I. 

King. Now Princely 'Bucl^ingbamy{eai\e y this league 
With thy embracements to my wiues Allies, 
And make me happy in your vnity. 

Buc. When cuer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious loue. 
Doth cheri(h you, and yours, God punifh me 
With hate in thofe where I expedl moft loue, 
When I haue moft need to imploy a Friend, 
And moftaffured that he is a Friend, 
Deepe, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be he vnto me : This do I begge of heauen. 
When I am cold in loue, to you, or yours. * Embrace 

King. A pleafing Cordiall, Princely Buct^ngham^ 
Is this thy Vow, vnto my Hckely heart: 
There wanteth now our Brother Glofter heere. 
To niake the blcflfed period of this peace. 

Buc. And in good time, 
Heere comes Sir Richard Ratclifftyand the Duke. 



Enter I^atcliffe, and Glofter, 

Ricb.Good morrow to my Soueraigne King & Qoeen 
And Princely Peere8,a happy time of day. 

Kingy Happy indeed, as we haue fpent the day: 
Glofter, we haue done deeds of Charity, 
Made peace of enmity, falre loue of hate, 
Betweene thefe fwelling wrong incenfed Peeret. 

Rich. A bleflfed labour my moft Soueraigne Lord: 
Among this Princely heape, if any heere 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmire 
Hold me a Foe : If I vnwillingly,or in my rage, 
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne. 
To any in this prefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to his Friendly peace : 
*Tis death to me to be at enmitie : 
I hate itjand defire all good mens loue, 
Firft Madam, I intreate true peace of you. 
Which I will purchafe with my dutious feruice. 
Of you my Noble Cofin Buckingham, 
If euer any grudge were lodg*d betweene vs. 
Of you and you. Lord Riuers and ofDorfit, 
That all without defert haue frown*d on me : 
Of you Lord Wooduilly and Lord Scalet of you, 
Dukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen/Indeed of all. 
I do not know that Engliihman aliue, 
With whom my foule is any lot at oddes. 
More then the Infant that is borne to night: ■ 
I thanke my God for my Humility. 

Slu. A holy day ihall thb be kept heereafter : 
I would to God all flrifes were well compounded. 
My Soueraigne Lord, I do befeech your Highnefte 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Rich. Why Madam, haue I ofFred loue for this, 
To be fo flowtcd in this Royall prefence? 
Who knowes not that the gentle Duke is dead? thij 
You do him iniurie to fcorne his Coarfe. all fart. 

King, Who knowes not he is dead f 
Who knowes he is ? • 

Qu. All-feeing heauen, what a world is this? 

Buc. Looke I fo pale Lord ^orfetyns the reft? 

Dor. I my good Lord, and no man in the prefence, 
But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes. 

IGng. Is Clarence dead i The Order was reuerft. 

Rich. But he (poore man) by your firft order dyed, 
And that a winged Mercuric did beare : 
Some tardie Cripple bare the Countermand, 
That came too lagge to fee him buried. 
God grant, that fome lefTe Noble, and lefle Loyall, 
Neerer in bloody thoughts,and not in blood, 
Defcrue not worfe then wretched Clarence did. 
And yet go currant from Sufpition. 

Enter Earle of Derby. 

Der. A boone my Soueraigne for my feruice done. 

King. I prethee peace, my foule is full of forrow. 

^er. I will not rife, vnleffe your Highnes heare me* 

King. Then fay at once, what is it thou requefb. 

^er. The forfeit (Soueraigne) of my feruants life. 
Who flew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolke. 

King. Haue I a tongue to doome my Brothers deathf 
And fluU that tongue giue pardon to a Haue ? 
My Brother kilTd no man, his fault was Thought, 
And yet his punifhment was bitter death. 

Who 
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led to me for him ? Who (in my wrath) 
1 and my feet, and bid me be aduis*d ? 
;>oke of Brother-hood? who fpoke of loue ? 
>ld me how the poore foule did forfake 
ighty Warwickc,and did fight for me? 
old me in the field at Tewkesbury, 
Oxford had me downe, he refcued me : 
id deare Brother liue, and be a King i 
old me, when we both lay in the Field, 
(almoft)to death, how he did lap me 
1 his Garments, and did giue himfelfe 
lin and naked) to the numbe cold night ? 
s from my Remembrance, brutjfh wrath 
)r pluckt, and not a man of you 

much grace to put it in my minde. 
len your Carters, or your wayting VaflTalls 
lone a drunken Slaughaer,and defaced 
"ecious Image of our deere Redeemer, 
raight are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, 
('vniuftly too) muft grant it you. 
- my Brother, not a man would fpeake, 
vngracious) fpeake vnto my felfe 
n poore Soule. The proudeil of you all, 
lin beholding to him in his life : 
ne of you, would onee begge for his life. 
! I fi»re thy iuftice will take hold 
,and you; and mine, and yours for this. 
Hafiings helpc me to my CloHet. 
we Clarence, Exeunt fome »ifb K.& Slneen. 

'. This is the fruits of ra/hnes: Markt you not, 
lat the guilty Kindred of the Queene 

pale, when they did heare of Clarence death, 
r did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 
ill reuenge it. . Come Lords will you go, 
ifort Edward with our company. 
We wait vpon your Grace. exeunt. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter the old Dutcbejfe of Tor^e^ with the two 
children of Clarence, 

f. Good Grandam tell vs,is our Father dead? 
ch. No Boy. 

ugh» Why do weepc fo oft? And bcatc your Brefl? 
y, O Clarence, my vnhappy Sonne. 
. Why do you looke on vs,and ihake your head, 
ill vs Orphans, Wretches, Caftawayes, 
our Noble Father were aliue ? 
. My pretty Conns,you miftake me both, 
nent the fickneiTe of the King, 
h to lofe him, not your Fathers death: 
\o(k forrow to waile one that*s loft. 

Then you conclude, ( my Grandam) he is dead : 
ing mine Vnckle is too blame for it. 
11 reuenge it, whom I will importune 
arneft prayers, all to that efFedt, 
rh. And fo will I. 

Peace children peace,the King doth loue you wel. 
ible,and fhallow Innocents, 
nnot gueffe who caused your Fathers death. 

Grandam we can: for my good Ynkle Glofler 



Told me, the King prouok*d to it by the Queene, 
Deuis'd impeachments to imprifon him; 
And when my Vnckle told me fo,he wept, 
And pittied me, and kindly kift my cheeke: 
Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 
And he would loue me deerely as a childe. 

Dut. Ah! that Deceit ihould fteale fuch gentle (hape. 
And with a vertuous Vizor hide deepe vice« 
He is my fonne, I, and therein my fhame. 
Yet from my duggc8,he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Thinke you my Vnkle did diflcmble Grandam? 

Dut. I Boy. 

Boy, I cannot thinke it. Hearke, what noife it this ? 

Snter the Queene with her haire about her ears, 
Riuers & Dorfet after her, 

S^u. Ah' who fhall hinder me to waile and weepe ? 
To chide my Fortune,and torment my Selfe. 
He ioyne with blacke difpaire againfl my Soule, 
And to my felfe, become an enemie. 

Dut. What meanes this Scene of rude impatience i 
Qu. To make an z€t of Tragickc violence. 
Edward my Lord, thy Sonne, our King is dead. 
Why grow the Branches, when the Roote is gone? 
Why wither not the leaues that want their fap ? 
If you will liue. Lament : if dye, be breefe. 
That our fwift- winged Soulcs may catch the Kings, 
Or like obedient Subie^ follow him. 
To his new Kingdome of nere-changing night. 

Dut. Ah fo much intereft hauein thy forrow. 
As I had Title in thy Noble Husband : 
I haue be wept a worthy Husbands death. 
And liu'd with looking on his Images: 
But now two Mirrors of his Princely femblance. 
Are crack'd in pieces, by malignant death. 
And I for comfort, haue but one ^fe Glaffe, 
That grceues me, when I fee my fliame in him. 
Thou art a Widdow: yet thou art a Mother, 
And haft the comfort of thy Children left. 
But death hath fnatch*d my Husband from mine Armes, 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands , 
Clarence fZnd Edward, O, what caufe haue I, 
(Thine being but a moity of my moane^ 
To 3ucr-go thy woes, and drowne thy cries. 

^oy. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Fathers death : 
How can we ayde you with our Kindred teares ? 

Daugh, Our fatherleflfe diftrefle was left vnmoan*d. 
Your widdow-dolour, like wife be vnwept. 

Qu, Giue me no helpe in Lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth complaints: 
All Springs reduce their currents to mine eyes. 
That I being gouern*d by the waterie Moone, 
May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the World. 
Ah, for my Husband, for my deere Lord Edward, 

Chil, Ah for our Father, for our deere Lord Clarence. 

Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 

S^u, What ftay had I but Sdward^amd hee*s gone ? 

Chil, What ftay had we but Clarence^ and he*s gone. 

Dut. What ftayes had I, but they ? and they arc gone. 

Qu. Was neuer widdow had fo deere a lofle . 

CBil, Were neuer Orphans had fo deere a lofle. 

Dut. Was neuer Mother had fo deere a loflTe. 
Alas! I am the Mother of thefe GrceftSy 
Their woes are parcelled, mine is generall. 
She for an Edward weepeSjand fo do I : 



1 84 



The Life andDeatb of^chardthe Third. 



I for a Clarence weepes, fo doth not ihee : 
Thcfc Babes for Clarence weepe, fo do not they. 
Ahu! you three, on me threefold diftreft: 
Power all your teares, I am your forrowes Nurfe, 
And I will pamper it with Lamentation. 

Dor, Comfort deere Mother, God is much difpleas*d, 
That you take with vnthankfulnelTe his doing. 
In common worldly things, *tis callM vngratefiill, 
With dull vn Willi ngnefle to repay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent : 
Much more to be thus oppofite with heauen, 
For it requires the Royall debt it lent you. 

Riuers. Madam, bethinke you like a carefiill Mother 
Of the young Prince your fonne: fend ftraight for him, 
Let him be Crown*d, in him your comfort Hues. 
Drowne defperate forrow in dead Edwards graue, 
And plant your ioyes in liuing Edrrards Throne. 

Enter ^cbard, Buckingham, Derbie^ Ha- 
filngSyond Ratcliffe, 

Bleb. Sifter haue comfort, all of vs haue caufe 
To waile the dimming of our ihining Starre : 
But none can helpe our harmes by wayling them. 
.Madam, my Mother, I do cry you mercte, 
I did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my knee, 
I craue your BlefHng, 

Dut. God blefle thee, and put meeknes in thy breaft, 
Loue Charity, Obedience, and true Dude. 

Rjcb, Amen, and make me die a good old man, 
That is the butt-end of a Mothers blefling ; 
I maruell that her Grace did leaue it out. 

Buc. You dowdy-Princes, & hart-forownng-Peeres, 
That beare this heauie mutuall loade of Moane, 
Now cheere each other, in each others Loue : 
Though we haue fpent our Harueft of this King, 
We are to reape the Harueft of his Sonne. 
The broken rancour of your high.fwolne hates. 
But lately fplinter*d, knit, and ioyn*d together, 
Muft gently be preferu*d,cherifht.and kept : 
Me feemeth good, that with fome little Traine, 
Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince be fet 
Hither to London, to be crownM our King. 

Riuers. Why with fome little Traine, 
My Lord ofBuckingham ? * 

*Bvf. Marrie my Lord,leaft by a multitude. 
The new-healM wound of Malice ftiould breake out. 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous. 
By how much the eftate it greene,and yet vngouern*d. 
Where euery Horfe beares his commanding Reine, 
And may dired his courfe as pleafe himfelfe, 
As well the feare of harme, as harme apparant. 
In my opinion, ought to be preuented. 

Ricb, I hope the King made peace with all of vt, 
And the compad is firme,and true in me. 

Riu. And lo in me,and fo (I thinke)in all. 
Yet fince it is but greene, it fhould be put 
To no apparant likely-hood of breach. 
Which haply by much company might be vrgM : 
Therefore 1 fay with Noble Buckingham, 
That it is meete fo few fhould fetch the Prince. 

Haft. AndfofayL 

Ricb. Then be it fo, and go we to determine 
Who they ihall be that ftrait fhall pofte to London. 
Madam, and you my Sifter, will you go 
To giue your cenfures in this bufineiTe. Exeunt. 



Manet Buckingham, and Richard. 

Buc. My Lord, who euer ioumies to the Prince^ 
For God iake let not vs two ftay at home : 
For by the way. He fort occafion. 
As Index to the ftory we late talk*d of. 
To part the Queenes proud Kindred from the Priince. 

Ricb. My other felfe, my Counfailes Confiftory, 
My Oracle, My Prophet, my deere Cofin, 
I, as a child e, will go by thy diredion. 
Toward London then, for wee'l not ftay behinde. Exeunt 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter one Gtixen at one doore^ and another at 
the other. 

i.Cit* Good morrow Neighbour, whether away (q 
faft? 

z.Cit, I promife you, I fcarfely know my felfe : 
Heare you the newes abroad ? 

1. Yes, that the King is dead. 

2. Ill newes byrlady, feldome comes the better: 
I feare, I feare, *twill proue a giddy world. 

Enter another Qtiven, 

3. Neighbours, God fpeed« 

I. Giue you good morrow fir. 

3. Doth the newes hold of good king Edwards death? 

2« I fir, it is too true, God helpe the while. 

3. Then Mafters looke to fee a troublous world. 

I. No, no, by Gods good grace, his Son ihall reigne. 

3. Woe to that Land that*s gouern*d by a Childe. 

a. In him there is a hope of Gouernment, 
Which in his nonage, counfell vnder him. 
And in his full and ripened yeares, himfelfi; 
No doubt fhall then, and till then gouerne well. 

I. So ftood the State, when Henry the fixt 
Was crownM in Paris, but at nine months old. 

3. Stood the State fo ? No,no,good firiends,God wot 
For then this Land was famoufly enriched 
With politike graue Counfell; then the King 
Had vertuout Vnkles to proted his Grace. 

!• Why fo hath this, both by his Father and Mother. 

3. Better it were they all came by his Father: 
Or by his Father there were none at all : 
For emulation, who (hall now be neereft, 
Will touch vs all too neere,if God preuent not. 
O full of danger is the Duke of Gloufter, 
And the Queenes Sons, and Brothers, haugbt and proud: 
And were they to be rurd,and not to rule, 
This fickly Land, might folace as before. 

1. Come, come, we feare the worft : all will be vrell. 
3. When Clouds are feen,wifemen put on their dokes; 

When great leaues fiiU, then Winter is at hand ; 
When the Sun fets,who doth not looke for night? 
Vntimely ftormes, makes men exped a Dearth : 
All may be well $ but if God fort it fo, 
*Tis more then we deferue,or I expe^. 

2. Truly, the hearts of men are full of feare: 
You cannot reafon Calmoft)with a man. 
That lookes not heauily,and full of dread. 

3. Before the dayes of Change, ftiU is it fo, 
By a diuine inftin^ mens mindes miftruft 

Enfdng 
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Porfuing danger : at by proofe we fee 

The Water fwell before a boyft*rou8 ftonne : 

Bot leaue it all to God. Whither away ? 

% Marry we were fent for to the luftices. 

3 And fb was I : He beare you company. 



Exettnt, 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Arch-bifhof ^yong Tor^e, the Queenty 
and tbe Dutcbtjfe. 

Arch. Laft night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 
And at Northampton they do reft to night : 
To morrow, or next day, they will be heere. 

Dut, I long with all my heart to fee the Prince : 
I hope he is much growne fince laft I (aw him. 

Qu. But I heare no, they fay my fonne of Yorke 
Ha*s almoft ouertane him in his growth. 

Torl(i, I Mother, but I vrauld not haue it fo. 

Dut, Why my good Cofin,it is good to grow. 

Tor, Grandam, one night as we did fit at Supper, 
My Vnlde Rluers talk*d how I did grow 
More then my Brother. I, quoth my Vnkle Gloufter, 
Small Herbes haue grace, great Weeds do grow apace. 
And fince, me thinkes I would not grow fo faft, 
Becaufe fweet Flowres are flow, and Weeds make haft. 

Dut. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold 
In him that did obiefi^ the fame to thee. 
He was the wretched^ft thing when he was yong. 
So long a growing, and fo leyfurely. 
That if his rule were true, he fhould be gracious. 

Tor. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam. 

But, I hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth, if I had beene remembred, 
I oould haue giuen my Vnkles Grace, a flout. 
To touch his growth, neerer then he toucht mine. 

Dut. How my yong Yorke, 
I pry thee let me heare it. 

Tor, Marry (they fay) my Vnkle grew fo faft, 
That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old, 
Twas full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 
Gnndam, th'ts would haue beene a byting left. 

Dut. I prythee pretty Yorke, who told thee this ? 

Tor, Grandam, his Nurife. 

^Mt. His Nurfe? why fhe was dead, ere y waft borne. 

Tor. irtwere not (he, I cannot tell who told me. 

Qu. A parlous Boy:go too, you are too (hrew*d. 

Dut. Good Madam, be not angry with the Childe. 

Qu^ Pitchers haue eares. 

Enter a ^Mejfenger. 

Arch. Heere comes a Meffenger: What Newes? 

MeJ. Such newes my Lord, as greeues me to report. 

Qu. How doth the Prince ? 

^tej. Well Madam, and in health. 

Dut. What is thy Newes f 

Mt[f. Lord J{itfm,and Lord Grey^ 
Are fent to Pomfret, and with them, 
Sir T^homat Vaugban^ Prifoners. 

Dut. Who hath committed them ? 

MeJ. The mighty DukttjGiouJkr and Buckingham, 
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Arch. For what offence? 

cMeJ. The fumme of all I can, I haue difdosM : 
Why, or for what, the Nobles were committed. 
Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lord. 

Qu. Aye me| I fee the ruinc of my Houfe : 
The Tygcr now hath fcit*d the gentle Hinde, 
Infuldng Tiranny beginnes to lutt 
Vpon the innocent and awele(re Throne : 
Welcome Deftru^on, Blood, and Ma(racre, 
I fee ( as in a Map) the end of all. 

Dut. Accurfed,and vnquiet wrangling dayes. 
How many of you haue mine eyes beheld? 
My Husband loft his life, to get the Crowne, 
And often vp and downe my fonnes were toft 
For me to ioy,and weepe, their gaine and lofTe. 
And being feated, and Domefticke broyles 
Cleane ouer-blowne, themfelues the Conquerors, 
Make warre vpon themfelues, Brother to Brother; 
Blood to blood, felfie againft felfe : O prepoftoroiu < 
And franticke outrage, end thy damned fpleene, 
Or let me dye, to looke on earth no more. 

S^u. Come, come my Boy, we will to Sanfhiary. 
Madam, farwell. 

Dut. Stay, I will go with you. 

Slu. You haue no caufe. 

Arch. My gracious Lady go. 
And thether beare your Treasure and your Goodes, 
For my part. He refigne vnto your Grace 
The Scale I keepe,and fo betide to me. 
As well I tender you, and all of yours. 
Go, He condud you to the Sandhiary. Exeunt 



ASlus Tertius. Sccena^rima. 



The Trumpets found. 
Enter yong Prince^the *Dul(es of Glocefter^ and Buckingham, 
Lord Cardinally with others. 

Buc. Welcome fwecte Prince to London, 
To your Chamber. 

Rich. Welcome deere Cofin, my thoughts Soueraign 
The wearie way hath made you Melancholly. . 

Trin. No Vnkle, but our crofTes on the way, 
Haue made it tedious, wearifome, and heauie. 
I want more Vnkles heere to welcome me. 

Rich.Swect Prince, the vnuinted vertue of your yeers 
Hath not yet diu*d into the Worlds deceit : 
No more can you di(tingui(h of a man. 
Then of his outward (hew, which God he knowes, 
Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart. 
Thofe Vnkles which you want, were dangerous : 
Your Grace attended to their Sugred words. 
But looked not on the poyfon of their hearts : 
God keepe you from them, and from fuch falfe Friends. 

Prin. God keepe me from falfe Friends, 
But they were none. 

Rich, My Lord, the Maior of London comes to greet 
you. 

Snter Lord Maior. 

Lo.cM'aior, God bleffe your Grace, with health and 
happie dayes. 

Prin, 1 thanke you, good my Lord, and thank you all : 
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I thought my Mother, and my Brother Tor}^^ 
Would long, ere this, haue met vs on the way. 
Fie, what a Slug is Hafthgs^thit he comet not 
To tell V8, whether they will come, or no. 

Enter Lord Haft'mgs. 

^uc(. And in good time, heere comes the fweating 
Lord. 

Prince. Welcome, my Lord * what, will our Mother 
corned 

Haji. On what occafion God he knowe8,not I ;] 
The Quecne your Mother, and your Brother Torl^y 
Haue taken Sandtuarie : The tender Prince 
Would faine haue come with me, to meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce with-held. 

Buci(^. Fie, what an indired and peeui/h courfe 
Is this of hers P Lord Cardinall, will your Grace 
Perfwade theQueene,to fend the Duke ofYorke 
Vnto his Princely Brother prefently ? 
If flie dcnie. Lord HaSiingt goe with him. 
And from her iealous Armes pluck him perforce* 

Card.My Lord of Buckingham, if my weake Oratorie 
Can from his Mother winne the Duke of Yorkc, 
Anon expedt him here : but if (he be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God forbid 
We fliould infringe the holy Priuiledge 
Of bleffed Sanduarie : not for all this Land, 
Would I be guiltle of fo great a finne. 

^ucl(. You are too fencelertc obftinate,my Lord, 
Too ceremonious, and tradirionall. 
Weigh it but with the groflenefTc of this Age, 
You breake notSan£tuarie,Jn feizing him : 
The benefit thereof is alwayes granted 
To thofc, whofe dealings haue deferuM the place. 
And thofc who haue the wit to clayme the place : 
This Prince hath neyther claym*d it, nor deferu'd it. 
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot haue it* 
Then taking him from thence, that is not there, 
You breake no Priuiledge, nor Charter there: 
Oft haue I heard of Sandhiarie men. 
But Sandhiarie children, neVe till now* 

Card. My Lord, you fhall o*re'ru1e my mind for once. 
Come on. Lord Haftings, will you goe with me } 

Haji., I goe, my Lord. Exit Cardinall and Haftingt. 

Prince.Good Lords, make all the fpeedie haft you may. 
Say, Vnckle Glocefter^ if our Brother come. 
Where (hall we (oiourne, till our Coronation ? 

G/o.Where it think'ft beft vnto your Royall felfe. 
If I may counfaile you,rome day or two 
Your Highnefle /hall rcpofe you at the Tower : 
Then where you pleare,and fliall be thought moft fit 
For your beft health, and recreation. 

Prince. I doe not like the Tower, of any place : 
Did luliui Cafar build that place, my Lord ? 

'Bucl^. He did, my gracious Lord, begin that place, 
Which fince, fucceeding Ages haue re-edify*d. 

Prince. Is it vpon record ? or elfe reported 
Succeftiuely from age to age, he built it ? 

^ucl(. Vpon record, my gracious Lord. 

Prince. But fay, my Lord, it were not regiftred, 
Me thinkes the truth fhould liue from age to age, 
As*twere retayPd to all pofteritie, 
Euen to the generall ending day* 

Glo. So wife,fo young, they fay doe neuer liae long. 

Prhici. What fay you, Vnckle ? 



Glo. I fay, without Characters, Fame Hues long. 
Thus, like the formall Vice,Iniquitie, 
I morallize two meanings in one word. 

Trince. That I$iliui Cajar was a famous man, 
With what his Valour did enrich his Wit» 
His Wit fet downe, to make his Valour liue : 
Death makes no Conqueft of his Conqueror, 
For now he liuesin Fame, though not in Life. 
He tell you what, my Coufin ^ucl{ingbam. 

Buc\. What, my gracious Lord? 

Prince. And if I liue vntill I be a man. 
He win our ancient Right in France againe, 
Or dye a Souldier,as I liu*d a King. 

Glo. Short Summers lightly haue a forward Spring. 

Enter young YorJ^^HaJiings yand CardmalL 

^uc\. Now in good time, heere comes the Duke c 
Yorke. 

Trince. Richard of Yorke, how fares our Noble Bro 
ther ? 

Tori(e. Well, my deare Lord, fo muft I call you now. 

Prince. I, Brother, to our griefe,a8 it is yours: 
Too late he dy'd,that might haue kept that Title, 
Which by his death hath loft much Maieftie. 

Glo. How fares our Coufin, Noble Lord of Yorke? 

Torl(e. I thanke you, gentle Vnckle. O my Lord, 
You faid,that idle Weeds are faft in growth : 
The Prince, my Brother, hath out-growne me farre. 

Glo. He hath, my Lord. 

Tori(e. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh my faire Coufin, I muft not fay fo. 

Torl(e. Then he is more beholding to you,thea I. 

Glo, He may command me as my Soueraigne, 
But you haue power in me, as in a Kinfman. 

Torl^. I pray you, Vnckle, giue me this Dagger. 

Glo. My Dagger, little CouJin? with all my heart 

Prince. A Begger, Brother ^ 

Tori(e Of my kind Vnckle, that I know will giue, 
And being but a Toy, which is no griefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, He giue my Coufin. 

Torl(e. A greater gift ? O, that's the Sword to it. 

Glo. I,gentle Couftn,were it light enough* 

Tori(e. O then I fee, you will part but with light gife, 
In weightier things you*le fay a Begger nay. 

Glo. It is too weightie for your Grace to wearc. 

Torl(e. 1 weigh it lightly, were it heauier* 

Glo. What, would you haue my Weapon, little Lor<l- 

TorJ(e. I would that I might thanke you, as, aS) r" 
call me. 

Glo. How? 

Tori(e. Little. 

Prince. My Lord ofYorke will ftill be croffc in talke: 
Vnckle,your Grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Torl^e. You meane to beare me, not to beare with mc: 
Vnckle, my Brother mockes both you and me, 
Becaufe that I am little, like an Ape, 
He thinkes that you fhould beare me on your fhoulden. 

Bucl(. With what a fharpe prouided wit he reafoni'- 
To mittigate the fcorne he giues his Vnckle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts himfelfe : 
So cunning,and fo young, is wonderfuU. 

Glo. My Lord, wilt pleafe you paflTe along ? 
My felfe, and my good Coufm ^ucl(ingbamy 
Will to your Mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you* 

Yorl^e. What, 
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bat, will you goc vnto the Tower, my Lord? 
y Lord Protedor will haue it fb. 
ull not flecpe in quiet at the Tower. 
IT, what (hould you feare ? 
rry, my Vncklc Clarence angry Ghoft 1 
I told me he was murther*d there, 
feare no Vnckles dead, 
lone that liue, I hope. 
»d if they liue, I hope I need not feare. 
r Lord : and with a heauie heart, 
them, goe I vnto the Tower. 
Exeunt Prince^Yorl^y Haftingt^and Dorfet, 

tt Richard, Buckjngbam, and Catesiy. 

nice you,my Lord, this little prating Tori(e 
jnfed by his fubrilc Mother, 
1 fcorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 
ioubt, no doubt : Oh *tis a perillous Boy, 

ingenious, forward, capable ; 

Mothers, from the top to toe. 
ell, let them reft : Come hither Catesiy, 
)rne as deepely to efft€t what we intend, 
conceale what we impart : 
b our reafons vrg*d vpon the way. 

I thou ? is it not an eafie matter, 
(liam Lord HaJHngs of our minde, 
Imcnt of this Noble Duke 
.oyall of this famous He ? 

for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 
not be wonne to ought againft him. 
hat think'ft thou t^hen of Stanley} Will 

e will doe all in all as Haftingt doth. 

II then, no more but this : 
tesby, and as it were farre off, 
Lord HaSlings, 

ftand affected to our purpofe, 

him to morrow to the Tower, 

he Coronation. 

inde him tradable to vs, 

n,and tell him all our reafons : 

n, ycie, cold, vnwilling, 

3, and fo breake off the talke, 

lotice of his inclination : 

rrow hold diuidcd Councels, 

felfe (halt highly be eraploy'd. 

mend me to Lord fyilUam: tell him Catesiy, 

Lnot of dangerous Aduerfaries 

•e let blood at Pom fret Caftle, 

Lord, for ioy of this good newes, 

i Shore one gentle KifTe the more. 

)d Catesiy, goe effe€t this bufinefle foundly. 

good Lords both, with all the heed I can. 
I we heare from you, Catesiy, ere we fleepe ? 
I (hall, my Lord. 
>osly Houfe, there ihall you find vs both. 

Exit Catesiy. 
r, my Lord, 
se doe, if wee perceiue 
will not yeeld to our Complots? 

off his Head t 
e will determine : 
en I am King, clayme thou of me 
e of Hereford, and all the moueables 
iCing,my Brother, was pofTeft. 



Buci(. He clayme that promife at your Graces hand. 

Rich. And looke to haue it yeelded with all kindneffc. 
Come, let vs fuppe betimes, that afterwards 
Wee may digeft our complots in fome forme. 

Exeunt. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter a e^ejfenger to the Doore of Haftings. 

c^ejf. My Lord, my Lord. 
Hasl. Whoknockes^ 
cMeJT. One from the Lord Stanley. 
Haft. Whatis'taClocke? 
li^Jf, Vpon the ftroke of foure« 

Enter Lord Haftings. 
HaB. Cannot my Lord Stanley fleepe thefe tedious 
Nights? 

Meff. So it appeares, by that I haue to fay : 
Firft, he commends him to your Noble felfe. 

Haft. What then? 

MrJI'. Then certifies your Lordfhip, that this Night 
He dreamt, the Bore had rafed off his Helme ; 
Befides, he fayes there are two Councels kept ; 
And that may be determined at the one. 
Which may make you and him to rue at th*other. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordfhips pleafure, 
If you will prefently take Horfe with him. 
And with all fpeed poft with him toward the North, 
To fhun the danger that his Soule diuinn. 

HaB, Goe fellow, goe, returne vnto thy Lord, 
Bid him not feare the feperated Councell : 
His Honor and my felfe are at the one. 
And at the other, is my good friend Catesiy ; 
Where nothing can proceede, that toucheth vs, 
Whereof I fhall not haue intelligence : 
Tell him his Feares are fhallow, without inftance. 
And for his Dreames, I wonder hec's {q fimple, 
To truft the mockery of vnquiet flumbers. 
To flye the Bore, before the Bore purfues. 
Were to incenfe the Bore to follow vs. 
And make purfuit, where he did meane no chafe. 
Goe, bid thy Mafter rife, and come to me. 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he fhall fee the Bore will vfe vs kindly. 
Mejf. He goe, my Lord, and tell him what you fay. 

Exit, 
Enter Catesiy. 

Gates. Many good morrowes to my Noble Lord. 
HaSi. Good morrow Catesiy, you are early ftirring : 
What newes, what newes, in this our tottering State ? 

Cates. It is a reeling World indeed, my Lord : 
And I beleeu^ will neuer ftand vpright. 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme. 

Haft. How weare the Garland ? 
Doeft thou roeane the Crowne ? 
Cates. I, my good Lord. 
Haft.Wt haue this Crown of mine cut fro my fhoulders. 
Before He fee the Crowne fo foule mif-plac*d : 
But canft thou gueflfe, that he doth ayme at it ? 

Cates. I, 
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Gates. Ij on my life, and hopes to find you forward, 
Vpon his partie,for the gaine thereof: 
And thereupon he fends you this good newes, 
That this fame very day your enemies, 
The Kindred of the Qucene,muft dye at Pomftet 

Hafi, Indeed I am no mourner for that newes, 
Becaufe they haue beene ftiU my aduerfaries : 
But, that He giue my voice on Richards fide, 
To barre my Mailers Heires in true Defcent, 
God knowes I will not doe it, to the death. 

Gates. God keepe your Lordfhip in that gracious 
minde. 

Haft. But I fhall laugh at this a twelue-month hence, 
That they which brought me in my Mafters hate, 
I Hue to looke vpon their Tragedie. 
Well Gateshy, ere a fort-night make me older, 
He fend fome packing, that yet thinke not on*t. 

Gates. *Tis a vile thing to dye, my gracious Lord, 
When men are vnprepar'd, and lookc not for it. 

Haft. O monflrous, monftrous ! and fo falls it out 
With RiuerSf Vaugbarty Grey : and fo *twill doc 
With fome men elfe, that thinke themfelues as fafe 
As thou and I, who (as thou know*fl) are deare 
To Princely Ricbardj and to Bud^ngham, 

Gates. The Princes both make high account of you. 
For they account his Head vpon the Bridge. 

Haft. I know they doe, and I haue well deferuM it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Come on, come on, where is your Bore-fpeare man } 
Feare you the Bore, and goe fo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My Lord good morrow, good morrow Qatesby: 
You may ieaft on, but by the holy Rood, 
I doe not like thefe feuerall Councels, I. 

Haft. My Lord, I hold my Life as deare as yours, 
And neuer in my dayes, I doc protefl. 
Was it fo precious to me, as *tis now : 
Thinke you, but that I know our flate fecure, 
I would be fo triumphant as I am ? 

Sta.Tht Lords at Pomfi-et, whe they rode from London, 
Were iocund, and fuppos'd their fbtes were furc, 
And they indeed had no caufe to miftrufl : 
But yet you fee, how foone the Day o*rc-cafl. 
This fudden flab of Rancour I mifdoubt : 
Pray God (I fay) I proue a ncedlefFe Coward. 
What, fliall we toward the Tower? the day is fpent. 

Haft. Come, come, haue with you : 
Wot you what, my Lord, 
To day the Lords you taike of, are beheaded. 

&tf.Thcy, for their truth, might better wear their Heads, 
Then fome that haue accusM them, weare their Hats. 
But come, my Lord, let's away. 

Enter a Purjuiuant. 

Haft, Goe on before. He talke with this good fellow. 
Exit Lord Stanley y and Catesby. 
How now,Sirrha ? how goes the World with thee? 

Purf. The better, that your Lordfhip plcafc to aske. 

Haft. I tell thee man, *tis better with me now. 
Then when thou met'fl me lafl, where now we meet : 
Then was I going Prifoncr to the Tower, 
By the fuggeflion of the Queenes Allyes. 
But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 
This day thofe Enemies are put to death. 



And I in better fbtc then ere I was. 

PurJ. God hold it, to your Honors good content. 
Haft. Gramercie fellow : there, drinkc that for mc 

Tbrovfes bim bit Purje, 
Pttrf. I thanke your Honor, Exit Purju 

Enter a Prieft. 

frieft. Well met, my Lord, I am glad to fee your Ho- 
nor. 

HaJf. I thanke thee, good Sir lobn^ with all my heart. 
I am in your debt, for your lafl Exercife : 
Come the next Sabboth, and I will content you. 

Prieft, He wait vpon your Lordfhip. 

Enter ^uci(ingbam, 

^uc. What, talking with a Priefl, Lord Chambcrlaine ? 
Your fi'iendt at Pomfret, they doe need the Pricfl, 
Your Honor hath no fhriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 
The men you talke of, came into my minde* 
What, goe you toward the Tower? 

Bttc. I doe, my Lord, but long I cannot fby there : 
I fhall returne before your Lordfhip, thence. 

Haft. Nay like enough, for I flay Dinner there. 

Buc. And Supper too, although thou know*fl it not 
Come, will you goe ? 

Haft. He wait vpon your Lordfhip. Exeat. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Sir Ricbard Ratcliffe, wtb Halberds^ carrying 
tbe Nobles to death at fomfret. 

Bitter s. Sir Ricbard RatcUffe^ let me tell thee this, 
To day fhalt thou behold a Subied die, 
For Truth, for Dutie, and for Loyaltie. 

grey. God blefTe the Prince from all the Pack of yoo, 
A Knot you are, of damned Blood-fuckers. 

Vaugh. You liue, that fhall cry woe for this beoe- 
after. 

Rat. Difpatch, the limit of your Lines b out 

Riuers. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody PnToo! 
Fatall and ominous to Noble Peeres : 
Within the guiltie Clofure of thy Walls, 
^chard the Second here was hackt to death : 
And for more flander to thy difmall Seat, 
Wee giue to thee our guiltleffe blood to drinke. 

Gr^.Now Margarets Curfe is falne vpon our Heads, 
When fhee exclaimed on HaSings^ you, and I, 
For flanding by, when Richard flab'd her Sonne. 

Riuers. Then (urs*d fhee Richard^ 
Then curs*d fhee ^uc^ingbam^ 
Then curs'd fhee Hastings. Oh remember God, 
To heare her prayer for them, as now for vs : 
And for my Sifler,and her Princely Sonnes, 
Be fatisfy*d, deare God, with our true blood. 
Which, as thou know*fl, vniudly mufl be fpilt 

Rat. Make hafle, the houre of death is expiate. 

Riuers. Come Grey^ come Vaughan^ let vs here erobratf' 
Farewell, vntill we meet againe m Heauen* 

Exeunt. 

Sttu 
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Scana Quarta. 



rr ^uc1(ingbamy Darby ^HaB'wgt/BiJhop of Ely ^ 
NerfoU^tf Ratcliffe, Louellyvitb others^ 
at a Table, 

Now Noble Peeres,the caufc why we are met, 
bermine of the Coronation : 
I Name fpeake, when is the Royall day ? 

Is all things ready for the Royall time ? 
. It island wants but nomination. 
To morrow then I iudge a happie day. 
Who knowes the Lord Protestors mind herein? 
moft inward with the Noble Duke ? 
Your Grace, we think e, fhould fooneft know hb 

'. We know each others Faces : for our Hearts, 
wes no more of mine, then I of yours, 
his, my Lord, then you of mine : 
^fi'tngsy you and he are neere in loue. 

I thanke his Grace, I know he louet me well : 
his purpofe in the Coronation, 
lot founded him, nor he deliuer*d 
cious pleafure any way therein: 
,my Honorable Lords, may name the time, 
the Dukes behalfe He giue my Voice, 
I prefume hee*le take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloueefter, 

In happie time, here comes the Duke himfelfe. 
My Noble Lords, and Coulins all, good morrow: 
}eene long a fleeper: but I truft, 
ence doth negledt no great defigne, 
by my prefence might haue beene concluded. 
Had you not come vpon your Q^my Lord, 
,Lord HaftingSthzd pronounced your part ; 
; your Voice, for Crowning of the King. 
Then my Lord Haftings, no man might be bolder, 
'd/hip knowes me well, and loues me well, 
d of Ely, when I was laft in Holborne, 
ood Strawberries in vour Garden there, 
tfeech you, fend for fomc of them. 
Mary and will, my Lord, with all my heart. 

Exit Bijbof. 
, Coufin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
hath founded HaSings in our bufinelTe, 
des the teftie Gentleman fo hot, 
: will lofe his Head, ere giue confent 
fters Child, as worfhipfuily he tearmes it, 
fe the Royal tie of Englands Throne. 
. Withdraw your felfe a while, He goe with you. 

Exeunt, 
.We haue not yet fet downe this day of Triumph: 
row, in my iudgement, is too fudden, 
ly felfe am not fo well prouided, 
I would be, were the day prolonged. 

Enter the Bijbop of Sly. 

Where is my Lord, the Duke of Glofter ? 
fent for thefe Strawberries, 
[is Grace looks chearfiilly 6c fmooth this morning. 



There's fome conceit or other likes him well. 
When that he bids good morrow with fuch fpirit. 
I thinke there's neuer a man in Chriftendome 
Can lefTer hide his loue, or hate, then hee, 
For by his Face ftraight fhall you know his Heart. 

Dtfr^.What of his Heart perceiue you in his Face, 
By any liuelyhood he ihew*d to day ? 

Haft. Mary, that with no man here he is offended: 
For were he, he had fhewne it in his Lookes. 

Enter Riebard^and Bucl^ngbam. 

Rich. I pray you all, tell me what they deferue, 
That doe confpire my death with diuellifli Plots 
Of damned Witchcraft, and that haue preuailM 
Vpon my Body with their Hellifh Charmes. 

Hajl, The tender loue I beare your Grace, my Lord, 
Makes me moil forward, in this Princely prefence. 
To doome th*OfFendors, whof6e*re they be : 
I fay, my Lord, they haue deferued death. 

Rich. Then be your eyes the witnefTe of their euill. 
Looke how I am bewitch*d : behold, mine Arme 
Is like a Mailed Sapling, withered vp : 
And this is Edvardt Wife, that monilrous Witch, 
Conforted with that Harlot, Strumpet Sbore^ 
That by their Witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

Hafi. If they haue done this deed, my Noble Lord. 

Rich. If? thou Prote^or of this damned Strumpet, 
Talk^il thou to me of lis : thou art a Traytor, 
Off with his Head \ now by Saint 'Paul I fweare, 
I will not dine,vntill I fee the fame. 
Louell and ^tcliffe, looke that it be done : Exeunt. 

The reil that loue me, rife, and follow me. 

eManet Louell and Ratcliffe^ vitb the 
Lord Haftings. 

Haft. Woe, woe for England, not a whit for me, 
For I, too fond, might haue preuented this : 
Stanley did dreame, the Bore did rowfe our Helmes, 
And I did fcorne it, and difdaine to flye : 
Three times to day my Foot-Cioth-Horfe did ilumble. 
And ilarted, when he looked vpon the Tower, 
As loth to beare me to the ilaughter-houfe. 

now I need the Prieil, that fpake to me : 

1 now repent I told the Purfuiuant, 
As too triumphing, how mine Enemies 

To day at Porafret bloodily were butchered. 
And I my felfe fecure, in grace and fauour. 
Oh Margaret^Margaretynovf thy heauie Curfe 
Is lighted on poore HaBings wretched Head. 

J^tf.Come, come, difpatch, the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a ihort Shrift, he longs to fee your Head. 
Haft. O momenrarie grace of mortall men. 
Which we more hunt for, then the grace of God! 
Who builds his hope in ayre of your good Lookes, 
Liues like a drunken Sayleron a Mail, 
Readie writh euery Nod to tumble downe, , 

Into the fatall Bowels of the Deepe. 

Lou. Come, come, difpatch,*tis bootleiTe to exdaime. 

HaB. O bloody Richard: miferable England, 
I prophecie the fearefuiril time to thee. 
That cuer wretched Age hath looked vpon. 
Come,lead me to the Block, beare him my Head, 
They fmile at me, who fhortly fhall be dead. 
Exeunt. 
f Enter 
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Enter Ricbardyand ^ucl(ittgbam,in rotten Armour^ 
maruellottt ill-Jauoured, 

Richard, Come Coufin, 
Canft thou quake, and change thy colour, 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word. 
And then againe begin, and ftop againe. 
As if thou were di(lraught,and mad with terror/' 

Bucl^, Tur, I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 
Spcake,and looke backe,and prie on cuery fide, 
Tremble and ftart at wagging of a Straw : 
Intending deepe fufpition, gaftly Lookes 
Are at my feruice, like enforced Smiles ; 
And both are readie in their Offices, 
At any time to grace my Stratagemes. 
But what, is Catesby gone ? 

^cb. He is, and fee he brings the Maior along. 

Enter the Maior ^and Catesby. 
^uc\. Lord Maior. 

Rich. Looke to the Draw-Bridge there, 
^uc(. Hearke,a Drumme. 
Rich. Catesby to'xtAook^ thtyfzWi^ 
^ucl^. Lord Maior, the reafon we haue fent. 
Rich. Looke back, defend thee, here are Enemies. 
^uc(. God and our Innocencie defend, and guard vs. 

Enter Louell and Ratcliffcy with Haftings Head. 

Rich. Be patient, they are friends: /2ii/c//j^, and Louell. 

Louell. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traytor, 
The dangerous and vnfufpedted Haftings. 

Rich. So deare I lou*d the man, that I mufl weepe : 
I tooke him for the plaineft harmeleiTe Creature, 
That breathed vpon the Earth, a Chriftian. * 
Made him my Booke, wherein my Soule recorded 
The Hiilorie of all her fccrct thoughts. 
So fmooth he dawb*d his Vice with fhew of Vertue, 
That his apparant open Guilt omitted, 
I meane,his Conueriation with Shores Wife, 
He liu'd from all attainder of fufpe^. 

'BucJ^. Well, well, he was the coucrtft fheltred Traytor 
That euer liu*d. 

Would you imagine, or almoft beleeue, 
Wert not, that by great preferuation 
We liue to tell it, that the fubtill Traytor 
This day had plotted, in the Councell-Houfe, 
To murther me, and my good Lord of Glofler. 

Maior. Had he done fo? 

Rich. What? thinke yon we are Turkes,or Infidels? 
Or that we would, againft the forme of Law, 
Proceed thus raihly in the Villaincs death. 
But that the extreme perill of the cafe. 
The Peace of England, and our Perfons fafetie. 
Enforced vs to this Execution. 

Maior. Now feire befall you, he deferu*d his death, 
And your good Graces both haue well proceeded, 
To warne falfe Traytors firom the like Attempts. 

^ucl(. I neuer lookM for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with MiflrefTe Shore : 
Yet had we not determined he fhould dye, 
Vntill your Lordfhip came to fee his end. 
Which now the louing hafte of thefeour friends. 
Something againft our meanings, haue preuented ; 
Becaufe,my Lord, I would haue had you heard 
The Traytor fpeake, and timoroufly confefTe 
The manner and the purpofe of his Treafons : 



That you might well haue fignify*d the fame 
Vnto the Citizens, who haply may 
Mifconfter vs in him, and wayle his death. 

Ma.ButjTny good Lord, your Graces words fhal ferue, 
As well as I had feene,and heard him fppake : 
And doe not doubt, right Noble Princes both. 
But He acquaint our dutiout Citisens 
With all your iuft proceedings in this cafe. 

Rich. And to that end we wifhM your Lordfhip here, 
T*auoid the Cenfures of the carping World. 

^ucl(. Which fince you come too late of our intent. 
Yet witnefTe what you heare we did intend t 
And fo,my good Lord Maior, we bid farwell. 

Exit Makr. 

Rich. Goe after, after, Coufin ^ucl(ingham. 
The Maior towards Guild-Hall hyes him in all pofle : 
There, at your meeteft vantage of the time, 
Inferre the Bafbrdie of Edwards Children : 
Tell thtm, how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
Onely for faying, he would make his Sonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning indeed hit Hoofe, 
Which, by the Signe thereof, was tearmed fo* 
Moreouer, vrge his hatefuU Luxurie, 
And beaftiall appetite in change of Luft, 
Which ftretcht vnto their Seruants, Daughters, Wlues, 
Euen where his raging eye, or fauage heart. 
Without controll,lufted to make a prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus farre come necre my Perfon : 
Tell them, when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that infatiate Edward; Noble Torfy, 
My Princely Father,tben had Warrcs in France, 
And by true computation of the time. 
Found, that the IfFue was not his begot : 
Which well appeared in his Lineaments, 
Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father : 
Yet touch this fparingly, as 'twere farre off, 
Becaufe,my Lord, you know my Mother liues. 

^ucl(. Doubt not, my Lord, lie play the Orator, 
As if the Golden Fee, for which I plead, 
Were for my felfe : and fo, my Lord,adue. 

^ich.lf you thriue wel, bring them to Baynards CafUt, 
Where you fhall finde me well accompanied 
With reuerend Fathers, and well-learned Bifhops. 

Buci(. I goe, and towards three or foure a Clocke 
Looke for the Newes that the Guild-Hall affoordi. 
Exit Buckingham. 

Rich. Goe Louell with all fpeed to Dodor Shawy 
Goe thou to Fryer Peul^er, bid them both 
Meet me within this houre at Baynards Caftle. Exit. 
Now will I goe to take fome priuie order. 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 
And to giue order, that no manner perfon 
Haue any time recourse vnto the Princes. SxeuMt. 

Enter a Scriuetur, 
Scr. Here is the Indiflment of the good Lord HaftiniSi 
Which in a fet Hand fairely is engro&'d, 
That it may be to day read o*re in fauUs. 
And marke how Mrell the fequell hangs together t 
Eleuen houres I haue fpent to write it ouer, 
For yeftcr-night by Catesby was it fent me, 
The Precedent was full as long a doing. 
And yet within thefe fiue houres Haftings liuM, 
Vntainted, vnexaminM, free, at libertie. 
Here*s a good World the while* 

Who is fo grofTe, that cannot fee this palpable deuice? 

Yet 

^ 



The Life and Death of%ichardthe Third. 



191 



(b bold, but fayes he fees it not ? 
World, and all will come to nought, 
:h ill dealing muft be feene in thought. ExU. 

Richard and ^uch^ngbam at Jeuerall Doores. 

flow now, how now, what fay the Citizens f 

Mow by the holy Mother of our Lord, 

ens are mum, fay not a word, 

i'oucht you the Baftardie of Edwards Children ? 

'. did, with his Contrail with Lady Lucyf 

^ontradt by Deputie in France, 

ite greedinefTe of his defire, 

nforcement of the Citie Wiucs, 

inie for Trifles, his owne Baftardie, 

got, your Father then in France, 

efemblance, being not like the Duke. 

'. did inferre your Lineaments, 

right Idea of your Father, 
our forme, and Noblenefle of Minde : 
1 all your Victories in Scotland, 
:ipline in Warre, Wifdome in Peace, 
ntie, Vertue, faire Humilitie : 
ft nothing fitting for your purpofe, 
,or fleightly handled in difcourfe. 
n my Oratorie drew toward end, 
n that did loue their Countries good, 
faue Ricbard, Englands Royall King. 
And did they Co ? 

Mo, Co God heipe me, they fpake not a word, 
dumbe Statues, or breathing Stones, 
h on other, and lookM deadly pale : 
hen I faw, I reprehended them, 
1 the Maior, what meant this wilfuU fileoce ? 
:r was, the people were not vfed 
)ke to, but by the Recorder. 
was vrg'd to tell my Tale againe i 
h the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferred, 
ing fpoke, in warrant from himfelfi!. 

had done, fome followers of mine owne, 
end of the Hall, hurld vp their Caps, 
5 tenne voyces cry*d, God faue King Richard: 

I tooke the vantage of thofe few. 

gentle Citizens, and friends, quoth I, 

:rall applaufe, and chearefull fhowt, 

mr wifdome, and your loue to Richard : 

. here brake off, and came away. 

What tongue-leiTe Blockes were they, 

ley not fpeake ? 

the Maior then, and his Brethren, come ? 

The Maior is here at hand : intend fome feare, 

>u fpoke with, but by mightie fuit : 

:e you get a Prayer- Booke in your hand, 

i betweene two Church-men, good my Lord, 

lat ground He make a holy Defcant : 

ot eafily wonne to our requefts. 

Maids part, ftill anfwer nay, and take it. 

I goe : and if you plead as well for them, 

fay nay to thee for my felfe, 

we bring it to a happie iffuc. 
"^f S^ vp ^ ^c Leads, the Lord Maior knocks. 

Enter the ^Maiory and Gtisaens. 

;, my Lord, I dance attendance here, 
:he Dake will not be fpoke withall. 



Enter Catesby, 

^uc\. Now Cateshy, what fayes your Lord to my 
requeft } 

Cateshy. He doth entreat your Grace, my Noble Lord, 
To vifit him to morrow, or next day : 
He is within, with two right reuerend Fathers, 
Diuinely bent to Meditation, 
And in no Worldly fuites would he be mou*d. 
To draw him from his holy Exercife. 

9tfCJ^. Returne,good Cateshy ^ to the gracious Duke, 
Tell him, my felfe, the Maior and Aldermen, 
In deepe deGgnes, in matter of great moment, 
No lefie importing then our generall good. 
Are come to haue fome conference wirh his Grace. 

Cateshy. He fignifie fo much vnto him flraight. Exit. 

^uc(. Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince is not an Edvard^ 
He is not lulling on a lewd Loue-Bed, 
But on his Knees, at Meditation : 
Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 
But meditating with two deepe Diuines : 
Not fleeping, to engrofTe his idle Body, 
But praying, to enrich his watchfuU Soule. 
Happie were England, would this vertuous Prince 
Take on his Grace the Soueraigntie thereof. 
But fure I feare we fhall not winne him to it. 

Maior, Marry God defend his Grace fhould fay ts 
nay. 

Buci^. I feare he will : here Cateshy comes agame. 

Enter Cateshy, 
Now Cateshy^ what fayes his Grace ? 

Cateshy, He wonders to what end you haue afTembled 
Such troopes of Citizens, to come to him. 
His Grace not being warn'd thereof before : 
He feares, my Lord, you meane no good to him. 
Bucl(. Sorry I am, my Noble Coufin fhould 
Sufpedi me, that I meane no good to him : 
By Heauen, we come to him in perfit loue. 
And fo once more returne,and tell his Grace. Exit, 

When holy and deuout Religious men 
Are at their Beades,*tis much to draw them thence. 
So fweet is zealous Contemplation. 

Enter Richard alofty betweene two ^ijbops, 
Maior, See where his Grace flands, tweene two Clergie 
men. 

^ucl(. Two Props of Vertue, for a ChriiVian Prince, 
To flay him from the fall of Vanitie : 
And fee a Booke of Prayer in his hand, 
True Ornaments to know a holy man. 
Famous Plantagenet, moft gracious Prince, 
Lend fauourable eare to our requefb, 
And pardon vs the interruption 
Of thy Deuotion, and right Chriflian Zeale. 

I^icb. My Lord, there needes no fuch Apologie : 
I doe befeech your Grace to pardon me. 
Who earned in the feruice of my God, 
Deferred the vifitation of my friends. 
But leauing this, what is your Graces pleafure ? 

Buc{, Euen that (1 hopej which pleafeth God aboue, 
And all good men, of this vngouern*d He. 

Rich. I do€ fufpedt I haue done fome offence, 
That feemes difgracious in the Cities eye. 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

f 2 Buci(. You 
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^ucl{. You haue, my Lord : 
Would it might pleafe your Grace, 
On our entreaties, to amend your fault. 

Rub. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Chriftian Land. 

^ucl^. Know then, it is your fault, that you refigne 
The Supreme Seat, the Throne Malefticall, 
The Sceptred Office of your Anceftors, 
Your Sute of Fortune, and your Deaw of Birth, 
The Lineall Glory of your Royall Houfe, 
To the corruption of a blemifht Stock ; 
Whiles in the mildnefTe of your fleepie thoughts, 
Which here we waken to our Countries good. 
The Noble He doth want his proper Limmes : 
His Face de^c*d with skarres of Infamie, 
His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Plants, 
And almoft (houldred in the fwallowing Gulfe 
Of darke ForgetfulnefTe, and deepe Obliuion. 
Which to recure, we heartily folicite 
Your gracious felfe to take on you the charge 
And Kingly Gouernment oi this your Land : 
Not as Protestor, Steward, Subftitute, 
Or lowly Fador, for anothers gaine ; 
But as fucceffiuely, from Blood to Blood, 
Your Right of Birth, your £mpyrie,your owne. 
For this, conforted with the Citizens, 
Your very Worfhipfiill and louing friends. 
And by their vehement inftigation. 
In this iuft Caufe come I to moue your Grace, 

^cb. I cannot tell, if to depart in filence. 
Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 
Beft fitteth my Degree, or your Condition. 
If not to anfwer, you might haply thinke, 
Tongue-ty*d Ambition, not replying, yeelded 
To beare the Golden Yoake of Soueraigntie, 
Which fondly you would here impofe on me. 
If to reproue you for this fuit of yours, 
So feafonM with your faithfull loue to me. 
Then on the other fide I checked my friends. 
Therefore to fpeake^ and to auoid the firft. 
And then in fpeaking,not to incurre the lafV, 
Definitiuely thus I anfwer you. 
Your loue deferues my thankes, but my defert 
Vnmeritable, fhunnes your high requeft. 
Firft, if all Obfbclet were cut away, 
And that my Path were cuen to the Crowne, 
As the ripe Reuenue, and due of Birth : 
Yet fo much is my pouertie of fpirit. 
So mightie, and fo manie my defedh. 
That I would rather hide me from my GreatnefTe, 
Being a Barke to brooke no mightie Sea ; 
Then in my GreatnefTe couet to be hid. 
And in the vapour of my Glory fmother*d. 
But God be thank*d, there is no need of me. 
And much I need to helpe you, were there need : 
The Royall Tree hath left vs Royall Fruit, 
Which mellowed by the ftealing howres of time. 
Will well become the Seat of Maieftie, 
And make (no doubt) vs happy by his Reigne. 
On him I lay that, you would lay on me. 
The Right and Fortune of his happie Starres, 
Which God defend that I fhould wring from him. 

Bucl{. My Lord, this argues Confcience in your Grace, 
But the refpeds thereof are nice, and triuiall, 
All circumftances well confidered. 
You fay, that Edvard is your Brothen Sonne, 
So fay we too, but not by Edwards Wife : 



For firft was he con trad to Lady LuciCf 

Your Mother liues a Wltneffe to his Vow 5 

And afterward by fubfHtute betrothed 

To ^ntf. Sifter to the King of France. 

Thefe both put off, a poore Petidoner, 

A Care-cras*d Mother to a many Sonnes, 

A Beautie-waining, and diftrcfTed Widow, 

Euen in the after-noone of her beft dayes. 

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye, 

Seduc'd the pitch, and height of his degree. 

To bafe declenfion,and loath'd Bigamie. 

By her, in his vnlawfuU Bed, he got 

This Edmardy whom our Manners call the Prince. 

More bitterly could I expoftulate, 

Saue that for reuerence to fome aliue, 

I giue a fparing limit to my Tongue. 

Then good, my Lord, take to your Royall felfe 

This proffered benefit of Dignitie : 

If not to bleife vs and the Land withall. 

Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceihie 

From the corruption of abufing times, 

Vnto a Lineall true deriued courfe. 

Maior. Do good my Lord, your Citizens entreat yw. 

^ucl^. Refufe not, mightie Lord, this proft'er'd loue. 

Catesb, O make them ioyfull, grant their lawfiill fait* 

Ricb. Alas, why would you heape this Care on me ? 
I am vnfit for State, and Maieftie : 
I doe befeech you take it not amiffe, 
I cannot, nor I will not yeeld to you. 

Buc\, If you refufe it, as in loue and zeale, 
Loth to depofe the Child, your Brothers Sonne, 
As well we know your tendernefTe of heart. 
And gentle, kinde, effeminate remorfe. 
Which we haue noted in you to your Kindred, 
And egally indeede to all Efbtes : * 

Yet know, where you accept our fuit, or no. 
Your Brothers Sonne fhall neuer reigne our King, 
But we will plant fome other in the Throne, 
To the difgrace and downe-fall of your Houfe : 
And in this refolution here we leaue you. 
Come Citizens, we will entreat no more, Sxamt. 

Qatesb.CzW him againe,fweet Prince, accept their fait; 
If you denie them, all the Land will rue it. 

Ricb. Will you enforce me to a world of Cares. 
Call them againe, I am not made of Stones, 
But penetrable to your kinde entreaties. 
Albeit againft my Confcience and my Soule. 

Enter ^ucl^ingbam^and tbe reft. 
Coufin of Buckingham, and fage graue men, | 

Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 
To beare her burthen, where I will or no. 
I muft haue patience to endure the Load : 
But if black Scandall, or foule-fac^d Reproach, 
Attend the fequell of your Impofition, 
Your meere enforcement fhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaynes thereof; 
For God doth know, and you may partly fee. 
How farre I am from the defire of this. 

Maior, God blefTe your Grace, wee fee it, and will 
fay it, 

Ricb. In faying fo,you fhall but fay the truth. 

^w/^. Then I falute you with this Royall Title, 
Long liue King Ricbard, Englands worthie King. 

All. Amen. 

Bucl(.To morrow may it pleafe you to be Crowned. 

Ricb. Euen when you pleafe, for you will haue it fo. 

'Buck: To 
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To morrow then wc will attend your Grace, 
moft ioyfuUy we take our leaue. 
Come, let vs to our holy Worke againe. 
my Coufins, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt, 



ilusQuartus. ScenaVrima. 



r the Queenty Anne Duchtjft of Gloucefier^ the 
Thubefft of Tor 1^^ and Marquejft Dorjtt. 

Yor1(e. Who meetes vs heere ? 

ce ^lantagtmty 

ke hand of her kind Aunt of Glofter ? 

my Llfe,fhee*8 wandring to the Tower, 

hearts loue, to greet the tender Prince. 

r, well met. 

God giue your Graces both, a happie 
yfiill time of day. 
As much to you, good Sifter: whither away? 

No farther then the Tower, and as I guefle, 
e like deuotion asyourfelues, 
late the gentle Princes there. 
Lind Sifter thankes, wee*le enter all together i 

Enter the Lieutenant. 

;ood time, here the Lieutenant comes. 
Jeutenant, pray you, by your leaue, 
h the Prince,and my young Sonne of Tori^ef 
Ri^t well,deare Madame : by your patience, 
»t fufFer you to vifit them, 
g hath ftridly charged the contrary. 
The King ? who's that ? 
I meane,the Lord Proteflor. 
The Lord protect him firom that Kingly Title, 
fet bounds betweene their loue, and me ? 
ir Mother, who ftiall barre me firom them ? 
,Tor^e. I am their Fathers Mother, 1 will fee 

rheir Aunt I am in law, in loue their Mother: 
ng me to their fights, lie beare thy blame, 
t thy Office fi-om thee, on my perill. 

No, Madame, no; I may not leaue it fo : 
and by Oath, and therefore pardon me. 

Exit Lieutenant, 

Enter Stanley. 

. Let me but meet you Ladies one howre hence, 
falute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, 
:rend looker on of two faire Queenes. 
[adame,you muft flraight to Wefhninfter, 

be crowned Retards Royall Queene. 
Ah, cut my Lace afunder, 

pent heart may haue fome fcope to beat, 

fwoone with this dead-killing newes. 
. DefpightfuU tidings, O vnpleafing newes. 

Be of good cheare : Mother, how fkres your 

) Dorfetj fpeake not to me, get thee gone, 
id Deftru^on dogges thee at thy heeles, 
thers Name is ominous to Children. 



If thou wilt out-ftrip Death, goe crofTe the Seas, 
And liue with I(ichmottJ,{Tom the reach of Hell. 
Goe hye thee,hye thee from this (laughter-houfe, 
Left thou encreafe the number of the dead, 
And make me dye the thrall of Margarets Curfe, 
Nor Mother, Wife, nor Englands counted Queene, 

Stanley. Y}x\\ of wife care, it this your counfaile, Madame: 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the howres : 
You /hall haue Letters from me to my Sonne, 
In your behalfc, to meet you on the way : 
Be not ta*ne tardie by vnwife delay. 

Duch.. Tori(e. O ill difperfing Wind& of Miferie, 
O my accurfed Wombe,the Bed of Death : 
A Cockatrice haft thou hatcht to the World, 
Whofe vnauoided Eye is murtherous. 

Stanley. Come, Madame, come, I in all hafte was fent. 

Anne. And I with all vnwillingnefTe will goe, 

would to God, that the indufiue Verge 

Of Golden Mettall,that muft round my Brow, 
Were red hot Steele, to feare me to the Braines, 
Anoynted let me be with deadly Venome, 
And dye ere men can fay, God (aue the Queene. 

Slu. Goe,goe,poore foule,I cnuie not thy glory, 
To feed my humor, wifh thy fclfe no harme. 

Anne. No: whyf When he that is my Husband now. 
Came to me, as I followed Henries Corfe, 
When fcarce the blood was well wrafht from his hands. 
Which ifTued from my other Angell Husband, 
And that deare Saint, which then I weeping followed : 
0,when I fay I lookM on Richards Face, 
This was my Wifh : Be thou ( quoth I ) accurft. 
For making me,ro young, fo old a Widow : 
And when thou wed^ft, let forrow haunt thy Bed ; 
And be thy Wife, if any be fo mad. 
More miferable, by the Life of thee. 
Then thou haft made me, by my deare Lords death. 
Loe, ere I can repeat this Curfe againe. 
Within fo fmall a time, my Womans heart 
GrofTely grew captiue to his honey words. 
And prou*d the fubiedl of mine owne Soules Curfe, 
Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from reft : 
For neuer yet one howre in his Bed 
Did I enioy the golden deaw of fleepe. 
But with his timorous Dreames was ftill awak*d. 
Befides,he hates me for my Father Warwici^, 
And will (no doubt) fhortly be rid of me. 

Shi. Poore heart adieu, I pittie thy complaining. 

tAnne. No more, then with my foule I mourne for 
yours, 

Dorf. Farewell, thou wofuU welcommer of glory. 

•Anne. Adieu , poore foule , that tak'ft thy leaue 
of it. 

Du.T.Go thou to Richmond f& good fortune guide thee, 
Go thou to Richardyznd good Angels tend thee, 
Go thou to SanAuarie,and good thoughts pofTefTe thee, 

1 to my Graue, where peace and reft lye with mee. 
Eightie odde yeeres of forrow haue I feene. 

And each howres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

^. Stay, yet looke backe with me vnto the Tower. 
Pitty,you ancient Stones, thofe tender Babes, 
Whom Enuie hath immur*d within your Walls, 
Rough Cradle for fuch little prettie ones. 
Rude ragged Nurfe,old fullen Play-fellow, 
For tender Princes : vfe my Babies well ; 
So fboliih Sorrowes bids your Stones farewell. 

Exeunt, 
f 3 Sound 

_ _ — 



194 



The Life andDeath of "B^c hard the Third. 



Scena Secunda. 



Sound a Sennet. Enter Richard in pompe, Buc- 
^ingbam^ Catesbyy Ratcliffty Louel. 

Rich. Stand all apart. Couiin of Buckingham. 

Buci{. My gracious Soueraigne. 

Rich. Giue me thy hand. Sound. 

Thus high, by thy §duice,and thy affiftance, 
Is King Richard feated : 
But Hiall we weare thefe Glories for a day ? 
Or fliall they la(l,and we reioyce in them ? 

^ucl^. Still Hue they, and for euer let them laft. 

Rich. Ah Buci^inghamynovf doe I play the Touch, 
To trie if thou be currant Gold indeed : 
Young £JTrar^liue8, thin Ice now what I would fpeake. 

'Buc^j, Say on my louing Lord. 

Rich, Why ^ucl(wgham^ I fay I would be King. 

^ucl{. Why fo you are, my thrice-renowned Lord. 

Rich. Ha ? am I King ? *tis fo : but Edward liues. 

^uc{ True, Noble Prince. 

Rich. O bitter confequence ! 
That Edv^ard ftill fhould liuc true Noble Prince. 
Coufin, thou wail not wont to be fo dull. 
Shall I be plaine ? I wifli the Baftards dead, 
And I would haue it fuddenly performed. 
Whatfay'ft thou now? fpeake fuddenly, be bricfe. 

*Buci{. Your Grace may doe your pleafure. 
Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindneiTe freezes : 
Say, haue I thy confent,that they ihall dye ? 

Buc.GxMc me fome litle breath, fome pawfe,deare Lord, 
Before I pofiduely fpeake in this : 
I will refolue you herein prefently. Exit Buc^, 

Catesby. The King is angry, fee he gnawes his Lippe. 
Rich. I will conuerfe with Iron-witted Fooles, 
And vnrcfpcdiue Boyes : none are for me, 
That looke into me with confiderate eyes, 
High-reaching ^ucl^ngham growes circumfped. 
Boy. 

Page. My Lord. 

Rich. Know^il thou not any, whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt vnto a clofe exploit of Death ? 

Page. I know a difcontented Gentleman, 
Whole humble meanes match not his haughtie fpirit : 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 
And will ( no doubt) tempt him to any thing. 
J(if/fc. What is his Name ? 
Page. His Name, my Lord, is Tirreil. 
^ch. I partly know the man : goe call him hitlier. 
Boy. Exit. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie ^ucJ^inghamf 
No more ihall be the neighbor to my counlailet. 
Hath he fo long held out with me, vntyr'd, 
And ftops he now for breath ? Well, be it fo. 

Enter Stanley. 

How now, Lord Stanley, what*s the newes ? 

Stanley. Know my louing Lord, the Marqueflfe Dorfet 
As I heare, is fled to Richmond, 
In the parts where he abides. 

Rich. Come hither Cateshy, rumor it abroad, 
That j^ne my Wife is very grieuous ficke, 



I will take order for her keeping clofe. 

Inquire me out fome meane poore Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence Daughter : 

The Boy is fooliih,and I fearenot him. 

Looke how thou dream*ft : I fay againe, giue out, 

That Annejiny Queene,is ficke, and like to dye. 

About it, for it fbnds me much vpon 

To flop all hopes, whole growth may dam mage me. 

I mufl be marryed to my Brothers Daughter, 

Or elfe my Kingdome flands on brittle GlafTe : 

Murther her Brothers, and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way of gaine. But I am in 

So farre in blood, that finne will pluck on ftnne, 

Teare-falling Pittie dwells not in this Eye. 

Enter Tyrrel. 

Is thy Name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. lames 7yrrel,ind your mofl obedient fubied. 

Rich. Art thou indeed ? 

Tyr. Proue me, my gracious Lord. 

Rich. Dar'fl thou refolue to kill a friend of mine ? 

Tvr. Pleafe you ; 
But I had rather kill two enemies. 

Rich. Why then thou hafl it : two deepe enemies, 
Foes to my Refl, and my fweet fleepes diflurberSy 
Are they that I would haue thee deale vpon : 
Tyrrel^ I meane thofe Baflards in the Tower. 
• Tyr. Let me haue open meanes to come to them. 
And foone He rid you from the feare of them. 

Rich. Thou fing^fl fweet Mufique : 
Hearke,come hither Tyrrel, 

Goe by this token : rife,and lend thine Bare, WHJuri. 
There is no more but fo : fay it is done, 
And I will loue thee, and preferre thee for it. 

Tyr. I will difpatch it ftraight. Exit. 

Enter ^uci(ingham. 

^uc^. My Lord, I haue confider*d in my minde, 
The late requeft that you did found me in. 

Rich. Well, let that reft: Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

^ucl(. 1 heare the newes, my Lord. 

Rich. Stanley, hqe is your Wiues Sonne : well, looke 
vnto it. 

Buc{. My Lord, I clayme the gift, my due by promile, 
For which your Honor and your Faith is pawned, 
Th*£arledome of Hertford, and the moueables. 
Which you haue promifed I fhall pofTefTe. 

^VZ>. Stanley looke to your Wife : if fhc conuey 
Letters to Richmond,yo\x fhall anfwer it. 

^uci^.What fayes your HighnefTe to my iuft requeft^ 

Rich. I doe remember inc,Henry the Sixt 
Did prophecie,that Richmond fhould be King, 
When Richmond was a little peeuifh Boy. 
A King perhaps. 

^uc\. May it pleafe you to refolue me in my fuit. 

Rich. Thou troublefl me, I am not in the vaine. Exit. 

BucJ(. And is it thus? repayes he my deepe feruice 
With fuch contempt ? made I him King for this ? 
O let me thinke on Hafiings,znd be gone 
To Brecnock, while my fearefuU Head is on. Exit. 

Enter Tyrrel. 
Tyr, The tyrannous and bloodie A€t is done. 
The moft arch deed of pittious mafTacre 






That] 



T^he Life and Death of^c hard the Third. 1 9 5 



uer yet this Land was guilty of: 
n and Forreft^ who I did fu borne 
this p eece of ruthfuU Butchery, 

they were flefht Villaines, bloody Dogges, 
I with tendernefle, and milde compaiHon, 
like to Children, in their deaths fad Story. 
I ^quoth Digbtott) lay the gentle Babes : 
thus (quoth Forreft) girdling one another 
I their AlablaAer innocent Armes : 
lips were foure red Rofes on a ftalke, 
I their Summer Beauty kift each other, 
kc of Prayers on their pillow lay, 
1 one (quoth ForreB) almoft changed my minde : 

the Diuell, there the Villaine ftopt : 
digbtott thus told on, we fmothered 
loft repleniHied fweet worke of Nature, 
rom the prime Creation ere ihe framed. 

both are gone with Confcience and Remorfe, 
ould not (peake, and fo I left them both, 
ire this tydings to the bloody King. 

Enter Rlcbard, 

cere he comes. All health my Soueraigne Lord. 

KJnde Tirrelly am I happy in thy Newes. 

If to haue done the thing you gaue In charge, 
your happinefle, be happy then, 
is done. 

b. But did'ft thou fee them dead. 
. I did my Lord. 
». And buried gentle^ 77rrr//. 

The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them, 
lere (to fay the truth) I do not know. 
». Come to me Tirrel foone, and after Supper, 
thou Ihalt tell the procefle of their death. 

time, but thinke how I may do the good, 
s inheritor of thy defire. 
;U till then. 

I humbly take my leaue. 
>. The Sonne of Clarence haue I pent vp clofe, 
jghter meanly haue I matcht in marriage, 
>nnes of Edward Heepe in jibrabams bofome, 
btne my wife hath bid this world good night, 
or I know the Britaine Ricbmond aymes 
ig Elhtabetb my brothers daughter, 
f that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 
' go I,a iolly thriuing wooer. 

Enter Ratcliffe. 

. My Lord. 

'. Good or bad newes, that thou com*ft in (o 

Sad news my Lord, c^owton is fled to Richmond, 
uckingham backt with the hardy Welfhmen 
le field, and ftill his power encreafeth. 
b. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere, 
Buckingham and his rafh leuied Strength. 
I haue Icarn'd, that fearfull commenting 
en feruitor to dull delay, 
leds impotent and Snaile-pac*d Beggery : 
Serie expedition be my wing, 
Mercury, and Herald for a King : 
ifttT men : My counfaile is my Sheeld, 
ufl be brecfe, when Traitors braue the Field. 
Exeunt, 
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Snter old Queene Margaret. 

Mar, So now profperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 
Heere in thefe Confines (lily haue I lurkt. 
To watch the waining of mine enemies. 
A dire induction, am I witnefie to. 
And will to France, hoping the confequence 
Will proue as bitter, blacke, and Tragicall. 
Withdraw thee wretched Margaret^ who comes heere ? 

Enter ^utcbejje and Queene, 

Qu. Ah my poore Princes! ah my tender Babes : 
My vnblowed Flowres, new appearing fweets : 
If yet your gentle foules fiye in the Ayre, 
And be not fixt in doome perpetuall, 
Houer about me with your ayery wings. 
And heare your mothers Lamentation. 

Mar. Houer about her, lay that right for right 
Hath dim*d your In^nt mome, to Aged night. 

Dut. So many miferies haue crazM my voyce. 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ftill and mute. 
Sdxpard Plantagenetf why art thou dead ? 

Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, % 

Edvfard for Edward, payes a dying debt. 

^. Wilt thou,0 God,flye from fuch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them in the intrailes of the Wolfe f 
When didft thou (leepe, when fuch a deed was done ? 

Mar. When holy Harry dyed, and ray fweet Sonne. 

Dut Dead life, blind fight, poore mortail liuing ghoft, 
Woes Scene, Worlds fhame, Graues due, by life vfurpt, 
Breefe abflrad and record of tedious dayes. 
Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawfuU earth, 
Vnlawfully made drunke with innocent blood. 

Qu. Ah that thou would^ft alToone afFoord a Graue, 
As tliou canft yeeld a melancholly feate : 
Then would I hide my bones, not reft thera heere. 
Ah who hath any caufe to mourne but wee ? 

c^ar. If ancient forrow be raoft reuerent, 
Giue mine the benefit of figneurie. 
And let my greefes frowne on the vpper hand 
If forrow can admit S/Kiety. 
I had an Edward, till a Richard kilKd him : 
I had a Husband, till a Ricbard kill'd him : 
Thou had'ft an Edward, till a J{icbard killM him : 
Thou had'ft a Ricbard, till a Ricbard killM him. 

Dut. I had a T^cbard too, and thou did*ft kill him ; 
I had a Rutland too, thou hop' ft to kill him. 

Mar. Thou had'ft a Clarence too. 
And Ricbard kill'd him. 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept 
A Hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death : 
That Dogge, that had his teeth before his eyes. 
To worry Lambes, and lap their gentle blood : 
That foule defacer of Gods handy worke : 
That reignes in gauled eyes of weeping foules: 
That excellent grand Tyrant of the earth, 
Thy wombe let loofc to chafe vs to our graues. 
O vpright, iuft, and truc'difpofing God, 
How do I thanke thee, that this carnall Curre 

Prayes 
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Prayes on the iffuc of his Mothers body, 
And makes her Pue-fellow with others mone. 

Dut. Oh Harries wife, triumph not in my woes : 
God witneffe with me, I haue wept for thine. 

Alar. Beare with me : I am hungry for reuenge. 
And now 1 cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that killM my Edttard^ 
The other Ednard dead, to quit my Edxpard: 
Yong Vorke, he is but boote, becaufe both they 
Matcht not the high perfection of my lofle. 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftabM my Edward^ 
And the beholders of this franticke play, 
Th 'adulterate Hajiings, RiuerSyVaugbattyGray^ 
Vntimely fmotherM in their dusky Graues. 
Richard yet Hues, Hels blacke Intelligencer, 
Onely referu'd their Faftor, to buy foules, 
And fend them thither : But at hand, at hand 
Infues his pittious and vnpittied end. , 

Earth gapes. Hell bumes. Fiends roare. Saints pray, 
To haue him fodainly conueyM from hence : 
Cancell his bond of fife, deere God I pray, 
That I may Hue and fay, The Dogge is dead. 

S^u. O thou did*ft prophefie, the time would come. 
That I fhould wifh for thee to helpe me curfe 
That bottel'd Spider, that foule bunch-back'd Toad. 

Mar. I caird thee then, vaine flourifli of my fortune: 
I caird thee then, poore Shadow, painted Queen, 
The prefentation of but what I was ; 
The flattering Index of a direfull Pageant; 
One hCiuM a high, to be hurl'd downe below : 
A Mother onely mockt with two faire Babes ; 
A dreame of what thou waft, a garifh Flagge 
To be the ayme of euery dangerous Shot ; 
A figne of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble ; 
A Queene in ieaft, onely to All the Scene. 
Where is thy Husband now? Where be thy Brothers ? 
Where be thy two Sonnes? Wherein doft thou loy ? 
Who rues,and kneeles, and fayes, God faue the Queene? 
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee? 
Where be the thronging Troopes that followed thee? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 
For happy Wife, a moft diftrefled Widdow : 
For ioyRill Mother, one that wailes the name : 
For one being fued too, one that humbly fues : 
For Queene, a very CaytifFe, 9rown*d with care : 
For flie that fcorn'd at me, now fcorn*d of me : 
For fhe being feared of all, now fearing one : 
For (he commanding all, obey*d of none. 
Thus hath the courlc of luftice whirlM about, 
And left thee but a very prey to time, 
Hauing no more but Thought of what thou waft. 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my Sorrow ? 
Now thy proud Necke, beares halfe my burthenM yoke. 
From which, euen heere I flip my wearied head. 
And leaue the burthen of it all, on thee. 
Farwell Yorkes wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 
Thefe Englifh woes, fliail malce me fmile in France. 
S^u. O thou well skiird in Curfes, ftay a-while. 
And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Mar. Forbcare to fleepe the night, and faft the day : 
Compare dead happineflfe, with liuing woe : 
Thinke that thy Babes were fweeter then they were, 
And he that flew them fowler then he is : 
Bettering thy loflfe, makes the bad caufer worfe, 



Reuoluing this, will teach thee how to Curfe. 

^. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

Mar. Thy woes will make them ftiarpe. 
And pierce like mine. Exit Margaret. 

Dut. Why fhould calamity be full of words ? 

Qu. Windy Atturnies to their Clients Woes, 
Ayery fucceedert of inteftine ioyes, 
Poore breathing Orators of miferies, 
Let them haue fcope, though what they will impart, 
Helpe nothing els, yet do they eafe the hart. 

Dut. If fo then, be not Tongue-ty*d : go with me. 
And in the breath of bitter words, let's fmother 
My damned Son, that thy two fweet Sonnes fmother'd. 
The Trumpet founds, be qopious in ezclaimet. 

• Enter King Ricbard^and bit Traine. 

Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedidon ? 

Dut. O ihe, that might haue intercepted thee 
By ftrangling thee in her aceurfed wombe, 
From all the flaughters (Wretch) that thou haft done. 

Qu. Hid*ft thou that Forhead with a Golden Crowne 
Where't ihould be branded, if that right were right ? 
The flaughter of the Prince that ow'd that Crowne, 
And the dyre death of my poore Sonnes, and Brothers. 
Tell me thou Villaine-flaue, where are my Children ? 

Dut. Thou Toad, thou Toade, 
Where is thy Brother Clarence ? 
And little Ned Piantagenet his Sonne ? 

^. Where is the gentle ^uers, Vaugbem^ Gray i 

Dut. Where is kinde Haftings ? 

Ricb. A flourifh Trumpets^ ftrike Alarum Drummes: 
Let not the Heauens heare thefe Tell-tale vromen 
Raile on the Lords Annointed. Strike I fay. 
Flourijb, •Alarums^ 

Either be patient, and intreat me ^yre, 
Or with the clamorous report of Warre, 
Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

Dut. Art thou my Sonne ? 

Ricb. I, I thanke God, my Father, and your felfe. 

Dut. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Ricb. Madam, I haue a touch of your condition, 
Thar cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

Dut. O let me fpeake. 

Rich. Do then, but He not heare. 

Dut: I will be milde, and gentle in my words. 

Ricb. And breefe ^good Mother) for I am in haft 

*Dut, Art thou fo hafty? I haue ftaid for thee 
(God knowes)in torment and in agony, 

Ricb, And came I not at laft to comfort you ? 

*Dut. No by the holy Rood, thou know'ft it well» 
Thou cam*ft on earth, to make the earth my Hell. 
A greeuous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancie. 
Thy School-daies firightfull, defp'rate, wilde, and furiooi, 
Thy prime of Manhood, daring, bold, and venturous: 
Thy Age confirmed, proud, fubtle, flye, and bloody. 
More milde, but yet more harmful! ; Kinde in hatred : 
What comfortable houre canft thou name. 
That euer graced me with thy company ? 

Ricb, Faith none, but Humfrey Honer^ 
That caird your Grace 
To Breakefaft once, forth of my company. 
If I be fo difgracious in your eye, 
Let me march on, and not offend you Madam. 
Strike vp the Drumme, 

Dut. I pry thee heare me fpeake. 

Jtkh. 
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You fpeake too Utterly. 

Heare me a word : 

11 neuer fpeake to thee againe. 

So. 

Either thou wilt dye, by Gods iuft ordinance 

I this warre thou turne a Conqueror : 

h greefe and extreame Age ihall perifli, 

er more behold thy face againe. / 

-e take with thee my mod greeuous Curfe, 

n the day of Battell tyre thee more 

[ the com pleat Armour that thou wear*ft. 

ers on the aduerfe party fight, 

re the little foules of Edwards Children, 

the Spirits of thine Enemies , 
mife them Succeflfe and Vidlory : 
:hou art, bloody will be thy end : 
erues thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit, 
lough far more caure,yet much lefiTe fpirit to curfe 
n me, I fay Amen to her. 

Stay Madam, I muft talke a word with you. 
[ haue no more Tonnes of the Roy^iU Blood 

to flaughter. For my Daughters (jRiV^r^ 
ill be praying Nunnes,not weeping Queenes t 
refore leuell not to hit their liues. 

You haue a daughter callM Elii&abetby 

I and Faire, Royall and Gracious ? 

And muft ihe dye for this? O let her liue, 
corrupt her Manners, ftaine her Beauty, 
my Selfe, as falfe to Edwards bed : 
>uer her the vaile of Infamy, 
lay liue vnfcarrM of bleeding flaughter, 
>nft{{t fhe was not Edwards daughter. 

Wrong not her Byrth,{he is a Royall PrincefTe. 
To iaue her life, lie fay fhe is not fo. 
. Her life is fafeft onely in her byrth. 
And onely in that fafety,dyed her Brothers. 

Loe at their Birth, good flarres were oppofite. 
No, to their liues, ill friends were contrary. 
! All vnauoyded is the doome of Defliny, 
True : when auoyded grace makes Deftiny. 
es were deftin*d to a fairer death, 
had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

You fpeake as if that I had flaine my Cofins ? 
Cofms indeed, and by their Vnckle couzend, 
ifort, Kingdome, Kindred, Freedome, Life, 
land foeuer lanch*d their tender hearts, 
id (all indire^y) gaue direction. 
>t the murd*rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
ras whetted on thy ftonchard heart, 

II in the Intrailes of my Lambes. 

: ftill vfe of greefe, makes wilde greefe tame, 
i;ue fhould to thy eares not name my Boyes, 
t my Nayles were anchored in thine eyes : 
1 fuch a defpVate Bay of death, 
»oore Barke, of failes and uckling reft, 

to peeces on thy Rocky bofome. 

Madam, fo thriue 1 in my enterprize 
igerous fuccefTe of bloody warres, 
end more good to you and yourt, 
ler you and yours by me were harm*d. 

What good is couerM with the ^ce of heauen, 
ifcouered, that can do me good. 

Th'aduancement of your children, gentle Lady 
^p to fome Scaffold, there to lofe their heads. 

Vnto the dignity and height of Fortune, 
;h Imperiall Type of this earths glory. 



Qu. Flatter my forrow with report of it : 
Tell me, what Sute,what Dignity, what Honor, 
Canfl thou demife to any childe of mine. 

Rich. Euen all I hauej I, and my felfe and all, 
Will I withall indow a childe of thine i 
So in the Lethe of thy angry foule. 
Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs. 
Which thou fuppofefl I haue done to thee. 

%. Be breefe,leaft that the procefTe of thy kindneffe 
Lail longer telling then thy kindneffe date. 

Rich, Then know. 
That from my Soule, I loue thy Daughter. 

Qu. My daughters Mother thinkes it with her foule. 

Rich* What do you thinke ? 

^. That thou dofl loue my daughter from thy foule 
So from thy Soules loue didfl thou loue her Brothers, 
And firom my hearts loue, I do thanke thee for it. 

I(lcb, Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning : 
I meane that with my Soule I loue thy daughter, 
And do intend to make her QjMene of England. 

Slu' Well then, who dofl y meane fhallbe her King. 

Rich. Euen he that makes her Queene : 
Who elfe fhould bee ? 

^|. What,thou? 

Rich, Euen fo: How thinke you of it ? 

Qu. How canft thou woo her ? 

Rich. That I would learne of you. 
As one being befl acquainted with her humour. 

Qu. And wilt thou learne of me f 

Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

Qu. Send to her by the man that flew her Brothers, 
A paire of bleeding hearts : thereon ingraue 
Edward and Torl^ey then haplv will fhe weepe : 
Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Margaret 
Did to thy Father, fleept in Rutlands blood, 
A hand-kercheefe, which fay to her did dreyne 
The purple fappe from her fwe^t Brothers body. 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withall. 
If this inducement moue her not to loue. 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds : 
Tell her, thou mad*fl away her Vnckle Clarmeey 
Her Vnckle Riuers^ I (and for her fake) 
Mad*fl quicke conueyance with her good Aunt Anne, 

Rich. You mocke me Madam, this not the way 
To win your daughter. 

Slu. There is no other way, 
Vnleffe thou could^fl put on fome other fhape. 
And not be jRic<^r</,that hath done all this. 

J^V. Say that I did all this for loue of her, 

Qu, Nay then indeed fhe cannot choofe but hate thee 
Hauing bought loue, with fuch a bloody fpoyle. 

^cb. Looke what is done, cannot be now amended : 
Men fhall deale vnaduifedly fometimes. 
Which after-houres giues leyfure to repent. 
If I did take the Kingdome ^om your Sonnes, 
To make amends, He giue it to your daughter : 
If I haue kiird the iffue of your wombe, 
To quicken your encreafe, I will beget 
Mine yfTue of your blood, vpon your Daughter: 
A Grandams name is little leffe in loue. 
Then is the doting Title of a Mother; 
They are as Children but one fteppe below, 
Euen of your mettall,of your very blood t 
Of all one paine, faue for a night of groanes 
EndurM of her, for whom you bid like forrow. 
Your Children were vexation to your youth, 

But 
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But mine fhall be a comfort to your Age, 

The lofle you hauc, is but a Sonne being King, 

And by that lo(re,your Daughter is made Qoeene. 

I cannot make you what amends I would, 

Therefore accept fuch kindneiTe as I can. 

Dorfet your Sonne, that with a fearful! foule 

Leads difcontcnted ftcppes in Forraine foyle, 

Thb faire Alliance, quickly fhall call home 

To high Promotions, and great Dignity. 

The K.ing that calles your beauteous Daughter Wife, 

Familiarly fliall call thy ^or/^r. Brother : 

Againe ihall you be Mother to a King : 

And all the Ruines #>f diftreflcftill Times, 

Repayr'd with double Riches of Content. 

What? we haue many goodly dayes to fee : 

The liquid drops of Teares that you haue fhed, 

Shall come againe, transformed to Orient Pearle, 

Aduantagmg their Loue,with intereft 

Of ten-times double gaine of happinefle. 

Go then (my Mother) to thy Daughter go. 

Make bold her baihfull yeares, with your experience. 

Prepare her eares to heare a Woers Tale. 

Put in her tender heart, th*afpiring Flame 

Of Golden Soueraignty : Acquaint the Princeflc 

With the fweet filent houres of Marriage ioyes : 

And when this Arme of mine hath chaftifed 

The petty Rebell, dull-brain'd ^uci(ittgbamf 

Bound with Triumphant Garlands will I come. 

And leade thy daughter to a Conquerors bed : 

To whom I will retaile my Conquefl wonne. 

And fhe fhalbe fole V\6iore('k,Cafars Ca/ar, 

Qu. What were 1 bed to fay, her Fathers Brother 
Would be her Lord f Or fhall 1 fay her Vnkle ? 
Or he that flew her Brothers, and her Vnkles ? 
Vnder what Title fliall I woo for thee, 
That God, the Law, my Honor, and her Loue, 
Can make feeme pleating to her tender yeares? 

Rich. Inferre faire Englands peace by this Alliance. 

Qu Which flie fliall purchafe with ftil lafting warre. 

Rich. Tell her, the King that may command, intreats. 

Qu. That at her hands,which the kings King forbids. 

Rich. Say flie fliall be a High and Mighty Queene. 

S^u. To vaile the Title, as her Mother doth. 

Rich. Say I will loue her euerlaftingly. 

Qu, But how long fliall that title euer laft ? 

Rich. Sweetly in force, vnto her fiiire liues end. 

£lu. But how long faircly fliall her fweet life laft ? 

Ricb. As long as Heauen and Nature lengthens it. 

Qu. As long as Hell and Richard likes of it. 

J(/VZ>. Say 1 her Soueraigne,am her Subieft low. 

Qu, But flie your Subied[,lothes fuch Soueraignty. 

I(jcb. Be eloquent in my behalfe to her. 

Qu. An honeft tale fpeeds beft, being plainly told. 

Ricb. Then plainly to her, tell my louing tale. 

Qu. Plaine and not honeft,is too harfli a ftyle. 

Ricb. Your Reafons are too fliallow,and to quicke. 

^. O no, my Reafons are too deepe and dead. 
Too deepe and dead (poore Infants^ in their graues, 
Harpe on it flill fliall I, till heart-flrings breake. 

Ricb. Harpe not on that ftring Madam, that is paft. 
Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crowne. 

Qu. ProphanM, diflionorM,and the third vfurpt. 

Ricb. I fwcare. 

S^u, By nothing, for this is no Oath : 
Thy George prophanM, hath loft his Lordly Honor; 
Thy Garter blemifli*d, pawn'd his Knightly Vcrtue ; 
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Thy Crowne vfurpM, difgrac'd his Kingly Glory : 
If fomething thou would'ft fweare to be beleeuM, 
Sweare then by fomething, that thou haft not wrong*d. 

Ricb. Then by my Selfe. 

Qu. Thy Selfe, is felfe-mifvs*d. 

Ricb. Now by the World. 

^«. "Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

Ricb. My Fathers death. 

Qu. Thy life hath it diflionor*d. 

^VZ>. Why then, by Heauen. 

Qu. Heanens wrong is moft of all : 
If thou didd*ft feare to breake an Oath with him. 
The vnity the King my husband made, 
Thou had*ft not broken, nor my Brothers died. 
If thou had'ft fearM to breake an oath by him, 
Th*Imperiall mettall, circling now thy head. 
Had grac*d the tender temples of my Child, 
And both the Princes had bene breathing heere, 
Which now two tender Bed-fellowes for duft. 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormcs. 
What can*ft thou fweare by now. 

Ricb. The time to come. 

S^u, That thou haft wronged in the time ore-paft: 
For I my felfe haue many teares to wafli 
Heereafter time, for time paft,wrongM by thee. 
The Children liue, whofe Fathers thou haft flaughter'd, 
VngoucrnM youth, to wailc it with their age : 
The Parents liue, whofe Children thou haft butchered. 
Old barren Plants, to waile it with their Age. 
Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifvs'd ere vs*d, by times ill-vsM repaft. 

Ricb. As I entend to profper,and repent: 
So thriue I in my dangerous Afiayres 
Of hoftile Armes : My felfe, my felfe confound : 
Heauen, and Fortune barre me happy houres: 
Day,yeeld me not thy light; nor Night, thy reft. 
Be oppofite all Planets of good lucke 
To my proceeding, if with deere hearts loue. 
Immaculate deuotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter. 
In her, confiftsmy Happinefl"e,and thine : 
Without her, followes to my felfe, and thee ; 
Her felfe, the Land, and many a Chriftian foule. 
Death, Defolation, Ruine, and Decay : 
It cannot be auo yded, but by this : 
It will not be auoyded, but by this. 
Therefore deare Mother ( I muft call you fo) 
Be the Atturney of my loue to her : 
Pleade what I will be, not what I haue beene ; 
Not my deferts, but what I will deferue : 
Vrge the Neceflity and ftate of times. 
And be not peeuifli found, in great Defignet. 

Qu, Shall I be tempted of theDiuel thus? 

Ricb. I, if the Diuell tempt you to do good. 

^. Shall I forget my felfe, to be my felfe. 

Ricb. I, if your felfes remembrance wrong your felfe- 

^tf. Yet thou didft kil my Children. 

Ricb. But in your daughters wombe I bury them. 
Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed 
Selues of themfelues, to your recomforture. 

S^u. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will f 

Ricb. And be a happy Mother by the deed. 

S^u. I go, write to me very fliortly. 
And you {hal vnderftand from me her mind. ExitQi 

Ricb. Beare her my true loues kiflre,and fo farewell 
Relenting Foole,and fliallow-changing Woman. 

How 

sir 
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what newes ? 

Enter Ratcliffe, 

\ mightie Soueraigne, on the Wefterne Coaft 
iffant Nauie : to our Shores 
ny doubtfiill hollow-hearted friends, 
kd vnrefoluM to beat them backe. 
t,that Ktcbmond is their Admirall : 
hey hull,expe^ng but the aide 
!w«,ro welcome them aihore. 
: light-foot friend poft to y Duke of Norfolk : 
felfe, or Ct7/»^, where is hee ? 
re, my good Lord. 
iteihy^ flye to the Duke, 
ill, my Lord, with all conuenient hafte. 
teiby come hither, poftc to Salisbury : 
com'ft thither: Dull vnmindfuU Villaine, 
thou here, and go*ft not to the Duke ? 
ligbty Liege, tell me your Highnefle pleafure, 
your Grace I (hall deliuer to him. 
true, good C^ttiby^W^ him leuie ftraight 
t ftrength and power that he can make, 
le fuddenly at Salisbury, 
oe. Exit. 

hat, may it pleafe you, ihall I doe at Salis- 

'hy, what would'ft thou doe there, before I 

)ur Hlghneflfe told me I ihould pofte before, 
f y minde is changed : 

Entir Lord Stanley. 

at newes with you ? 

good my Liege, to pleafe you with y hearing, 
> bad, but well may be reported. 
oyday,a Riddle, neither good nor bad: 
ft thou runne fo many miles about, 
mayeft tell thy Tale the neereft way ? 
what newes? 
cifmond is on the Seas, 
lere let him finke,and be the Seas on him, 
'd Runnagate, what doth he there ? 
enow not, mightie Soueraigne, but by guefle. 
ell, as you guefle. 

rr'd vp by Dorfetf^ucl(ingbam,Jknd Morton^ 
'or England, here to clayme the Crowne. 
the Chayre emptie ? is the Sword vnfwayM ? 
dead ? the Empire vnpolTeft ? 
: of Tor\e is there aliue,but wee ? 
Englands King, but great Tor l^es Htixt} 
e, what makes he vpon the Seas ? 
ilefle for that, my Liege, I cannot guefle. 
ileiTe for that he comes to be your Liege, 
guefle wherefore the Welchman comes. 
euolt,and flye to him, I feare. 
,my good Lord, therefore miftruft me not. 
lere is thy Power then, to beat him back ? 
^y Tenants, and thy followers? 
t now vpon the Wefterne Shore, 
Hng the Rebels from their Shippes ? 
, my good Lord, my friends are in the 

d fi'iends to me : what do they in the North, 
/hould ferue their Soueraigne in the Weft ? 



Stan. They haue not been commanded, mighty King: 
Pleafeth your Maieftie to giue me leaue. 
He mufter vp my friends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Maieftie fluU pleafe. 

Rich. I, thou would*ft be gone, to ioyne with Richmond: 
But He not truft thee. 

Stan. Moft mightie Soueraigne, 
You haue no caufe to hold my friendftiip doubtful!, 
I neuer was, nor neuer will be falfe. 

Rich. Goe then, and mufter men:but leaue behind 
Your Sonne George Stanley : looke your heart be iirme, 
Or elfe his Heads aiTurance is but fraile. 

Stan. So deale with him, as I proue true to you. 
Exit Stanley^ 

Enter a c^cffenger, 

Mejf. My gracious Soueraigne, now in Deuonfhire, 
As I by friends am well aduertifed. 
Sir Edward Qourtney^ and the haughtie Prelate, 
Biihop of Exeter, his elder Brother, 
With many moe Confederates, are in Armes. 

Enter another e^ejfenger. 

MeJf. In Kent, my Liege, the Guilfords are in Armes, 
And euery houre more Competitors 
Flocke to the Rebels, and their power growes ftrong. 

Enter another cMeJfenger, 

MeJf. My Lord, the Armie of great Buci(ingham. 

mch. Out on ye, Owles, nothing but Songs of Death, 
Hefirif^eth him. 
There, take thou that, till thou bring better newes* 

MeJf. The newes I haue to tell your Maieftie, 
Is, that by fudden Floods, and fall of Waters, 
^uc{inghams Armie is difpers*d and fcatter*d. 
And he himfelfe wandred away alone. 
No man knowes whither. 

Rich. I cry thee mercie : 
There is my Purfe,to cure that Blow of thine. 
Hath any well-aduifed friend proclaym^d 
Reward to him that brings the Tray tor in ? 

Meffl Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord. 

Enter another cZfeffhiger. 

Mijf. Sir Hxmas Louell^znd Lord MarquefTe Dorfet, 
'Tis ftiid,my Liege, in Yorkcfhirc are in Armes : 
But this good comfort bring I to your HighnefTe, 
The Brittaine Nauie is difpersM by Tempeft. 
Richmond in Dorfetfhire lent out a Boat 
Vnto the fhore,to aske thofe on the Banks, 
If they were his AlHftants, yea, or no ? 
Who anfwcrM him, they came firom ^ucl(ingham, 
Vpon his partie : he mifhufting them, 
Hoy8*d fayle,and made his courfe againe for Brittaine. 

Rich. March on, march on,fince we are vp in Armes, 
If not to fight with forraine Enemies, 
Yet to beat downe thefe Rebels here at home. 

Enter Cateshy. 

Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
That is the beft newes : that the Earle of Richmond 
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b with a mighty power Landed at Milford, 
Is colder Newes, but yet they muft be told* 

Ktcb, Away towards Salsbury, while we reafon here, 
A Royall batteil might be wonne and loft: 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salsbury, the reft march on with me. Fhrifi. Exeunt 



Scena Quarta. 



I 



Enter Derby, and Sir Cbriftofber. 

Der. Sir Cbriflofberyttll Richmond this from me, 
That in the ftye of the moft deadly Bore, 
My Sonne George Stanley is frankt vp in hold : 
If I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head, 
The feare of that, holds off my prefent ayde. 
So get thee gone : commend roe to thy Lord. 
Withall fay, that the Queene hath heartily coniented 
He Should efpoufe Elizahetb hir daughter. 
But tell me, where is Princely Richmond now? 

Cbri. At Penbroke, or at Hertford Weft in Wales. 

Der, What men of Name refort to him. 

Cbri, Sir IValter Herberty a renowned Souldier, 
Sir Gilbert Ta/bot, Sir Wliam Stanley, 
Oxford, redoubted Pembrol^e, Sir lames Blunt, 
And Rice af Tbomas, with a valiant Crew, 
And many other of great name and worth: 
And towards London do they bend their power. 
If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Der, Well hye thee to thy Lord : I kiffe his hand. 
My Letter will refolue him of my minde. 
Farewell. Exeunt 



ASlus Quintus. Scena ^rima. 



Enter *Bucl^ngbam mtb Halberds, led 
to Execution, 

Sue. Will not King Ricbard let me fpeake with him? 

Sber, No my good Lord, therefore be patient. 

^uc. Haftings, and Edwards children, Gr^ 8e ^uers. 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire Sonne Edward, 
Vaugban, and all that haue mifcarried 
By Tnder-hand corrupted foule iniuftice. 
If that your moody difcontented foules. 
Do through the dowds behold this prefent houre , 
£uen for reuenge mocke my deftru^on. 
This is AU-foules day (Fellow) is it not? 

Sber, It is. 

'Buc.yfhy then Al-foules day, is my bodies cioomfday 
This is the day, which in King Edwards time 
I wiih*d might fall on me, when I was found 
Falfe to hu Children, and his Wiues Allies. 
This is the day, wherein I wifht to ^11 
By the hMt Faith of him whom moft I trufted. 
This, this All-foules day to my fearful 1 Soule, 
Is the determined refpit of my wrongs : 
That high AU-feer, which I dallied with, 



Hath turn'd my ^ined Prayer on my head. 
And giuen in earneft,what I begg*d in ieft. 
Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked men 
To turne their owne points in their Mafters bofomes. 
Thus Margarets curfe falles heauy on my necke : 
When he (quoth fhe)fhall fplit thy heart with forrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Propheteffe : 
Come leade me Officers to the blocke of fhame. 
Wrong hath but wrong,and blame the due of blame. 
Exeunt Bucl^ngbam with Officers, 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and 
other s,'wttb drum and colours . 

Ricbm. Fellowet in Armes,and my moft louing Freods 
Bruis'd vndemeath the yoake of Tyranny, 
Thus farre into the bowels of the Land, 
Haue we marcht on without impediment; 
And hccre rcceiue we from our Father Stanley 
Lines of faire comfort and encouragement : 
The wretched, bloody, and vfurping Boare, 
(That fpoyrd your Summer Field8,and fruitfull VinesJ 
Swilles your warm blood like wafh, & makes his trough 
In your emboweUd bofomes : This foule Swine 
Is now euen in the Centry of this Ifle, 
NeVe to the Towne of Leiccfter,as we leame: 
From Tam worth thither, is but one dayes march. 
In Gods name cheerely on, couragious Friends, 
To reape the Harueft of pcrpetuall peace. 
By this one bloody tryall of fharpe Warre* 

Oxf Euery mans Confcience is a thoufand neii. 
To fight againft this guilty Homicide. 

Her. I doubt not but his Friends will turne to ts. 

Blunt,Hc hath no friends, but what are friends for fear, 
Which in his deereft neede will ftye from him. 

Ricbm, Al\ for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 
True Hope is fwift, and flyes with Swallowes wings, 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

Exeunt Omnes. 

Enter King Ricbard in nArmes,wtb Norfol{e, Ratclifi, 
and the Earle of Surrey. 

Ricb.Here pitch our Tent, euen here in Bofworth field, 
My Lord of Surrey, why looke you Co fad ? 

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

Rich. My Lord of Norfolke. 

Nor, Heere moft gracious Liege. 

Rich, Norfolke, we muft haue knockes : 
Ha, muft we not ? 

Nor. We muft both giue and take my louing Lord. 

Rich. Vp with my Tent, heere wil I lye to night, 
But where to morrow ? Well,airs one for that. 
Who hath defcried the number of the Traitors ^ 

Nor. Six or feuen thoufand is their vtmoft power. 

Rich, Why our Battalia trebbles that account: 
Befides,the Kings name is a Tower of fbength, 
Which they vpon the aduerfe Fa^ion want. 
Vp with the Tent : Come Noble Gentlemen, 
Let vs furuey the vantage of the ground. 
Call for fome men of found dire^on : 

Let's 
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no Diicipljne, make no delay, 
to morrow is a bufie day. 



txeunt 



tr Ricbmotid, Sir miliam Brandon^ Ox- 

fordy and Dorfet. 
'he weary Sunne, hath made a Golden fet, 

bright Traa of his fiery Carre, 
I of a goodly day to morrow. 

BroMdon^ you ihall beare my Standard : 
me Inke and Paper in my Tent : 
e Forme and Modell of our Battaile, 

Leader to his feuerall Charge,^ 

I iuft proportion our fmail Power. 

' Oxford, you Sir fVUliam ^randon^ 

ir Walter Herbert flay with me : 

af Pembroke keepes his Regiment j 

line ^/itntf beare my goodnight to him, 

fecond houre in the Morning, 
iarlc to fee me in my Tent : 
ing more (good Captaine) do for me : 
ord Stanley quartered, do you knowf 
iTnlefle I haue miftane his Colours much, 
11 1 am affur^d I haue not done) 
:nt lies halfe a Mile at leaft 
» the mighty Power of the King. 
[f without perill it be poffible, 
r,make fome good meanes to fpeak with him 
im ^m me, this moft needfuU Note, 
^pon my life, my Lord, lie vndertake it, 
d giue you quiet reft to night. 
Good night good Captaine 'Blunt : 
lemen, 

iilt vpon to morrowes Bufinefle ; 
:nt, the Dew is rawe and cold. 

Tbty mtbdraw into the Tent. 

' %icbardyRatcliffe,Norfol{ef& Qatedy, 

^hat is't a Clocke ? 

s Supper time my Lord, it's nine a clocke. 
will not fup to night, 
me Inke and Paper : 
ly Beauer eafier then it was f 
' Armour laid into my Tent ? 
is my Liege : and all things are in readinefle. 
rood Norfolke,hye thee to thy charge, 
1 Watch, choofe trufty Centinels, 
go my Lord. 

tir with the Larke to morrow, gentle Norfolk, 
warrant you my Lord. Exit 

ucliffe. 
y Lord. 

:nd out a Purfuiuant at Armes 
Regiment : bid him bring his power 
-rifing, leafl his Sonne George h)\ 
inde Caue of eternall night, 
lowle of Wine : Giue me a Watch, 
te Surrey for the Field to morrow : 
my Suues be found, & not too heauy. Ratcliff. 
f Lord. 

y'fl the melancholly Lord Northumberland? 
mas the Earle of Surrey, and himfelfe, 
it Cockihut time, from Troope to Troope 
jgh the Army, chearing vp the Souldiers. 
»o, I am fadsfied : Giue me a Bowie of Wine, 
that Alacrity of Spirit, 



Nor cheere of Minde that I was wont to haue. 
Set it downe. Is Inke and Paper ready ? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leaue me. 
Ratcliffe^ about the mid of night come to my Tent 
And helpe to arme me. Leaue me I fay. Exit RatcJif. 

Enter Derby to ^cbmend in bit Tent, 

• Der, Fortune, and Viftory fit on thy Helme. 

'^icb. All comfort that the darke night can afifbord. 
Be to thy Perfon, Noble Father in Law. 
Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother? 

Der. I by Attourney, blefTe thee firom thy Mother, 
Who prayes continually for Richmonds good : 
So much for that. The filent houres fteale on. 
And fiakie darkenefie breakes within the EafL 
In breefe, for fo the feafon bids vs be. 
Prepare thy Battell early in the Morning, 
And put thy Fortune to (h*Arbitrement 
Of bloody ftroakes,and mortall ftaring Warre : 
I , as I may, that which I would. I cannot. 
With beft aduantage will deceiue thetime. 
And ayde thee in this doubtful! fbocke of Armes. 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward. 
Leaf): being feene, thy Brother, tender Gewrge 
Be executed in his Fathers fight. 
Farewell : the leyfure, and the fearfuU time 
Cuts off the ceremonious Vowes of Loue, 
And ample enterchange of fweet Difcourfe, 
Which fo long fundred Friends fhould dwell Tpon: 
God giue vs leyfure for thefe rites of Loue. 
Once more Adieu, be valiant, and fpeed well. 

Ricbm. Good Lords conduA him to his Regiment : 
He ftriue with troubled noife, to take a Nap, 
Lefl leaden fiumber peize me downe to morrow. 
When I (hould mount with wings of Vidlory: 
Once more, good night kinde Lords, and Gentlemen. 

Exeunt. Manet Ricbmond, 
O thou, whofe Captaine 1 account my felfe, 
Looke on my Forces with a gracious eye : 
Put in their hands thy bruifing Irons of wrath, 
That they may crufh downe with a heauy fiill, 
Th*vfurping Helmets of our Adueriaries : 
Make vs thy minifters of Chafticement, 
That we may praife thee in thy vi£lory : 
To thee I do commend my watchfull foule. 
Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eyes : 
Sleeping, and waking, oh defend me (till. Skffs. 

Enter the Gboft ofVrince Edward, Sonne to 
Henry tbefict. 

Gb.to Ri. Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow : 
Thinke how thou ftab'ft me in my prime of youth 
At Teukesbury : Difpaire therefore, and dye. 

Gboft to Ricbm. Be chearefiill Richmond, 
For the wronged Soules 
Of butchered Princes, fight in thy behalfe : 
King Henries ifTue Richmond comforts thee. 
Enter tbe Qbofl of Henry tbefixt. 

Gboft. When I was mortall, my Annointed body 
By thee was punched full of holes ; 
Thinke on the Tower, and me : Difpaire, and dye, 
Harry the fixt, bids thee difpaire, and dye. 

To Ricbm. Vertuous and holy be thou Conqueror t 
Harry that prophefied thou ihould'fl be King, 
Doth comfort thee in fleepe : Liue,and flouriih. 

t Enter 
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Emter the Gboft of Clartnce. 

Gbofi, Let me fit heauy in thy foule to morrow* 
I that was wafli'd to death with Fulfome Wine : 
Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayM to death : 
To morrow in the battell thin Ice on me, 
And fiill thy edgelefle Sword, difpaire and dye. 

To Ricbm. Thou off-fpring of the houfe of Lancafter 
The wronged heyret of Yorlce do pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy battell, Liue and Flourifh. 
Enter the Gbofts ofRluers^ Gray^ and Vaugban, 

Riu. Let me fit heauy in thy foule to morrow, 
Riuen,that dy*de at Pomfret : difpaire,and dye. 

Grey. Thinke vpon C7rry, and let thy foule difpaire. 

Vaugb. Thinke vpon raugbam.zn^ with guilty feare 
Let fall thy Lance, difpaire and dye. 

Jill to Ricbm. Awake, 
And thinke our wrongs in Ricbards Bofome, • 

Will conquer him. Awake, and win the day. 
Enter tbe Ghoft of Lord Haftings. 

Gbo. Bloody and guilty : guiltily awake. 
And in a bloody Battell end thy dayes. 
Thinke on Lord Haftings : difpaire, and dye. 

Ha/i. to Rieb. Quiet vntroubleid foule, 
Awake, awake : 

Arme, fight, and conquer, for faire Englands fake. 
Enter tbe GboRs of tbe tmo yong Princes . 

Qbofts. Dreame on thy Coufins 
Smothered in the Tower ; 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Ricbard, 
And weigh thee downe to mine, ihame,and death, 
Thy Nephewes foule bids thee difpaire and dye. 

Gbofts to Ricbm, Sleepe Richmond, 
Sleepe in Peace,and wake in loy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 
Liue, and beget a happy race of Kings, 
Edwards Tnhappy Sonnes, do bid thee fiouriih. 
Enter the Gboli of^Anne^bu Vfife. 

Gboft to Ricb. Ricbard, thy Wife, 
That wretched jiftne thy Wife, 
That neuer (lept a quiet houre with thee. 
Now fiUes thy fleepe with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battaile, thinke on me. 
And fall thy edgeleiTe Sword, difpaire and dye t 

Gboft to Ricbm, Thou quiet foule, 
Sleepe thou a quiet fleepe : 
Dreame of SucceflTe, and Happy Vidory, 
Thy Aduerfaries Wife doth pray fi)r thee. 
Enter tbe GboH of Buc^hgbam, 

Gboft to I(icb, The firft was I 
That helpM thee to the Crowne : 
The laft was I that felt thy Tyranny. 
O , in the Battaile think on Buckingham, 
And dye in terror of thy guiltineflfe. 
Dreame on, dreame on, of bloody deeds and death. 
Fainting difpaire; difpairing yeeld thy breath. 

Qboft to Ricbm. I dyed for hope 
Ere I could lend thee Ayde; 
But cheere thy heart, and be thou not difmayde t 
God,and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 
And Ricbard fall in height of all his pride. 

Ricbard ftarts out of bit dreame, 

Ricb. Glue me another Horfe, bind vp my Wounds: 
Haue mercy lefu. Soft, I did but dreame. 
O coward Conicience! how doft thou afifli^ mef 
The Lights bume blew. It is not dead midnight. 
Cold fi»refiill drops Hand on ny trembling flefii. 



What? do I feare my Selfe ? There's none elfe by, 

Ricbard loues Ricbard., that is, I am \. 

Is there a Murtherer heere.^ No ; Yes, I am : 

Then flye } What firom my Selfe A Great reafon : why? 

Left I Rcuenge. What? my Selfe vpon my Selfe? 

Alacke, I loue my Selfe. Wherefi>re ? For any good 

That I my Selfe, haue done vnto my Selfe? 

no. Alas, I rather hate my Selfe, 

For hatefiiU Deeds committed by my Selfe. 

1 am a Vlllaine : yet I Lye, I am not. 

Foole, of thy Selfe fpeake well : Foole, do not flatter. 

My Confcience hath a thoufand feuerall Tongues, 

And euery Tongue brings in a feuerall Tale, 

And euerie Tale condemnes me for a Vilbinc \ 

Periurie, in the high*ft Degree, 

Murther, fteme murther, in the dvr*ft degree. 

All feuerall finnes, all vs'd in eacti degree, 

Throng all to*th*Barre, crying all, Guilty, Guilty. 

I {hall difpaire, there is no Creature loues me ; 

And if I die, no foule ihall pittie me. 

Nay, wherefore fhould they ? Since that I my Selfe, 

Finde in my Selfe, no pittie to my Selfe. 

Me thought, the Soulesof all that I had murther*d 

Came to my Tent, and euery one did threat 

To morrowes vengeance on the head of Ricbard. 

Enter Ratcliffe, 

Rat, My Lord. 

King. Who*s there ? 

Rat. RatcUffe my Lord,*tb I : the early Village Cock 
Hath twice done falutation to the Morne, 
Your Friends are vp, and buckle on their Armour. 

King. O RatcUffe, I feare, I feare. 

Rat, Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadom. 

King. By the Apoftle PW,fhadowes to night 
Haue ftroke more terror to the foule q( Ricbard, 
Then can the fubftance often thoufand Souldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by ihallow Ricbmomd. 
*Tis not yet neere day. Come go with me, 
Vnder our Tents lie play the £afe-dropper, 
To heare if any meane to ihrinke firom me. 

Sxeunt Ricbard & RatRfit 

Enter tbe Lords to Ricbmond fitting 
in bit Tent, 

Ricbm. Good morrow Richmond. 

Ricb. Cry mercy Lords, and watchful! Gentiemeo, 
That you haue tane a taidie fluggard heere f 

Lords. How haue you flept my Lord ? 

Ricb. The fweetcft fleepe. 
And faireft boading Dreames, 
That euer entred in a drowfie head, 
Haue I fince your departure had my Lords. 
Me thought their Soules,whofe bodies i^ir^. maithcr^d, 
Came to my Tent, and cried on /idory : 
I promife you my Heart is very iocond, 
In the remembrance of fo faire a dfeame. 
How farre into the Morning is it Lords ? 

Lor. Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

Ricb, Why then *tis time to Arme, and gioe dirc^oa. 
His Oration to bis Sotdditru 
More then I haue faid, louing Countrywen, 
The leyfure and inforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell vpon : yet remember tkisy 

God 
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X>od cau(e, fight Tpon our fide, 
Jioly Saints and wronged foules, 
d Bulwarket, fbnd before our Faces, 
t} thofe whom we fight againft^ 
e vs win, then him they follow, 
; they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, 
int, and a Homicide : 
lood, and one in blood eftabli(h*d ; 

meanes to come by what he hath, 
1 thofe that were the meanes to help him : 
;one, made precious by the foyle 
laire, where he is 5il(ely fet .* 
euer beene Gods Enemy. 
;ht againft Gods Enemy, 
lice ward you as his Soldiers, 
'e to put a Tyrant downe, 
eace, the Tyrant being Haine : 
againft your Countries Foes, 
I Fat ihall pay your painea the hyre« 
in fafegard of your wiues, 
ill welcome home the Conquerors, 
four Children from the Sword , 
I Children quits it in your Age. 
me of God and all thefe rights, 
Standards, draw your vnlling Swords, 
nfome of my bold attempt, 
»ld Corpes on the earth's cold fiice. 

the gaine of my attempt, 
u ftull fhare his part thereof. 
eS and Trumpets boldly, and chcerefully, 

George , Ricbmoitd, and Vi Aory. 

fO'ng Hicbard^ Ratc/iffe ,afiel Catesiy. 

Northumberland as touching Richmond? 

was neuer trained vp in Armes. 
I the truth : and what faid Surrey then ? 
'd and faid, the better for our purpofe. 
i in the right, and fo indeed it is. 
e there. C^oel^eflril^s. 

;nder : Who faw the Sunne to day ? 
my Lord. 

he difdaines to ihine : for by the Booke 
: brau*d the Eaft an houre ago, 
vill it be to fomebody. RatcUffe. 
rd. 

>un will not be feene to day, 
frowne, and lowre vpon our Army, 
dewy teares were firom the ground, 
ly ? Why, what is that to me 
Elichmond ? For the felfe-fame Heauen 
>n me, lookes iadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfoli^. 

irme,my Lord : the foe vaunts in the field. 
*, buftle, buftle. Caparifon my horfe. 
tanleyy bid him bring his power, 
th my Soldiers to the plaine, 
httell flial be ordred. 
hall be drawne in length, 
illy of Horfe and Foot: 
lall be placed in the mid*ft ; 
^orfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 
leading of the Foot and Horfe. 
Aed, we will f llow 



In the maine Battel], whofe puiflfance on either fide 
Shall be well-winged with our cheefeft Horfe : 
This, and Saint George to boote. 
What think'fl thou Norfolke. 

Nor. A good direction warlike Soueraigne, 
This found I on my Tent this Morning. 
locl^ey of Norfoll^^ be not fo bold^ 
ForDicf^n thy maifter is bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuifed by the Enemy. 
Go Gentlemen, euery man to his Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreames affright our foules: 
For Confcience is a word that Cowards vfe, 
Deuis*d at firfl to keepe the ftrong in awe. 
Our fh'ong armes be our Confcience, Swords our Law. 
March on, ioyne brauely, let vs too*t pell mell. 
If not to heauen, then hand in hand to Hell. 
What fhall I fay more then I haue inferred? 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 
A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals^and Run-awayes, 
A fcum of Brittaines,and bafe Lackey Pexants, 
Whom their o*re-cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate Aduentures,and afTurM Deftru6Uon. 
You deeping fafe, they bring you to vnreft : 
You hauing Lands, and bleft with beauteous wiues, 
They would refhaine the one, diftaine the other. 
And who doth leade them, but a paltry Fellow ? 
Long kept in Britaine at our Mothers coft, 
A Milke-fop, one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold, as ouer fhooes in Snow : 
Let*s whip thefe ftraglers oVe the Seas againe, 
Lafh hence thefe ouer-weening Ragges of France, 
Thefe famifhM Beggers, weary of their Hues, 
Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) 
For want of meanes (poore Rats) had hangM themfelues. 
If we be conquered, let men conquer vs, 
And not thefe baftard Britaines, whom our Fathers 
Haue in their owne Land beaten, bobb*d,and thump'd. 
And on Record, left them the heires of fhame. 
Shall thefe cnioy our Lands? lye with our Wiues ? 
Rauifh our daughters^ Drum afarre of 

Hearke, I heare their Drumme, 
Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen. 
Draw Archers draw your Arrowes to the head, 
Spurre your proud Horfes hard, and ride in blood. 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 
What fayes Lord StanlrfyW\\\ he bring his powcrf 

MtJ. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paft the Marfh : 
After the battaile, let George Stanley dye. 

fOng. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofom. 
Aduance our Sundards, fet vpon our Foes, 
Our Ancient word of Courage, fiiire S.George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fiery Dragons : 
Vpon them, Vi^orie fits on our helpes. 

Jilarumyexatrfions. Enter Catesby. 

Cat, Refcue my Lord of Norfolke, 
Refcue, Refcue : 

The King ena^s more wonders then a man, 
Daring an oppofite to euery danger : 
His horfe is flaine, and all on foot he fights. 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 
Refcue fiiire Lord, or elfe the day is loft. 

jilarums. t 2 Enter 
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Enter Richard. 
Rich. A Horfci a Horfe, my Kingdome for a Horfe. 
Gates, Withdraw my Lord, He helpe you to a Horfe 
Rich. Slaue, I haue fet my life vpon a caft, 

And I will (land the hazard of the Dye : 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field. 

Flue haue I fiaine to day, in ftead of him. 

A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdome for a Horfe. 

j^tum, Snter Richard and Ricbmondy they fight ^ Richard 
is fiaine. 

Rttreat^amdFlouri/b. Enter Richmond^ Derby hearing the 
Crovfne^ with diuers other Lords. 

Riehm. God, and your Armes 
Be prai8*d Vi^rious Friends ; 
The day is ours, the bloudy Dogge is dead. 

Der. Couragious Richmond, 
Well hafl thou acquit thee : Loe, 
Heere thefe long ^furped Royalties, 
From the dead Temples of this bloudy Wretch, 
Haue I pluck*d ofl^, to grace thy Browes withall. 
Weare it, and make much of it. 

Richm. Great God of Heauen, fay Amen to all ; 
But tell me, is yong George Stanley liuing ? 

Der. He is my Lord, and fafe in Leicefter Towne, 
Whither (if you pleafe) we may withdraw vs. 

Richm, What men of name are fiaine on either fide? 



Der. John Duke of Norfblke, fTaiter Lord Ferris, 
Sir Robert Brol^hury, and Sir fViUiam Brandon. 

Richm. Interre their Bodies, as become their Births, 
Proclaime a pardon to the Soldiers fled. 
That in fubmiision will returne to ts. 
And then as we haue tane the Sacrament, 
We will vnite the White Rofe,and the Red. 
Smile Heauen ^pon this faire Coniun^on, 
That long haue frown*d vpon their Enmity : 
What Traitor heares me, and fayes not Amen f 
England hath long beene mad, and fcarrM her felfe ; 
The Brother blindely fiied the Brothers blood ; 
The Father, rafiily fUughtered his owne Sonne; 
The Sonne compeird, beene Butcher to the Sire ; 
All this diuided Yorke and Lancafler, 
Diuided, in their dire Diuifion. 
O now, let Richmond and Elraabeth^ 
The true Succeeders of each Royall Houfe, 
By Gods fiiire ordinance, conioyne together : 
And let thy Heires (God if thy will be fo) 
Enrich the time to come, with Smooth-^*d Peace, 
With fmiling Plenty, and faire Profperous dayes. 
Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, 
That would reduce thefe bloudy dayes againe, 
And make poore England weepe in Streamet of Blood ; 
Let them not liue to tafte this Lands increafe. 
That would with Treafon, wound this faire Lands pesce. 
Now Ciuill wounds are flopped. Peace Hues agenj 
That ihe may long liue heere, God fay. Amen. Exem 
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rhe Famous Hifl 


toryofthelifeof 


King HENRY the Eight. 


rns ^%oLogve. 


SCbme no more to make you laugby Things new, 


Will be deceyu*d. For gentle Hearers, know 


nTiotf/ beare a Weighty y and a Serious Brovr, 


To ranke our chofen Truth with fuch a fbow 


J^SaJybigb, and working, full of State and woe : 


As Foole, and Fight is, befide forfeyting 


Joble Sceenes, as draw the Eye to florw 


Our owne Braines, and the Opinion that we bring 


9 prejent. Tboje that can Pitty^beere 


To make that onely true, we now intend. 


ftbey tbinke it well) let fall a Teare, 


Hill leaue vs neuer an vnderflanding Friend, 


tbieli will deferue it, Sucb as giue 


Therefore, for Goodneffe fake, and as you are knowne 


Money out of hope tbey may Meeue, 


The Firfl and HappieR Hearers of the Towne, 


eere findt Truth too, Thoje that come to fee 


Be fad, as we would make ye, Tbinke ye fee 


I Jbffw or two, and Jo a gree. 


The very Perfons of our Noble Story, 


!ay may pajfe : If tbey he ftill,and wilRng, 


As tbey were Liuing : Tbinke you fee them Great, 


Urtake may fee away their Jbilfing 


And followed with the generall throng, and fweat 


in two fiort bourei. Onely they 


Of tboufand Friends : Then^ in a moment, fee 


ome to beare a Merry, Bawdy Plcy, 


Hew foone this Mightineffe, meets Mifery : 


t of Targets : Or to fee a Fellow 


And if you can be merry then, lie fay. 


ong Motley Coate,garded with Tellow, 


A Man may weepe vpon bis ff^edding day. 


fsASlus Primus. 


Sccena ^rima. 


tr the Du^e of NorfiHe at one doore. At the other. 


Nor. Then you loft 


the Dukf of Buckingham, and the Lord 


The view of earthly glory : Men might (ay 


Aburgauenny, 


Till this time Pompe was finglc, but now married 




To one aboue it felfc. Each following day 


Buckingham. 


Became the next dayes mafter, till the laft 


tt Ood morrow, and well met. How haue ye done 


Made former Wonders, it*s. To day the French, 


Ssince laft we faw in France ? 


All CUnquant all in Gold, like Heathen Gods 


R Norf I thanke your Grace : 


Shone downe the Engliih ; and to morrow, they 


m^ Healthfully and euer fince a freih Admirer 


Made Britaine, India : Euery man that ftood, 


It I faw there. 


Shew'd like a Mine. Their Dwarfifli Pages were 


% An Tntimely Ague 


As Cherubins, all gilt t the Madams too, 


le a Prifoner in my Chamber, when 


Not vs*d to toyle, did almoft fweat to beare 


Sunnes of Glory, thofe two Lights of Men 


The Pride vpon them, that their very labour 


the vale of Andren. 


Was to them, as a Painting. Now this Maske 


. Twixt Guynes and Arde, 


Was cry*de incompareable j and th*enfuing night 


ben prefent, 4w them falute on Horfebaclce, 


Made it a Foole,and Begger. The two Kings 


them when they lighted, how they clung 


Equall in luftre, were now beft, now worft 


r £mbracement,ai they grew together, 


As prefence did pre(ent them : Him in eye. 


had they. 


Still him in praife, and being prefent both. 


fbure ThronM ones could haue weighed 


*Twas faid they faw but one, and no Difcerner 


compounded one ? 


Durft wagge his Tongue in cenfure, when thefe Sunnes 


'. All the whole dme 


(For fo they phrafe*em) by their Heralds challenged 


ny Chambers Prifoner. 


The Noble Spirits to Armes, they did performe 
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Beyond thoughts Compaflfe, that former ftl^ulous Storie 
Being now feene, pofflble enough, got credit 
That 'Beuii was beleeiiM. 

'Buc, Oh vou go farre. 

Nor, As I belong to worfhip,and affefk 
In Honor, Honefty, the traft of eu*ry thing. 
Would by a good Difcourfer loofe fome li^, 
Which A^ons felfcyWac tongue too. 

'Bue, All was Royall, 
To the difpOfing of it nought rebeird, 
Order gaue each thing view. The Office did 
DiftinAly his full Function : who did guide, 
I meane who fet the Body, and the Limbes 
Of this great Sport together ? 

Nor, As you gueiTe: 
One certes, that promifes no Element 
In fuch a bufineffe. 

Buc, I pray you who, my Lord f 

Nor. All this was ordred by the good Difcretion 
Of the right Reuerend Cardinall of Yorke. 

Buc. The diuell fpeed him : No mans Pye it fireed 
From his Ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in thefe fierce Vanides^ I wonder, 
That fuch a Keech can with his very bulke 
Take vp the Rayis o*th'beneficiall Sun, 
And keepe it from the Earth. 

Nor, Surely Sir, 
There*s in him Ouflfe, that put*s him to thefe ends : 
For being not propt by Aunceftry, whofe grace 
Chalkes SuccefTors their way ; lior caird Tpon 
For high feats done to*th'Crownc ; neither Allied 
To eminent Aififtants ; but Spider-like 
Out of his Selfie-drawing Web. O giues vs note, 
The force of his owne merit makes his way 
A guift that heaiien giues for hitn, which buyes 
A place next to the King. 

•Ahitr. I cannot tell 
What Heauen hath giuen him : let fome Grauer eye 
Pierce into that, but I can fee his Pride 
Peepe through each part of him : whence ha*s he that, 
If not from Hell ? The Diuell is a Niggard, 
Or ha*s giuen all before, and he begins 
A new Hell in himfelfe. 

^Bmc. Why the Diuell, 
Vpon this French going out, tooke he Tpon him 
(Without the priuity o*th'KJng) t*appoint 
Who (hould attend on himf He makes Tp the File 
Of all the Gentry) for the moft part fuch 
To whom as great a Charge, as little Honor 
He meant to lay vpon : and his owne Letter 
The HononraUe Ektofd of Councell, out 
Mufl fetch him in, he Papers. 

A^. I do know 
Kinfmen of mine, three at the leaft, that hatte 
By this, fo fickenM their Efbtes^ that neuer 
They fliall abound as formerly. 

^Bmc. O many 
Haue broke their backes with laying Mannots on *em 
For this great loamey. What did this vanity 
But minifter communication of 
A moft poore iflue. 

Nor. Greeuingly I thinke. 
The Peace betweene the French and vi, not vakwes 
The Coft that did conclude it. 

Bmc, Eoery man. 
After the hideout ftorme that fdUow*d, wn 



A thing Infpir*d, and not confuldng, broke 
Into a generall Prophefie| That this Tempeft 
Dafhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 
The fodatne breach on^t 

Nor. Which is budded out, 
For France hath flaw*d the League, and hath attached 
Our Merchants goods at Burdeux. 

A^ur, Is it therefore 
Th^Ambaffador is filene*d ? 

Nor. Marry is*t. 

A^. A proper Title of a Peace, and purchasM 
At a fuperfiuous rate. 

^uc. Why all this BufinefTe 
Our Reuerend Cardinall carried. 

Nor. Like it your Grace, 
The State takes notice of the priuate difference 
Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I aduife you 
(And take it from a heart, that wi/hes towards you 
Honor, and plenteous fafety) that you reade 
The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency 
Together 5 To confider further, that 
What his high Hatred would effied, wants not 
A Minifter in his Power. You know his Nature, 
That he*s Reuengefull ; and I know, his Sword 
Hath a (harpe edge : It*s long, and*t may be faide 
It reaches farre, and where 'twill not extend. 
Thither he darts it, Bofome vp my counfell, 
You*l finde it wholefome. Loe, where comes that Rock 
That I advice your ihunning. 

Enter Carjim^/I Vfolfey, the Purfe borne before ban, eertam 

of the Guard, and tvo Secretaries wtb Papers : The 

Cardinall in his paffageyfixetb bis eye on Buc){^ 

bam^and ^ucJ^ingbam on bim, 

botbjull ofdljdaine. 

Car. The Dnke of Bucl(tn^hantt Surueyor? Ha } 
Where's his Examination? 

Seer, Heere fo pleafe you. 

Car. Is he in perfon,readyf 

Seer. I, pleafe your Grace. 

Car. Well, we ihall then know more,& Bucl^gham 
Shall lefiTen this bigge looke. 

Steennt CarSnaU^and hi Traht. 

Buc. This Butchers Curre b venom'd'mooth'd, and I 
Haue not the power to muszle him, therefore beft 
Not wake him in hu dumber. A Beggers booke, 
Out- worths a Nobles blood. 

Nor, What are you chafF'd ? 
Aske God for Temp*rance, that's di'appliance onely 
Which your difeafe requires. 

Buc. I read in*s looks 
Matter againft me, and hb eye reuiPd 
Me as his abied obied, at thb inftant 
He bores me with fome tricke ; He*s gone to*th*King ; 
lie follow, and out-ffaur him. 

Nor. Stay my Lord, 
And let your Reafon wHh your Cboller queftioa 
What 'tb you go about : to climbe fbcpe lulles 
Requires flow pace at firft. Anger is like 
A full hot Horie, who being allowed hb way 
Selfit-mettle tyres him : Not a man in Engbnd 
Can aduife me like yon : Be to yoor felft. 
As you would to your Friend. 

Bnc. He to the King, 
And from a mouth of Honori quite cry dowoe 

ThU 
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vtcb fellowes infolence; or prodaivey 
lifFerence in no peribns. 
Be aduiTd; 

a Furnace for your fot fo hot 
lo findge your ielfe. We may out-runne 
It fwiftneiTe that which we run at( 

by ouer-running : know you not, 
that mounts the liquor tirt run ore, 
ig to augment it, wafts it ; be aduiPd) 
ne there is no Engliih Soule 
>nger to dired you then your felfe ; 
he Tap of reafon you would quench, 
lay the fire of paffion. 

Sir, 
nkfull to you, and lie goe along 
prefcription : but this top-proud fellow* 
om the flow of gall I name not, but 
cere motions, by Intelligence, 
»fes as cleere as Founts in Inly^ when 
each graine of grauell; I doe know 
rrupt and treafonous. 
Say not treafonous. 

To th*King He iay^t, & make my Touch as ftrpng 
of Rocke: attend. This holy Foxe, 
;, or both (for he is equall rau*nous 
fubtile, and as prone to mifchiefe, 
to perform*t) his minde, and place 

one another, yea reciprocally, 
hew his pompe, as well in France, 
It home, fuggefts the King our Mafter 
laft coftly Treaty: Th*enteruiew, 
llowed fo much treafure, and like a gla0e 
ke ith* wrenching. 
Faith, and io it did. 

*ray giue me lauour Sir: This cunning Cardioall 
ides o*th* Combination drew 
Ife pleased jand they were ratified 
ide thus let be, to as much end, 
a Crutch to th'dead. But our Count-Cardinall 
; this, and tis well: for worthy XK'oiJey 
iinot erre) he did it. Now this followeSv 
IS I uke it, is a kinde of Pup pie 
I dam Treafon) Charles the Emperour, 
etence to fee the Queene his Aunt, 
I indeed his colour, but he came 
>er JVelfn)hcxt makes vifiution^ 
( were that the Interview betwixt 
md France, might through their amity 
n fome preiudice; for from this League, 
irmes that menaced him. Priuily 
ith our Cardinal, and as I troa 
doe well; for I am fure the Emperour 
he promised, whereby his Suit was granted 
s ask*d. But when the way was made 
d with gold : the Emperor thus defir'd* 
would pleafe to alter the Kings courfe, 
ke the forefaid peace. Let the King know 
; he fliall by me) that thus the Cardinal! 
and fell his Honour as he pleafes, 
bis owne aduantage. 
I am forry 

thu of him; and could wiih he were 
; miftaken in*t. 
No, not a fillable: 
lounce him in that Tcry ihape 
appejre in proofe. 



Enter Brandon ^ a Sergeant at •Armes bejhre bim^ and 
two or tbeee of the Guard. 

Brandon. Your Office Sergeant : execute it. 

Sergeant. Sir, 
My Lord the Duke oi Buckjngbam^zn^ Earle 
Of Hertford^ Stafford and Nortbampton^ I 
Arreft thee of High Treafon, in the name 
Of our moft Soueraigne King, 

'Bucl^, Lo you my Lord, 
The net has ^Ine vpon me, I ihall periih 
Vftder deuice, and pra^fe: 

Bran. 1 am forry. 
To fee you tane from liberty, to looke on 
The bufmes prefent. Tis his Highnes pleafure 
You (hall to th* Tower. 

Bucl{. It will helpe me nothing 
To plead mine Innocence; for that dye is on me 
Which makes my whit'ft part, black. The will of Heau*n 
Be done in this and all things: I obey. 

my Lord jiburgany : Fare you well. 

Bran, Nay , he muft beare you company. The King 
Is pleased you fluU to thTower, till you know 
How he determines further. 

j^ur. As the Duke faid. 
The will of Heauen be done, and the Kings pleafure 
By me obey*d. 

^ran. Here is a warrant from 
The King, t'attach U>rd Mountaeute, and the Bodies 
Of the Dukes ConfeObr, Jobn deiaCar, 
One Gilbert PecJ^e^hh Councellour. 

Buc\f So,(b; 
Thefe are the limbs o*th*Plot: no more I hope. 

Bra. A M onke o^th* C^r/rnMr. 

Tw{: O Micbaell Hof^insf 

Bra. He. 

^uc{. My Surueyor is fiilce : The ore-great Cardinaii 
Hath fhew*d him gold; my life is fpaad already: 

1 am the fhadow of poore Buc^ngbam^ 
Whofe Figure euen thb inftant Clowd purs on, 

By Darkning my cleere Sunne.My Lords fiirewell. Exe, 

Scena Secunda. 

Cornet t. Enter King Henry ^ leaning on tbe Cardinals Jboul- 

dery tbe Nobles, and Sir Tboma4 Louell: tbe Cardinaii 

places bimjelfe Hinder tbe Kings fate on 

bk rigbt fdi. 

King. My life it hlk^ and the beft heart of it, 
Thankes you for this great care: I ftood i*th' leiiell 
Of a full-charg*d coiifederacie, and giue thankes 
To you that choak'd it. Let be cajd before ¥s 
That Gentleman of Bucl(tngbams, in perfon, 
He heare him his confefTlons iuftifie. 
And point by point the Treafons of his Maiiler, 
He fiiall againe relate. 

A noyfe within crying roome for tbe Queene, 'vfhtr'd by the 
'Duke of NorMkf. Enur tbe Queene, Norfol^e ^nd 
Snffolke:jbe ^T^ls^ King rijefbfrom bit State, 
takes bfr vp, kjjff* #^ pUctth 
bpr by bins. 
Queen. Nay, we muft longer kneele;I am a Suitor. 
King. Arife,and take place by vs; halfo ypur Suit 
Neuer name to vs; you haue halfe our power : 

The 
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The other moity ere you aske is giuen, 
Repeat your will, and take it. 

Sluicn, Thanke your Maiefty 
That you would loue your relfe,and in that loue 
Not vnconfidered leaue your Honour, nor 
The dignity of your Office; it the poynt 
Of my Petition. 

Kin, Lady mine proceed* 

Slueen, I am folicited not by a few, 
And thofe of true condition} That your Subiedi 
Are in great grieuance: There haue beene Commiffions 
Sent downe among *em, which hath flawed the heart 
Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although 
My good Lord Cardinall, they vent reproches 
Moft bitterly on you, as putter on 

Of thefe exactions: yet the King, our Maifter (not 

Whofe Honor Heauen (hield from foilejeuen he efcapes 
Language vnmannerly;yea,ruch which breakes 
The fides of loyalty,aDd almoft appeares 
In lowd Rebellion. 

Norf, Not almoft appeares, 
It doth appeare; for, vpon thefe Taxations, 
The Clothiers all not able to maintaine 
The many to them longing, haue put off 
The Spinfters, Carders, Fullers, Weauers, who 
Vnfit for other life, compeld by hunger 
And lack of other meanes, in defperate manner 
Daring th*euent too th*teeth,are all in yprore. 
And danger femes among them. 

Kin, Taxation? 
Wherein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinall, 
You that are blam*d for it alike with vs. 
Know you of this Taxation? 

Card. Pleafc you Sir, 
I know but of a fingle part in ought 
Peruines to th 'State; and front but in that File 
Where others tell fteps with me. 

Queen, No, my Lord ? 
You know no more then others? But you firame 
Things that are knowne alike, which are not wholfome 
To thofe which would not know them, and yet muft 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe exa^ons 
(Whereof my Soueraigne would haue note) they are 
Moft peitilent to th'hearing,and to beare *em. 
The Backe is Sacrifice to th'load ; They fay 
They are deuis*d by you, er elfe you fufFer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

Kin. Still Exaction : 
The nature of it, in what kinde let*s know. 
Is this Exadtion? 

Queen. I am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience, but am boldned 
Vnder your promised pardon. The Sublet griefe 
Comes through Com mi ffions, which compels from each 
The fixt part of his Subftance,to be leuied 
Without delay; and the pretence for this 
Is nam*d,your warres in France: this makes bold mouths, 
Tongues fpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegeance in them ; their curfes now 
Liue where their prayers did: and it's come to pafTe, 
This tradable obedience is a Slaue 
To each tncenfed Will: I would your Highnefle 
Would giue it quicke confiderarion; for 
There is no primer bafenefife. 

Kin, By my life. 
This is againft our pleafure . 



Card. And for me, 
I haue no further gone in this, then by 
A fingle voice, and that not paft me, but 
By learned approbation of the ludges: If I am 
Traduc'd by ignorant Tongues, which neither know 
My faculties nor perfon,yet will be 
The Chronicles of my doing : Let me fay, 
•Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 
That Vertue muft goe through : we muft not ftint 
Our necefifary anions, in the feare 
To cope malicious Cenfurers, which euer. 
As rau'nous Fifties doe a Veffell follow 
That is new trim'd ; but benefit no fiirther 
Then vainly longing. What we oft doe beft. 
By fickc Interpreters (once weake ones) is 
Not ours, or not allow'd; what worft,as oft 
Hitting a groffer quality, is cride vp 
For our beft Ad : if we ftull ftand ftill. 
In feare our motion will be mock*d,or carp*d at. 
We fhould take roote here, where we fit; 
Or fit Sute- Sutues onely. 

Kin. Things done well. 
And viixh a care, exempt themfelues from feare : 
Things done without example, in their iftue 
Are to be fear'd. Haue you a Prefident 
Of this Commiflion ? I beleeue,not any. 
We muft not rend our Sublets from our Lawes, 
And fticke them in our Will. Sixt part of each ? 
A trembling Contribution ; why we take 
From euery Tree, lop, barke,and part o'th' Timber: 
And though we leaue it with a roote thus hackt. 
The Ayre will drinke the Sap. To euery County 
Where this is queftion'd, fend our Letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that hasdeny*de 
The force of this Commiffion: pray looke too't; 
I put it to your care. 

Card. A word with you. 
Let there be Letters writ to euery Shire, 
Of the Kings grace and pardon : the greeued CommoM 
Hardly conceiue of me. Let it be nois'd. 
That through our Interceffion, this Reuokement 
And pardon comes : I ihall anon aduife you 
Further in the proceeding. Exit Secret, 

Enter Suruejfor. 

Queen. I am forry, that the Duke ofBuc^ingbam 
Is run in your difpleafure. 

Kin, it grieues many.* 
The Gentleman is Learn*d,and a moft rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound ; his trayning luch. 
That he may furniih and inftruft great Teachers, 
And neuer feeke for ayd out of himfelfe : yet (ee. 
When thefe fo Noble benefits ftull proue 
Not well difpos'd, the minde growing once corrupt, 
They turne to vicious formes, ten times more vgly 
Then eucr they were faire. This man fo compleat, 
Who was enrold 'mongft wonders; and when we 
Almoft with rauifii'd liftning,could not finde 
His houre of fpeech,a minute: He, (my Lady) 
Hath into monftrous habits put the Graces 
That once were his, and is become as blacke. 
As if befmear'd in hell. Sit by Vs,you (hall heare 
(This was his Gentleman in truft) of him 
Things to ftrike Honour fad. Bid him recount 
The fore-recited pra^fes, whereof 
We cannot feele too little, heare too much. 

Orl 
^- 
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L Stand forth, & with bold fpirit relate what you 
Ice a carefull Sublet haue coile^ed 

the Dirlce of^ucl^ingbam. 
Speake freely. 

Firft, it was vfuall with him ; euery day 
d infea his Speech : That if the King 

without ifTue dye; hee*l carry it fo 
ke the Scepter his. Thefe very words 
ard him vrter to hit Sonne in Law, 
%urgany, to whom by oth he menac*d 
;e vpon the Cardinall. 
t. Pleafe your Highnefle note 
ingerous conception in this point, 
nded by his wiih to your High perfon } 
I it moft malignant, and it ftretches 

you to your fi^ends. 
If. My learned Lord Cardinally 
' all with Charity. 

Speake on \ 

grounded hee his Title to the Crowne 
ur faile ; to this poynt haft thou heard him, 

time fpeake oughtf 

He was brought to this, 
ine Prophefic of Nicholas Henton. 

What was that Htnton ? 

Sir, a Cbartreux Fryer, 
ifeiTor^who fed him euery minute 
irords of Soueraignty. 

How know*ft thou this ? 
Not long before your Higneffe fped to France, 
ike being at the Rofe, wirhin the Pariih 
aurence Poulttuy^ did of me demand 
vas the fpeech among the Londoners, 
ning the French lourney. I replide, 
are the French would proue perfidious 

Kings danger : prefently, the Duke 
ras the fcare indeed, and that he doubted 
d proue the verity of certaine words 
3y a holy Monke, that oft, fayes he, 
:nt to me, wiihing me to permit 

la Car^ my Chaplalne, a choyce howre 
re from him a matter cffome moment: 

after vnder the CommilTions Seale, 
emnly had fwome, that what he fpoke 
aplaine to no Creature Uuing,but 

ihould vtter, with demure Confidence, 
iufingly enfuMe; neither the King, nor^s Heyres 
ou the Duke) fhall profper, bid him ftriue 

loue o*th*Commonalty, the Duke 
buerne England. 
V. If I know you well, 
;re the Dukes Surueyor,and loft yourOfiice 

complaint o*th* Tenants; take good heed 
arge not in your fpleene a Noble perfon, 
oyle your nobler Soule; I fay, take heed; 
artily befeech you. 

Let him on : Goe forward. 

On my Soule, lie fpeake but truth. 

By Lord the Duke, by th'Diuels iUufions 

onke might be deceiu*d, and that *twas dangerous 

t to ruminate on this £0 farre, vncill 

d him fome defigne, which being beleeo'd 

much like to doe: Heanfwer*d,Tuih, 

doe me no damage; adding further, 

ad the King in his laft SickneiTe faild, 

rdinals and Sir Thomas Louth heads 



Should haue gone off. 

Kin, Ha? What, fo rancke ? Ah, ha, 
There*s mifchiefe in this manjcanft thou fay fiirther? 

Sur, I can my Liedge« 

Kin. Proceed. 

Sur. Being at Grtemicbj 
After your Highnefle had reprou*d the Duke 
About Sir H^tUiam blunter, (uant. 

Kin. I remember of fuch a time, being my fworn fer- 
The Duke recein*d him hh. But on: what hence? 

Sur. If (quoth he) I for this had beene committed. 
As to the Tower, I thought; I would haue plaid 
The Part my Father meant to z&. vpon 
Th*Vfurper Richardywho being at Salshuryy 
Made fuit to come in's prefence; which if granted, 
(As he made femblance of his duty )i)vould 
Haue put his knife into him. 

Kin. A Gyant Traytor. 

Card. Now Madam, may his Highnes Hue in frcedome. 
And this man out of Frifon. 

Siueen. God mend all. (fay*ft? 

Kin, Ther*s fomthing more would out of thee ; what 

Sur, After the Duke his Father, with the knife 
He ftretchM him, and with one hand on his dagger. 
Another fpread on*s breaft, mounting his eyes. 
He did difcharge a horrible Oath,whofe tenor 
Was, were he euill vs*d,he would outgoe 
His Father, by as much as a performance 
Do*s an irrefolute purpofe. 

Kin. There's his period, 
To (heath his knife in vs : he is attached. 
Call him to prefent tryall : if he may 
Finde mercy in the Law, *tis his; if none. 
Let him not feek't of vs : By day and night 
Hee*8 Traytor to th* height. Exeunt. 



Sccena Tertia. 



Enter L, Chamherlat'ne^ and L . Sandys, 

L. Ch. Is*t poftible the fpels of France ihould iuggle 
Men into fuch ftrange myftcrics ? 

L.San. New cuftomes. 
Though they be neuer fo ridiculous, 
(Nay let *em be vnmanly) yet are follow'd. 

L. Ch. As farre as 1 fee,all the good our Englifli 
Haue got by the late Voyage, is but meerely 
A fit or two o*th' fiice, (but they are ftirewd ones) 
For when they hold *em, you would fweare dlredtly 
Their very nofes had been Councellours 
To Pfpin or ClothariuSf they keepe State fo. 

L. San, They haue all new legs. 
And lame ones ; one would take it, 
That Tieuer fee *em pace before, the Spauen 
A Spring-halt rain*d among *em. 

L. Ch. Death my Lord, 
Their cloathes are after fuch a Pagan cut too*t. 
That fure th*haue worne out Ch iftendome:how now? 
What newcs,Sir Thomas LouelH 

Enter Sir Thomas LouelL 
Louell. Faith my Lord, 
I heare of none but the new Proclamation, 
That*s clapt vpon the Court Gate. 



L. Cham. 



< 
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L, Cham, What is't for? 

Leu. The reformation of our trauelM Gallants, 
That fill the Court with quarrels, talke,and Taylors. 

L. Cham. Vm glad *tis there) 
Now I would pray our Monfieurs 
To thinlce an Engliih Courtier may be wife. 
And neuer fee the Louure, 

Lou: They muft either 
(For fo run the Conditions) leaue thofe remnants 
Of Foole and Feather, that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto) as Fights and Fire-workes, 
Abufing better men then they can be 
Out of a forreigne wife dome, renouncing deane 
The faith they haue in Tennis and tail Stockings, 
Short bliftred Breeches, and thofe types of Trauell ; 
And vnderftand againe like honeft men, 
Or pack to their old Playfellowes; there, I take it. 
They may Cum PruliUglo^ wee away 
The lag end of their lewdne(re,and be laughM at. 

L.San. Tis time to giue *em Phyficke, their difeafes 
Are growne fo catching. 

L, Cham What a lofTe our Ladies 
Will haue of thefe trim vanities? 

Louell. I marry. 
There will be woe indeed Lords, the flye whorfons 
Haue got a fpeeding tricke to lay downe Ladies. 
A French Song, and a Fiddle, ha*s no Fellow. 

L. San. The Diuell Eddie *em, 
I am glad they are going, 
For fure there's no conuerting of *em: now 
An honeft Country Lord as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plaine fong. 
And haue an houre of hearing,and by*r Lady 
Held currant Muficke too. 

L.aam. Well faid Lord &iiit. 
Your Colts tooth is not caft yet ? 

L.San. No my Lord, 
Nor ihall not while I haue a ftumpe. 

L. Cham. Sir ThomM, 
Whither were you a going? 

Lou. To the Cardinals ; 
Vour Lordihip is a gueft too. 

L.Cham. O, 'tis true} 
This night he makes a Supper, and a great one. 
To many Lords and Ladies; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdome He aflure you. 

Lou. That Churchman 
Beares a bounteous minde indeed, 
A hand as fruitfuU as the Land that feeds vs, 
His dewes fall euery where. 

L. Cham. No doubt hee's Noble j 
He had a blacke mouth that faid other of him. 

L. San, He may my Lord, 
Ha*s wherewithal! in him ; 

Sparing would (hew a worfe finne,then ill Dodrine, 
Men of his way, (hould be moft libcrall. 
They are fet heere for examples. 

L. Cham. True, they are fo; 
But few now giue fo great ones: 
My Barge ftaycs ; 

Your Lordihip fhall along : Come, good Sir liomat^ 
We (hall be late elfe, which I would not be. 
For I was fpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford 
This night to be Comptrollers. 

L.San, I am your Lordfhips. Exeunt, 



Scena Quarta. 



Hohoies, A fmall Table vnder a State for the Car£naU, a 

longer Taile for the Guefti. Then Enter •Anne Bullen^ 

and diuers other LadieSy& Gentlemen^as QueJIs 

at one ^eore\ at an other Doore enter 

Sir Henry Guilford, 

S. Hen.Guil/.LAdyeij 
A generall welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all ; This Night he dedicates 
To ftire content, and you : None heere he hopes 
In all this Noble Beuy, has brought with her 
One care abroad : hee would haue all as merry: 
As firft, good Company, good wine, good welcome, 
Can make good people. 

Enter L, Chamherlaine L* Sands^and Louell, 

my Lord, y*are tardy; 

The very thought of this faire Company, 
Clapt wings to me. 

Cham. You are young Sir Harry Guilford. 

San. Sir Thomas Louell^ had the Cardinall 
But halfe my Lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe 
Should finde a running Banket, ere they refted, 

1 thinke would better pleafe >m : by my life. 
They are a fweet fociety of fiiire ones. 

Lou. O that your Lordihip were but now Confeflbfi 
To one or two of thefe. 
San, I would I were. 
They fhould finde eafie pennance. 
Lou. Faith how eafie ? 
San, As eafie as a downe bed would afibord it. 
Cham. Sweet Ladies will it pleafe you fit; Sir Harry 
Place you that fide. He take the charge of this: 
His Grace is entring. Nay, you muft not freeze. 
Two women placed together, makes cold weather: 
My Lord Sands^yoM are one will keepe *em waking: 
Pray fit betweene thefe Ladies. 

San. Bymyfiiith, 
And thanke your Lordfhip : by your leaue fvreet LadiO) 
If I chance to talke a little wilde,fbrgiue me: 
I had it fi-om my Father. 

M.'Bul. Was he mad Sir? 
San. 0,very mad, exceeding mad, in loue too; 
But he would bite none, iuft as I doe now, 
He would KifTe you Twenty with a breath, 

Cham, Well faid my Lord : 
So now y'are fairely feated : Gntlemen, 
The pennance lyes on you; if thefe falre Ladies 
PafTe away fi^wning. 

San. For my little Cure, 
Let me alone. 

Hobcyes. Enter Cardinall fVolfey, and takes hi StaU, 

Card Y*are wel.ome my faire Guefb;that noble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Is not my Friend. This to confirme my welcome. 
And to you all good health. 

San. Your Grace is Noble, 
Let me hauefuch a Bowie may hold my thankes. 
And faue me fo much talking. 

Card, My Lord Sands^ 
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'holding to you : cheere your neighbours : 


Q>am. Such a one, they all confefle 


fou are not merry ; Gentlemen , 


There is indeed, which they Mrould haue your Grace 


fault is thu? 


Find out, and he will take it. 


The red wine firft muft rife 


Card. Let me fee then. 


' faire cheekes my Lord, then wee fliall haue 'em, 


By all your good leaues Gentlemen j heere He make 


rs to iilence. 


My royall choycc. 


B, You are a merry Gamfter 


Kin. Ye haue found him Card! nail. 


-d Sands. 


You hold a ^ire Aflfembly ; you doe well Lord: 


Yes, if I make my play : 


You are a Churchman, or He tell you Cardinally 


to your Ladiihip, and pledge it Madam: 


I ihould iudge now unhappily. 


to fuch a thing. 


Card. I am glad 


?. You cannot (hew me. 


Your Grace is growne fo pleafant. 


Drim and Trumpet ^ Chambers difcbargd. 


Kin. My Lord Chamberlaine, 


I told your Grace, they would talke anon. 


Prethee come hither, what faire Ladle's that t 


. What's that? 


Cham, An't pleafe your Grace, 


«. Looke out there,fome of ye. 


Sir Thomas Mullens Daughter, the VTfcount 'E^ochford, 


. What warlike voyce. 


One of her Highneffe women. 


what end is this ? Nay, Ladies, feare not ; 


Kin. By Heauen fhe is a dainty one. Sweet heart, 


he lawes of Warre y'are priulledg'd. 


I were vnmannerly to take you out, 




And not to kiffe you. A health Gentlemen, 


Enter a Seruant. 


Let it goe round. 


m. How now, what is't ? 


Card. Sir Thomas Louell^is the Banket ready 


. A noble troupe of Strangers, 


I'th' Priuy Chamber ? 


iiey feeme ; th'haue left their Barge and landed. 


Lou, Yes, my Lord. 


ther make, as great EmbaiTadors 


Card. Your Grace 


)rraigne Princes. 


I feare, with dancing is a little heated. 


/. Good Lord Chamberlaine, 


Kin, I feare too much. 


:*em welcome; you can fpeake the French tongue 


Card. There's freflicr ayre my Lord, 


ly receiue *em Nobly, and condudl *em 


In the next Chamber. 


r prefence, where this heaucn of beauty 


Kin^ Lead in your Ladies eu'ry one : Sweet Partner, 


jne at full vpon them. Some attend him. 


I muft not yet forfake you : Let's be merry. 


jlli rijey and Tables remould. 


Good my Lord Cardinall : I haue halfe a dozen healths. 


ue now a broken Banket, biit wee'l mend it. 


To drinke to thefe ^ire Ladies, and a meafure 


digeftion to you all ; and once more 


To lead 'cm once againe,and then let's dreame 


e a welcome on yee : welcome all. 


Who's beft in fauour. Let the Muficke knock it. 




Exeunt with Trumpets, 


. Enter King and others m Masters ^ habited Hkf 




yeards^ vjher^d by the Lord Chamberlaine. They 
direffly before the Cardinally and gracefully fa- 
)im. 




ABusSecundus. ScenaVrima. 


e Company : what are their pleafures > 




V. Becaufe they fpeak no Englifh, thus they praid 




your Grace : That hauing heard by fame 


Enter two Gentlemen atfeuerall Doores, 


fo Noble and fo faire afTcmbly, 


I. Whether away fo feft? 


;ht to meet heere they could doe no lefle. 


2. 0, God faue ye : 


' the great refped they beare to beauty) 


Eu'n to the Hall, to heare what (hall become 


le their Flockes,and vnder your faire Condudi 


Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 


eaue to viewthefe Ladies, and entreat 


I. He faue you 


re of Reuels with 'em. 


That labour Sir. All's now done but the Ceremony 


Say, Lord Chamberlaine, 


Of bringing backe the Prifbner. 


aue done my poorc houfe grace : 


a. Were you there? 


ich I pay'em a thoufand thankes. 


I. Yes indeed was I. 


ly'em take their pleafures. 


a. Pray fpeake what ha's happen'd. 


Choofe Ladies , King and An Sullen, 
. The hhtft hand I cuer touch'd: O Beauty, 


I . You may gueffe quickly what. 


a. Is he found guilty ? 


V 1 neuer knew thee. 


1. Yes truely is he, 


Mujkke, Dance. 


And condemn'd vpon't. 


f. My Lord. 


a. I am forry fort. 


r. Your Grace. 


I. So are a number more. 


!. Pray tell *em thus much from me ; 


a. But pray how paft it ? 


hould be one amongft 'em by his perfon 


I. He tell you in a little. The great Duke 


•orthy this place then my felfc, to whom 


Came to the Bar; where, to his accufations 


t knew him) with my loue aud duty 


He pleaded ftill not guilty, and alleadged 


furrender it. IVbiJfer. 


Many fharpe reafons to defeat the Law. 


. I will my Lord. 


The Kings Atturncy on the contrary. 


What fay they f 


Vrg'd on the Examinations, proofes, confefHons 

Of 
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Of diuers witnefTes, which the Duke defir*d 
To him brought viua voce to his face ; 
At which appeared againft him, his Surueyor 
Sir Gilbert Pec^f his Chancellour,and lobn Car^ 
Confeflbr to him, with that Diuell Monke, 
Hop^tnsy that made this mifchiefe. 

2. That was hee 
That fed him with his Prophecies. 

1. The fame, 
All thefe accus*d him ftrongly, which he faine 
Would haue flung fi-om him; but indeed he couldnotj 
And fo his Peeres vpon this euidence, 
Haue found him guilty of high Treafon. Much 
He fpoke,and learnedly for life: But all 
Was cither pittied in him, or forgotten. 
2. After all this, how did he beare himfelfe? 

1. When he was brought agen to th* Bar, to hcare 
His Knell rung out, his ludgement, he was ftir*d 
With fuch an Agony, he fwcat extreamly, 

And fomthing fpoke in choUer, ill, and hafty: 
But he fell to himfelfe againe, and fweetly. 
In all the reft (hewM a moft Noble patience. 

2. I doe not thinke he feares death. 

1. Sure he does not. 

He neuer was fo womani/h, the caufc 
He may a little gricue at. 

2. Ccrtoinly, 

The Cardinall is the end of this. 

1. Tis likely. 

By all coniedurcs : Firft Kildares Attendure; 
Then Deputy of Ireland, who remould 
Earle Surrey^ was fent thither, and in haft too, 
Leaft he fliould helpe his Father. 

2. That tricke of State 
Was a deepe enuious one, 

1. At his returne, 

No doubt he will requite it ; this is noted 
(And generally) who euer the King fauours, 
The Cardnall inftantly will finde imployment, 
And farre enough from Court too. 

2. All the Commons 

Hate him pemicioufly,and o* my Confcience 
Wifh him ten faddom deepe : This Duke as much 
They loue and doate on: call him bounteous Bvct^gbam^ 
The Mirror of all courtefic. 

Enter BucJ(ifigbam from bu ArraignmMt , Tipfiaues before 
hititf the Axe wtb the edge towards /hot, Halberds en each 
Jide, aecompanied vitb &> Thomas Louelly Sir Nicholas 
Vaux^ Sir Walter Sands, and common people, &c. 

1. Stay there Sir, 

And fee the noble ruin*d man you fpeake of. 

2. Let's ftand clofe and behold him. 
^uc\^ All good people, 

You that thus ^rre haue come to pitty me; 

Heare what I fay, and then goe home and lofe me. 

I haue this day receiu*d a Traitors iudgement. 

And by that name muft dye; yet Heauen beare witnes, 

And if I haue a Confcience, let it flncke me, 

Euen as the Axe fills, if I be not faithfull. 

The Law I beare no mallice for my death, 

T*has done vpon the premife8,but luftice : 

But thofe that fought it, I could wifh more Chriftians: 

(Be what they will) I heartily forgiue *em; 

Yet let *em looke they glory oot in mifchiefe; 



Nor build their euils on the graues of great men \ 

For then, my guiltlefTe blood muft cry againft *em. 

For further life in this world I neVe hope. 

Nor will I fue,aIthough the King haue merciea 

More then I dare make £iult8. 

You few that lou*d me. 

And dare be bold to weepe for Buckingham, 

His Noble Friends and Fellowes; whom to leaue 

Is only bitter to him, only dying : 

Goe with me like good Angels to my end. 

And as the long diuorce of Steele fals on me. 

Make of your Prayers one fweet Sacrifice, 

And lift my Soule to Heauen. 

Lead on a Gods name. 

Louell. I doe befeech your Grace, for charity 
If euer any malice in your heart 
Were hid againft me, now to forgiue me frankly. 

^ucl(. Sir Thomas Louell, I as free forgiue you 
As I would be fbrgiuen : I forgiue all. 
There cannot be thofe numberlefTe offences 
Gainft me, that I cannot uke peace with: 
No blacke £nuy fhall make my Graue. 
Commend mee to his Grace : 
And if he fpeake of Buckingham', pray tell him. 
You met him halfe in Heauen: my vowcs and prayers 
Yet are the Kings; and till my Soule fbrfake. 
Shall cry for bleffmgs on him. May he Hue 
Longer then I haue time to tell his yeares ; 
Euer belou*d and louing, may his Rule be ; 
And when old Time fhall lead him to his end, 
GoodneiTs and he, fill vp one Monument. 

Lou, To th* water fide I muft condu^ your Grace; 
Then giue my Charge vp to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who vndertakes you to your end. 

f^aux. Prepare there, 
The Duke is comming : See the Barge be ready; 
And fit it with fuch ftirniture asfuites 
The GreatnefTe of his Pcrfon. 

Buc{. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 
Let it alone; my State now will but mocke me. 
When I came hither, I was Lord High Confbble, 
And Duke of ^uc^ingham : now, poort £dvard Bobuu^ 
Yet 1 am richer then my bafe Accufers, 
That neuer knew what Truth meant : I now feale it ; 
And with that bloud will make *em one day groane for't 
My noble Father Henry of Buckingham, 
Who firft rais*d head againft Vfurping Richard, 
Flying for fuccour to his Seruan t ^i7/^«r, 
Being diftreft; was by that wretch betraid, 
And without Tryall, fell; Gods peace be with him. 
Henry the Seauenth fucceeding, truly pittying 
My Fathers loffe; like a moft Royall Prince 
Rcftor'd me to my Honours : and out of mines 
Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Sonne, 
Henry the Eight, Life, Honour, Name and all 
That made me happy; at one fbx>ake ha*s taken 
For euer from the World. I had my Tryall, 
And muft needs fay a Noble one; which makes me 
A little happier then my wretched Father : 
Yet thus farre we are one in Fortunes; both 
Fell by our Seruants, by thofe Men we lou'd moft: 
A moft vnnaturall and faithleiTe Seruice. 
Heauen ha*s an end in all : yet, you that beare me. 
This firom a dying man receiue as certaine : 
Where you are liberall of your loues and Councels, 
Be fure you be not loofe ; for thofe you make friends. 

And 
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^ue your hearts to; when they once perceiue 

eaft nib in your fortunes, fall away 

water from ye, ncucr found againe 

rhere they meane to finke ye : all good people 

for me, I muft now forfake ye; the laft houre 

y long weary life is come vpon me : 

^ellj and when you would fay fomthing that is fad, 

lehowlfell. 

e done; and God forgiue me. 

Exeunt Dul^ and Trahu, 

O, this is full of pitty ; Sir,it cals 
r, too many curfes on their heads 
were the Authors. 

If the Duke be guiltlefle, 
iill of woe : yet I can giue you inckling 

enfuingeuiil, if it fall, 
er then this. 

Good Angels keepe it from ts: 
: may it be? you doe not doubt my faith Sir? 
This Secret is fo weighty, 'twill require 
>ng faith to conceale it. 
Let me haue it 1 
not talke much. 
I am confident; 

liall Sir : Did you not of late dayes heare 
ezing of a Separation 
rene the King and Katbertne } 

Yes, but it held not; 
hen the King once heard it, out of anger 
nt command to the Lord Mayor ftraight 
>p the rumor; and allay thofe tongues 
durft difperfe it. 

But that flander Sir, 
nd a truth now: for it growes agen 
£r then e*re it was ; and held for certaine 
Cing will venture at it. Either the Cardinall, 
me about him neere, haue out of malice 
le good Queene, pofleft him with a fcruple 
will vndoe her: To confirme this too, 
nail Campeim is arriuM, and lately, 
I thinke for this bufines. 

Tis the Cardinall; 
meerely to reuenge him on the Emperour, 
ot beftowing on him at his asking, 
Archbiihopricke of ToWo, this is purpoe*d. 
I thinke 

laue hit the marke ; but Is*t not croell, 
flie (hould feele the fmart of this : the Cardinall 
haue his will, and (he muft fall. 

'Tis wofiill. 

are too open heere to argue this : 
thinke in priuate more. Exeunt, 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Lord CbsmherUune^ reading ehi Letter, 

TTLordf the Horfes your Lordjhip fent fir^ mtb all the 
care I bady 1 Jaw well chojen^ ridden^ and Jurnijh'd. 
vere young and bandfomey and of tbe heft breed in tbe 
Wben tbey were ready to Jet out for London^ a man 
Lord Cardinalh yby Commij/tony and tnaine pvwer toolff 
om nuy witb tbit reajcmbu wuufUr would bee Jerud be- 



fore a Su^eSlyifnot before tbe King^ wbicb flop^dour meutbes 
Sir, 

I feare he will indeede ; well, let him haue them ; hee 
will haue all I thinke. 

Enter to tbe Lord Cl>amberlaine, tbe Dui^s of Nor- 
fol\e and Suffol^e, 

Norf. Well met my Lord Cbamberlaine, 

Cham. Good day to both your Graces. 

St^, How is the King imployd } 

Cham. I left him priuate. 
Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 

Norf What's the caufe ? 

Cham. It feemes the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 
Ha's crept too neere his Confcience. 

Suff. No, his Confcience 
Ha's crept too neere another Ladie. 

Norf Tis fo; 
This is the Cardinals doing : The King-Cardinall, 
That blinde Prieft, like the eldeft Sonne of Fortune, 
Turnes what he lift. The King will know him one day. 

Suff. Pray God he doe, 
Hee'l neuer know himfelfe elfe. 

Norf How holily he workes in all his bufinefl*e. 
And with what zeale? For now he has crackt the League 
Between vs & the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew) 
He diues into the Kings Soule, and there fcatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the Confcience, 
Feares, and defpaires, and all thefe for his Marriage. 
And out of all thefe, to reftore the King, 
He counfels a Diuorce, a loiTc of her 
That like a lewell, ha's hung twenty yeares 
About his necke, yet neuer loft her luftre ; 
Of her that loues him with that excellence. 
That Angels loue good men with : Euen of her. 
That when the greateft ftroake ^i Fortune falls 
Will bleffe the King : and is not this courfe pious ? 

C^M.Heacen keep me from fuch councel : tis moft true 
Thefe newes are euery where, euery tongue fpeaks *em. 
And euery true heart weepes fbr't. All that da re 
Looke into thefe affaires, fee this maine end, 
The French Kings Sifter. Heauen will one day open 
The Kings eyes, that fo long haue flept vpon 
This bold bad man. 

Suff. And free ts from his flauery. 
Norf, We had need pray. 
And heartily, for our deliuerance; 
Or this imperious man will worke vs all 
From Princes into Pages : all mens honours 
Lie like one lumpe before him, to be fafhion'd 
Into what pitch he pleafe. 

Suff. For me, my Lords, 
I loue him not, nor feare him,there's my Creede: 
As I am made without him,fo He ibnd, 
If the King pleafe : his Curfes and his bleffings 
Touch me alike: th'are breath I not beleeue in. 
I knew him, and I know him : fo I leaue him 
To him that made him proud ; the Pope. 

Norf. Let's in ; 
And with fome odier bufines, put the King 
From thefe fad thoughts, that work too much Tpon him: 
My Lord, youle beare vs company? 

Cham. Excufe me. 
The King ha's fent me otherwhere : Befides 
You'l finde a moft vnfit time to difturbe him: 
Health to your Lordihips. 

V Nor. 
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Norfall^. Thankes my good Lord Cbamberlalne, 

Exit Lord Cbamberlaint^ and the King drarces the Curtaine 

and fit reading fenfiuely. 

Suff, How fad he lookes; lure he U much afHided. 

Kin. Who^s there? Ha? 

Norff, Pray God he be not angry. (feluei 

Kin, Who*s there I fay? How dare you thruft your 
Into my priuate Meditations? 
Who am I? Ha? 

Norff, A gracious King, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne're meant : Our breach of Duty this way, 
Is bufinefle of Eftate; in which, we come 
To know your Royall pleafure. 

Kin, Ye are too bold ; 
Go too; Jle make ye know your times of bufinefle : 
Is this an howre for temporall affaires? Ha f 

Enter Woljey and Campeius with a Qommiffion, 
Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinall ? O my fVolfey^ 
The quiet of my wounded Confcience ; 
Thou art a cure fit for a KLing; you*r welcome 
Moft learned Reuerend Sir, into our KLingdome, 
Vfe vs,and it: My good Lord, haue great care, 
I be not found a Talker. 
Vf^ol, Sir, you cannot; 
I would your Grace would giue vs but an houre 
Of priuate conference. 

Kin. We are bufie; goe. 

Norff, This Prieft ha*s no pride in him ? 

&»^Nottofpcakeof: 
I would not be fo (icke though for his place: 
But this cannot continue. 

Norff, If it doe, He venture one; haue at him. 
Suff. I another . 

Exeunt Ncrfo!\e and Suffol^e, 
Vol. Your Grace ha*8 giuen a Prefident of wifedome 
Aboue all Princes, in committing freely 
Your fcruple to the voyce of Chriftendome : 
Who can be angry now ? What Enuy reach you T 
The Spaniard tide by blood and fauour to her, 
Muft now confefle, if they haue any goodnefle, 
The Tryall,iuft and Noble. All the Clerkes, 
(I meane the learned ones in Chriftian Kingdomes) 
Haue their free voyces. Rome (the Nurfe of ludgement) 
Inulted by your Noble felfe,hath fent 
One generall Tongue vnto vs. This good man, 
This iuft and learned Prieft, Cardnall CampeiiUy 
Whom once more, I prefent vnto your HighnefTe. 

Kin. And once more in mine armes I bid him welcome, 
And thanke the holy Conclaue for their loues. 
They haue fent me fuch a Man, I would haue wi(h*d for. 
Cam. Your Grace muft needs deferuc all ftrangers loues. 
You are fo Noble : To your Highnefle hand 
I tender my Commiftion; by whofe vertue. 
The Court of Rome commanding. You my Lord 
Cardinall of Tor}^^ are ioynM with me their Seruant, 
In the vnpartiall iudging of thu BufinefTe. (ted 

Kin. Two equall men : The Queene /hall be acquain- 
Forthwith for what you come. Where's Gardiner} 

Vol, 1 know your Maiefty,ha*s alwayes lou*d her 
So deare in heart, not to deny her that 
A Woman of le/Te Place might aske by Law ; 
Schollers allow'd freely to argue for her. 

Kin. I, and the beft ihe (hall haue ; and my fauour 
To him that does bcft, God forbid els : Cardinall, 
Pretheecall Gardiner to me, my new Secretary. 
I find him a fit fellow. 



Enter Qardiner, 

Wol. Glue me your hand: much ioy ic fauour to you; 
You are the Kings now. 

Gard. But to be commanded 
For euer by your Grace, whofe hand ha's raised me. 

Kin, Come hither Gardiner, 

fValJ^s and Vfbifpert. 

Camp, My Lord of Tor\ey was not one Dodor fact 
In this mans place before him ? 

H^ol. Yesjhewas. 

Camp. Was he not held a learned man ? 

IVol. Yesfurely. 

Camp. Beleeue me, there's an ill opinion fpread then, 
£uen of your felfe Lord Cardinall. 

^o/. How? of me? 

Camp They will not fticke to (ay, you enuide him; 
And fearing he would rife ( he Mras fo vertuous ) 
Kept him a forraigne man ftill, which fo greeu'd him. 
That he ran mad, and dide. 

VoL Heau'ns peace be with him: 
That's Chriftian care enough : for lining Murmuren» 
There's places of rebuke. He was a Foole; 
For he would needs be vertuous. That good Fellow, 
If I command him folio wes my appointment, 
I will haue none fo neere els. Learne this Brother, 
We Hue not to be grip'd by meaner pcrfons. 

Kin, Deliuer this with modefty to th' Queene. 

Sx it Gardiner. 
The moft conuenient place, that I can thinke of 
For fuch receipt of Learning, is Black-Fryers : 
There ye fhall meete about this waighty bufines. 
My ff^o/fty, fee it furniih'd, O my Lord, 
Would It not grieue an able man to leaue 
So fweet a Bedfellow? But Confcience, Confcience ; 
O 'tis a tender place, and I muft leaue her. Sxeunt. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Anne ^ullen^ and an old Lady, 

An, Not for that neither; here's the pang that pinches. 
His Highnefle, hauing liu'd fo long with her, and ihe 
So good a Lady, that no Tongue could euer 
Pronounce difhonour of her; by my life. 
She neuer knew harme-doing : Oh, now after 
So many courfes of the Sun enthroaned. 
Still grownng in a Maiefty and pompe, the which 
To leaue, a thoufand fold more bitter, then 
•Tis fweet at firft t'acquire. After this Proceffe. 
To giue her the auaunt,it is a pitty 
Would moue a Monfter. 

Old La. Hearts of moft hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

An, Oh Gods will, much better 
She ne're had knowne pompe ; though't be temporall, 
Yet if that quarrell. Fortune, do dluorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a fufFerance, panging 
As foule and bodies feuering. 

Old L. Alas poore Lady, 
Shee's a flranger now againe. 

An. So much the more 
Muft pitty drop vpon her ; verily 
I fweare,tis better to be lowly borne, 

And 
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ge with humble liuers in Content, 
be pcrkM vp in a 'gliftring griefe, 
ire a golden forrow. 
. Our content 
ft bauing. 

By my troth, and Maidenhead, 
not be a Queene. 
0. Beihrew me, I would, 
ture Maidenhead for*t, and (o would you 
his fpice of your Hipocrifie: 
t haue fo faire parts of Woman on you, 
•o) a Womans heart, which cuer yet 

Eminence, Wealth, Soueraignty ; 
to fay footbyare Bleflings; and which guifts 
^our mincing) the capacity 
(oft Chiuerell Confcience, would receiue, 
ight pleafe to ftretch it. 
Nay, good troth. 

Yes troth, & troth; you would not be a Queen? 

No, not for all the riches vnder Heauen . 
.Tit ftrange$a threepence bow'd would hire me 
am, to Queene it : but I pray you, 
inlce you of a Dutchefle ? Haue you limbs 

that load of Title ? 
lo in truth. 

. Then you are weakly made ; plucke off a little, 
not be a young Count in your way, 
s then bluihing comes to : If your backe 
rouchfafe this burthen, tis too weake 
;et a Boy. 

iow you doe talke; 
againe, I would not be a Queene, 
he world : 

L. In ^ith, for little England 
'enture an emballing : I my felfe 
*or Carnaruanjbirty although there long*d 
: to th* Crowne but that : Lo, who comes here f 

Enter Lord C^f'^^^^^''^' (know 

tOT. Good morrow Ladies j what wer*t worth to 
et of your conference ? 
Ay good Lord, 

demand; it values not your asking : 
Tis Sorrowes we were pittying. 

It was a gentle bufinefle, and becomming 
>n of good women, there is hope 
be well. 

Now I pray God, Amen. 

You beare a gentle minde, tc heau*nly bleffings 
jch Creatures. That you may, faire Lady 
I fpeake fincerely , and high notes 
^our many vertues; the Kings Maiefty 
ds his good opinion of you, to you; and 
rpofe honour to you no lelTe flowing, 
irchioneflTe of Vembrool^e^ to which Title, 
and pound a yeare, Annuall fupport, 
is Grace, he addes. 
[ doe not know 

nde of my obedience, I fhould tender; 
:n my All, is Nothing : Nor my Prayers 
words duely hallowed; nor my Wifhes 
rth, then empty vanities : yet Prayers & Wiihes 

can retume. 'Befeech your Lordfliip, 
e to fpeake my thankes, and my obedience, 
a bluih ng Handmaid, to hb Highneflc; 
ealth and Royalty I pray for. 



Cham. Lady; 
I fliall not faile t*approue the &ire conceit 
The King hath of you. I haue perus'd her well, 
Beauty and Honour in her are fo mingled. 
That they haue caught the King : and who knowes yet 
But from this Lady, may proceed a lemme. 
To lighten all this He. Tie to the King, 
And fay I fpoke with you. 

Exit Lord Cbamberlahu, 

An, My honoured Lord. 

Old. X. Why this it is : See, fee, 
I haue beene begging fixteene yeares in Court 
(Am yet a Courtier beggerly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
For any fuit of pounds: and you, (oh tite) 
A very frefli Fiih hcere ; ^ e, f^e, fye vpon 
This comperd fortune : haue your mouth fild vp. 
Before you open it. 

An. This is ftrange to me. '' 

OldL. How tafts it? Is it bitter ? Forty pence, no: 
There was a Lady once (tis an old Story) 
That would not be a Queene, that would (he not 
For all the mud in Egypt ; haue you heard it ? 

An. Come you are pleafant. 

Old. L. With your Theame, I could 
0*re-mount the Larke : The Marchionefle of PembrooJ^e} 
A thoufand pounds a yeare, for pure refpe^ t 
No other obligation ? by my Life, 
That promifes mo thoufands : Honours traine 
Is longer then his fore-skirt ; by this time 
I know your backe will beare a DutchelTe. Say, 
Are you not ftronger then you were? 

An. Good Lady, 
Make your felfe mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leaue me out on*t. Would I had no being 
If this falute my blood a iot ; it faints me 
To thinke what followes. 

The Queene is comfortleiTe, and wee forgetful! 
In our long abfence : pray doe not deliuer. 
What heere y'haue heard to her. 

OldL. What doe you thinke me ' Exeunt. 



Scena Quarta. 



Trumfeti^ Sennet ^ and Cornets. 
Enter two yergersy with Jbo'tfiluer wandi ; next them two 
Scribes in the habite of Dolors; after them, the ^ifbop of 
Canterbury alone ; after him, the Bijkops of lAncolne, Ely, 
RocheJUr, and S* AJaph : Next them, with fome /mall 
diflance, followes a Gentleman bearing the Purje, with the 
great SeaUy and a Cardinals Hat : T/v« two Priefts, bea- 
ring each a Siluer Croffe : Then a Gentleman Vfber bare- 
headed ^accompanyed with a Sergeant at Armes, bearing a 
Siluer Mace : Then two Gentlemen bearing two great 
Siluer Pillers : A/ter them^fde by fide, the two Cardinals, 
two Noblemen,with the Sword and Mace. The King tal^es 
place vnder the Qoth of State. The two Cardinalls ft 
'vnder him as ludges, Ihe Queene takes place Jome di- 
ftance from the King. The ^ijbops place themjelues on 
each fide the Court in manner of a Confiflory : ^elow them 
the Scribes. The Lords ft next the Bijhops. The reft of the 
Attendants Jiand in conuenient order about the Stage. 

V 2 Card. 
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Car, Whirft our Commiflion from Rome is read, 
Let iilence be commanded. 
King. What's the need ? 
It hath already publiquely bene read, 
And on all fides th* Authority allowed, 
You may then fpare that time. 

Car. Bee*t fo, proceed. 

Scrl, Say, Henry K. of England^ come into the Court. 

Crier. Henry King of England, &c. 

King^ Heere. 

Scribe. Say, Katberine Quecne of England, 
Come into the Court. 

Crier. Katberine Queene of England, &c. 

The Queene ma^et no anjvery rijes out of her Qbairtf 

foes about the Court ^ comes to the King^and i^eeies at 
is Feete. then Jpea^es . 
Sir, I deiire you do me Right and luftice. 
And to beftow your pitty on me ; for 
I am a moft poore Woman, and a Stranger, 
Borne out of your Dominions : hauing heere 
No ludge indifferent, nor no more alTurance 
Of equall Friend/hip and Proceeding. Alas Sir : 
In what haue I offended you ? What caufe 
Hath my behauiour giuen to your difpleafure. 
That thus you fhould proceede to put me off. 
And take your good Grace from me? Hcauen witneiTe, 
I haue bene to you, a true and humble Wife, 
At all times to your will conformable : 
Euer in feare to kindle your Diflike, 
Yea, fubie^ to your Countenance : Glad, or forry. 
As I fa w it inclinM ? When was the houre 
I euer contradided your Defire ? 
Or made it not mine too? Or which of your Friends 
Haue I not ftroue to loue, although I knew 
He were mine Enemy f What Friend of mine, 
That had to him deria*d your Anger, did I 
Continue in my Liking? Nay, gaue notice 
He was from thence difchargM ? Sir, call to minde^ 
That I haue bcene your Wife, in this Obedience, 
VpM^rd of twenty yeares, and haue bene bleft 
With many Children by you. If in the courfe 
And proceflc of this time, you can report. 
And proue it too, agalnfl mine Honor, aught; 
My bond to Wedlocke, or my Loue and Dutie 
Againft your Sacred Perfon ; in Gods name 
Turne me away : and let the fowl'ft Contempt 
Shut doore vpon me, and fo giue me vp 
To the iharp*ft kinde of luftice. Pleafe you. Sir, 
The King your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince moft Prudent; of an excellent 
And vnmatchM Wit, and ludgemcnt. Ferdhtand 
My Father, King of Spaine, was reckon*d one 
The wifefl Prince, that there had reign'd, by many 
A yeare before. It is not to be queftionM, 
That they had gathered a wife Counccll to them 
Of euery Realme, that did debate this BufinefTe, 
Who dcemM our Marriage lawful. Wherefore I humbly 
Befcech you Sir, to fpare me, till 1 may 
Be by my Friends in'Spaine,aduis*d ; whofe Counfaile 
I will implore. If not,i'th*name of God 
Your pleafure be fulfiird. 

IVot. You haue heere Lady, 
(And of your choice) thefe Reuerend Fathers, men 
Of fingular Integrity, and Learning ; 
Yea, the tXtOi o*th*Land, who are affcmbled 
To pleade your Caufe. It (hall be therefore bootleffe, 



That longer you defire the Court, aa well 
For your owne quiet, as to reftiBe 
What is vnfetled in the King. 

Camt. His Grace 
Hath Ipokcn well, and iuftly : Therefore Madam, 
It*8 fit this Royall Seflion do proceed. 
And that f without delay^ their Arguments 
Be now produced, and heard. 

Qu^, Lord Cardinall, to you I fpeake. 

WoL Your pieafure, Madam. 

Slu, Sir, I am about to weepe ; but thinking that 
We are a Queene (or long haue dreamed fb) certaine 
The daughter of a King, my drop* of teares^ 
lie turne to fparkes of fire. 

WoU Be patient yet. 

Qu, I will, when you are humble; Nay before, 
Or God will punifli me. I do beleeue 
(InducM by potent Circumftances) that 
You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge, 
You (hall not be my ludge. For it is you 
Haue blowne this Coale, betwixt my Lord, and roe) 
(Which Gods dew quench) therefore, I fay againe, 
I vtterly abhorre ; yea, from my Soule 
Refufe you for my ludge, whom yet once more 
I hold my moft malicious Foe, and tbiake not 
At all a Friend to truth. 

ITo/. I do profefTe 
You fpeake not like your felfe : who euer yet 
Haue ftood to Charity, and difplayd th^cfTed^s 
Of difpofidon gentle, and of wifedome. 
Ore-topping womans powre. Madam, yon do me wrong 
I haue no Spleene againft you, nor iniuftice 
For you, or any : how farre 1 haue proceeded, 
Or how farre fiirther (Shall) is warranted 
By a Commiftion from the Confiftorie, 
Yea, the whole Confiftorie of Rome. You charge me. 
That I haue blowne this Coale : I do deny it. 
The King is prefent : If it be knowne to him. 
That I gainfay my Deed, how may he wound. 
And worthily my Falfehood, yea, as much 
As you haue done my Truth. If he know 
That I am free of your Report, he knowet 
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lies to cure me, and the Cure is to 
Remoue thefe Thoughts firom you. The which befi>re 
His Highnefte ftiall fpeake in, I do befeech 
You (gracious Madam) to vnthinke your fpeaking. 
And to fay fo no more. 

Slueen. My Lord, my Lord, 
I am a fimple woman, much too weake 
T'oppofe your eunning. Y*are meek, & humble-month'd 
You figne your Place, and Calling, in full feeming, 
With Meekenefife and Humilitie : but your Heart 
Is crammM with Arrogancie, Spleene, and Pride. 
You haue by Fortune, and his Highnefle fauon. 
Gone (lightly oVe lowe fteppes, and now are mounted 
Where Powres are your Reuinen, and your words 
(Domeftickes to you) ferue your will, as*t pleafe 
Your felfe pronounce their Oflice. I muft tell yoo. 
You tender more your perfons Honor, then 
Your high profeftion Spirituall. That agen 
I do refufe you for my ludge, and heere 
Before you all, Appeale rnto the Pope, 
To bring my whole Caufe *fbre his HolinefTe, 
And to be iudg*d by him. 

She Curtjies to the Kingy and offers to defart. 

Camf. 
_- 
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The Queene is obftinate, 
le to luftice, apt to accufe it, and 
all to be tride by*tj lis not well. 
Ding away. 
Call her againe. 

KatbertHe, Q^ of England, come into the Court. 
Vjb. Madam,you are cald baclce. 
What need you note it? pray you keep your way, 
ou are cald returne. Now the Lord hclpe, 
xe me paft my patience, pray you pafTe on; 
>t Urry: no, nor euer more 
lis bufineffe my appearance make, 
f their Courts. 

Sxit S^ueeney and her Atttudants. 
Got thy wayes Kate^ 
in i*th^ world, who fliall report he ha*s 

Wife, let him in naught be trufted, 
king falfe in that ; thou art alone 
rare qualities, fweet gentleneiTe, 
ekneffe Saint-like, Wife-like Gouernment, 

in commanding, and thy parts 
ne and Pious els, could fpeake thee out) 
«ne of earthly Queenes : Sheets Noble borne ; 
e her true Nobility,{he ha*s 
her felfe towards me. 
Moft gracious Sir, 
>left manner I require your Higbnes, 
[hall pleafe you to declare in hearing 
lefe eares(fbr where I am robM and bound , 
luft I be vnloo6*d, although not there 
,and fully fatisfide) whether euer I 
ich this bufines to your Highnes,or 
' fcruple in your way, which might 
rou to the queftion on*t:or euer 
you, but with thankes to God for fuch 
1 Lady, fpake one, the leaft word that might 
e preiudice of her prefent State, 
3 of her good Perfon } 
My Lord Cardinally 
cufe you \ yea, vpon mine Honour, 
)u from*t : You are not to be taught 
a haue many enemies, that know not 
ey are fo; but like to Village Curres, 
'hen their fellowes doe. By fome of thefe 
eene is put in anger; y*are excusM : 

you be more iuftifi'de P You euer 
fh*d the deeping of this bufines,neuer defir*d 
ftir^d) but ofthaue hindred,oft 
Pages made toward it; on my Honour, 

my good Lord Cardnall, to this point; 
IS farre cleare him. 
hat mouM me too't, 

; bold with time and your attention : (too*t: 

arke th*inducement. Thus it came ; giue heede 
fcience firft receiuM a tendemes, 
and pricke,on certaine Speeches vtter'd 
ihop of ^<3y(Mv,then French EmbafTador, 
d beene hither fent on the debating 
irriage *twixt the Duke of Or/MJirr, and 
ighter Mary : I'th^Progrefle of this bufines, 
terminate refolutlon, hee 
e the Bifhop) did require a refpite, 
1 he might the King his Lord aduertife, 
r our Daughter were legitimate, 
ng this our Marriage with the Dowager, 
les our Brothers Wife. This refpite fliooke 



The bofome of my Confcience, enterM me; 

Yea, with a fpitting power, and made to tremble 

The region of my Breaft, which forc'd fuch way. 

That many maz'd confiderings, did throng 

And preft in with this Caution. Firft,me thought 

I ftood not in the fmile of Heauen, who had 

Commanded Nature, that my Ladies wombe 

If it conceiu'd a male-child by me, fhould 

Doe no more Offices of life too't; then 

The Graue does to th' dead : For her Male IfTue, 

Or di*de where they were made, or fhortly after 

This world had ayr*d them. Hence I tooke a thought, 

This was a Judgement on me, that my Kingdome 

^Well worthy the beft Heyre o*th' World ) fhould not 

Be gladded in*t by me. Then followes, that 

I weigh'd the danger which my Realmes ftood in 

By this my IfTues ^ile, and that gaue to me 

Many a groaning thrgw : thus hulling in 

The wild Sea of my Confcience, I did fteere 

Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 

Now prefent heere togethertthat's to fay, 

I meant to redtifie my Confcience, which 

I then did feele full ficke,and yet not well. 

By all the Reuerend Fathers of the Land, 

And Dolors learned. Firft I began in priuate. 

With you my Lord of Lincciae'y you remember 

How vnder my oppreffion I did reeke 

When I firft mou*d you. 

B. Un. Very well my Liedge. 

JCin, I haue fpoke long, be pleas*d your felfe to fay 
How farre you fadsfide me. 

Lin. So pleafe your Highnes, 
The queftion did at firft Co ftagger me. 
Bearing a State of mighty moment in*t, 
And confequence of dread, that I committed 
The daringft Counfaile which I had to doubt. 
And did entreate your Highnes to this courfe. 
Which you are running heere. 

JCin, I then mou*d you. 
My Lord of Canurhuryyind got your leaue 
To make this prefent Summons vnfolicited. 
I left no Reuerend Perfon in this Court; 
But by particular confent proceeded 
Vnder your hands and Scales ; therefore goe on, 
For no diflike i*th* world againft the perfon 
Of the good Queene ; but the fharpe thorny points 
Of my alleadged reafons, driues this forward : 
Proue but our Marriage lawfull, by my Life 
And Kingly Dignity, we are contented 
To weare our mortall State to come, with her, 
{Katberitie our Queene) before the primeft Creature 
That's Panragon*d o*th' World 

Camp. So pleafe your Highnes, 
The Queene being abfent, *tis a needfull fitnefle, 
That we adiourne this Court till further day; 
Meane while, muft be an earneft motion 
Made to the Queene to call backe her Appeale 
She intends vnto his Holinefle. 

IGn. I may perceiue 
Thefe Cardinals trifle with me : I abhorre 
This dilatory floth, and trickes of Rome. 
My learn*d and welbeloued Seruant Cranmer^ 
Prethec returne, with thy approch: I know, 
Mv comfort comes along: breake vp the Court; 
I fay, fet on. 

Exeunty In manner as tbey enttr^J, 

V 3 ji^ta 
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ASius Tertius. Scena ^rima. 



Enter S^ueene and her JVomen m at wori(e. 
Queen, Take thy Lute wench, 
My Soule growes fad with troubles, 
Sing, and difperfe 'em if thou canft: leaue working: 

Song. 

ORpbem v'ttb his Lute made Treex^ 
And the Mount aine tops that freau^ 
^Bff» themjelues when be didjtng. 
To bi MuJUke^ Plants and Fltmers 
Euerjfrung'y as Sunne and Sbortersj 
Tbere bad made a lafiing Spring, 
Euery thing that beard him play y 
Euen the Billowes of the Sea, 
Hung their beads, & then lay by, 
Injvteet Muficl^ it fuch Art, 
Killing care,& gri^e of heart. 
Fail ajleepe, or bearing dye. 

Enter a Gentleman, 

S^ueen, How now? 

Gent. And*t pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the prefence. 

Slueen, Would they fpeake with me ? 

Gent, They wiPd me fay fo Madam. 

Queen. Pray their Graces 
To come neere : what can be their bufines 
With me, a poore weake woman, falne from fauour ? 
I doe not like their commingj now I thinke on*t, 
They fliould bee good men, their af&ires as righteous : 
But all Hoods, make not Monkes. 

Enter tbe tvfo Cardinalls, ^olfey & Campion, 

Wolf, Peace to your Higbneffe. 

Queen. Your Graces find me hecre part of a Houfwi/e, 
(I would be all)again(l the worft may happen: 
What are your pleafures with me, reuerent Lords ? 

Wol, May it pleafe you Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your priuate Chamber ; we (hall glue you 
The full caufe of our comming. 

Slueen. Speake it hcerc. 
There's nothing I haue done yet o* my Confcience 
Deferues a Corner : would all other Women 
Could fpeake this with as free a Soule as I doe. 
My Lords,! care not (fo much 1 am happy 
Aboue a number) if my anions 
Were tri'de by eu'ry tongue, eu*ry eye faw *em, 
Enuy and bafe opinion fet againft'em, 
I know my life fo euen. If your bufines 
Seeke me out, and that way I am Wife in ; 
Out with it boldly: Truth loues open dealing. 
C^rd, Tanta eft erga te mentit integritat Regina ferenijftma. 

Queen. O good my Lord, no Latin ; 
I am not fuch a Truant fince my comming. 
As not to know the Language I haue liu'd in : (ous : 
A ftrange Tongue makes my caufe more ftrange, fufpitl- 
Pray fpeake in Englifli ; heere are fome will thanke you, 
If you fpeake truth, for their poore Miftris fake ; 
Beleeue me (he ha's had much wrong. Lord Cardinall, 
The willing*ft finne 1 cuer yet committed, 
May be abfolu*d in Englifh. 

Card, Noble Lady, 



I am forry my inte grity (houl breed, 

(And feruice to his Maiefty and you) 

So deepe fufpition, where all fiiith was meant; 

We come not by the way of Acculadon, 

To taint that honour euery good Tongue bleflesj 

Nor to betray you any way to forrow; 

You haue too much good Lady : But to know 

How you ftand minded in the waighty difference 

Betweene the King and you, and to deliuer 

(Like free and honeft men) our iuft opinions. 

And comforts to our caufe. 

Camp, Moft honoured Madam, 
My Lord of Yorke, out of his Noble nature, 
Zeale and obedience he ftill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cenfure 
Both of his truth and him (which was too farre) 
Offers, as I doe, in a figne of peace, 
His Seruice, and his Counfell. 

Queen. To betray me. 
My Lords, I thanke you both for your good wills. 
Ye fpeake like honeft men, (pray God ye proue fo) 
But how to make ye fodainly an Anfwere 
In fuch a poynt of weight, fo neere mine Honour, 
(More neere my Life I feare) with my weake wit; 
And to fuch men of grauity and learning; 
In truth I know not. I was fet at worke. 
Among my Maids, full little (God knowes) looking 
Either for fuch men, or fuch bufineffe; 
For her fake that I haue beene, for 1 feele 
The laft fit of my GreatneflTe ; good your Graces 
Let me haue time and Councell for my Caufe : 
Alas, 1 am a Woman frendlelTe, hopeleffe. 

ITo/. Madam, 
You wrong the Kings loue with thefe feares. 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Queen, In England, 
But little for my profit can you thinke Lords, 
That any Englifh man dare giue me Councell? 
Or be a knowne friend *gainft his Highnes pleafure, 
(Though he be growne fo defperate to be honeft) 
And liue a Subiedt? Nay fbrfooth, my Friends, 
They that muft weigh out my afHlidions, 
They that my truft muft grow to, liue not heere. 
They are (as all my other comforts) hr hence 
In mine owne Countrey Lords. 

Camp. I would your Grace 
Would leaue your greefes, and take my Counfell. 

Slueen. How Sir f 

Camp, Put your maine caufe into the. Kings protedioo, 
Hee's louing and moft gracious. *Twill be much, 
Both for your Honour better, and your Caufe : 
For if the tryall of the Law o'retake ye, 
You*l part away difgrac'd. 

Wol. He tels you rightly. 

^ueen. Ye tell me what ye wifh for both, my mine: 
Is this your Chriftian Councell ? Out vpon ye. 
Heauen is aboue all yet ; there fits a ludge. 
That no King can corrupt. 

Camp. Your rage miftakes vs. 

^ueen. The more fhame for ye; holy men I thought yC) 
Vpon my Soule two reuerend Cardinall Vertues: 
But Cardinall Sins, and hollow hearts 1 feare ye : 
Mend *em for fhame my Lords : Is this your comfort ? 
The Cordiall that ye bring a wretched Lady ? 
A woman loft among ye, laugh't at, fcomd ? 
1 will not wifh ye halfe my miferiet. 
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>re Charity. But (ay I warned ye ; 

d, for heauent fake take heed, leaft at once 

len of my forrowet, h\\ vpon ye. 

Madam, this U a meere diftra^on, 

; the good we offer, into enuy. 

Ye tume me into nothing. Woe vpon ye, 

ich falfe Profeffbrs. Would you haue me 

lue any luftice,any Pitty, 

riy thing but Churchmens habits) 

cJce caufe into his hands, that hates me t 

banifh*d me his Bed already, 

, too long ago. I am old my Lords, 

le Fellowihip I hold now with him 

ny Obedience. What can happen 

)oue this wretchednefle f All your Studies 

a CurTe, like this. 

Your feares are worfe. 
tue I liu*d thus long (let me fpeake my felfe, 
tue findes no friends) a Wife,a true one ? 

I (I dare fay without V^ainglory) 
: branded with Sufpition? 

ith all my full AfFeOions 
Jie King ? Lou*d him next Heau*nf ObeyM him? 
of fondnefle) fuperftitious to him? 
rgot my Prayres to content him ? 
thus rewarded ? *Tis not well Lords, 
a conftant woman to her Husband, 
ne*re dreamM a loy, beyond his pleafure ; 
at Woman f'when ihe has done moft) 
adde an Honor ; a great Patience, 
ladam,you wander from the good 
at. 

ly Lord, 

make my felfe fo guiltie, 
p willingly that Noble Title 
ter wed me to : nothing but death 
diuorce my Dignities. 
ray heare me. 
^ould I had neuer trod this Englifh Earth, 

• Flatteries that grow rpon it : 

kngels Faces; but Heauen knowes your hearts. 

become of me now, wretched Lady ? 
noft vn happy Woman liuing. 
re Wenches ) where are now your Fortunes? 
*d ypon a KJngdome, where no Pitty, 
s, no Hope, no Kindred weepe for me ? 

Graue allow*d me ? Like the Lilly 

was Miftris of the Field, and flourifh*d, 
ny head, and perifh. 
f your Grace 

be brought to know, our Ends are honeft, 
:le more comfort. Why (hold wef'good Lady) 
t caufe wrong you ? Alas, our Places, 
>f our Profeflion is againft it ; 

• Cure fuch forrowes, not to fowe*em. 
leiTe fake, confider what you do, 
may hurt your felfe: I, vtterly 

II the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage, 
t of Princes kilTe Obedience, 

hey loue it. But to ftubborne Spirits, 
I and grow, as terrible as ftormes. 
u haue a Gentle, Noble temper, 

euen as a Calme ; Pray tbinke ts, 

profefle, Peace-makers, Friends, and Seruants. 
Madam, you*l finde it fb: 
5 your Vcrtues 



With thefe weake Womcns feares. A Noble Spirit 

As yours was, put into you, euer cafts 

Such doubts as £dfe Coine from it. The King loues you. 

Beware you loofe it not : For vs(if you pleafe 

To trufl vs in your bufine(re)we are ready 

To vfe our ytmofl Studies, in your feruice. 

Qu, Do what ye will, my Lords : 
And pray fbrgiue me ; 
If I haue vs'd my felfe vnmannerly. 
You know I am a Woman, lacking wit 
To make a feemely anfwer to fuch perfons. 
Pray do my feruice to his Maieftie, 
He ha*s my heart yet, and fhall haue my Prayers 
While I fhall haue my life. Come reuerend Fathers, 
Beftow your Councels on me. She now begges 
That little thought when fhe fet footing heere. 
She ihould haue bought her Dignities (o deere. Exeunt 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter the Dul^e of Norfolke y Dukf ofSuffolkfi Lord Surrey ^ 
and Lord Chamherlaim. 

Norf, If you will now vnite in your Complaints, 
And force them with a Conftancy, the Cardinall 
Cannot fhnd vnder them. If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannbt promife. 
But that you fhall fuftaine moe new difgraces. 
With thefe you beare alreadie. 

Sur, I am ioyfuU 
To meete the leafl occafion, that may giue me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-Law, the Duke,- 
To be reuengM on him. 

Suf. Which of the Pceres 
Haue vncontemn*d gone by him, or at leafl 
Strangely negledted^ When did he regard 
The flampe of NoblenefTe in any perfon 
Out of himfelfe ? 

Cbam, My Lords, you fpeake your pleafures : 
What he deferues of you and me, I know : 
What we can do to him (though now the time 
Giues way to vs) I much feare. If you cannot 
Barre his acceffe to*th*King, neuer attempt 
Any thing on him : for he hath a Witchcraft 
Oucr the King in*s Tongue. 

Nor, O feare him not. 
His fpell in that is out : the King hath found 
Matter againft him, that for euer marres 
The Hony of his Language. No, he*s fetled 
(Not to come.off^ in his difpleafure. 

Sur, Sir, 
I ihould be glad to heare fuch Newes as this 
Once euery houre. 

Nor, Beleeue it, this is true. 
In the Diuorce, his contrarie proceedings 
Are all vnfolded : wherein he appeares. 
As I would wifh mine Enemy. 

Sur. How came 
His pradiifesto light? 

Suf. Moftftrangely. 

Sur, O how? how i 

Suf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope mifcarried. 

And 
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And came to th*eye o*th*King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardinall did intreat his HolinelTe 
To ftay the ludgement o'th'Diuorce j for if 
It did taJce place, I do (quoth he) perceiue 
MyKLing is ungled in af&^on,to 
A Creature of the Queenes, Lady Aine 'Balieti^ 

Sur, Ha*s the King this ? 

Suf. Beleeue it. 

Sur, Will this worke ? 

Cham. The King in this perceiues him, how he coaili 
And hedges his owne way. But in this point, 
All his trickes founder, and he brings his Phyficke 
After his Patients deathj the King already 
Hath married the faire Lady. 

Sur. Would he had. 

Suf. May you be happy in your wiih my Lord, 
For I profeiTe you haue it. 

&tr. Now all my ioy 
Trace the Coniundlion. 

Suf. My Amen too*t. 

Nor. All mens. 

Suf. There^s order giuen for her Coronation ; 
Marry this is yet but yong, and may be left 
To fome eares vnrecounted. But my Lords 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleate 
In minde and feature. I perfwade me, from her 
Will hW fome bleffing to this Land, which (hall 
In it be memorized. 

Sur, But will the King 
Digeft this Letter of the Cardinals ? 
The Lord forbid. 

Nor. Marry Amen. 

Suf. No, no : 
There be moe Wafpes that buz about his Nofe, 
Will make this fting the fooner. Cardinall CawipeutSf 
Is ftolne »way to Rome, hath 'tane no leaue, 
Ha*s left the caufe o*th*King vnhandled, and 
Is pofted as the Agent of our Cardinall, 
To fecond all his plot. I do aflure you, 
The King cry*de Ha, at this. 

Cham. Now God incenfe him, 
And let him cry Ha,lowder. 

Norf But my Lord 
When returnes Cranmerf 

Suf. He is returned in his Opinions, which 
Haue fatisfied the King for his Diuorce, 
Together with all famous CoUedges 
Almoft in Chriftendome : ihortly(I beleeue) 
His fecond Marriage (hall be publj(hd,and 
Her Coronation. /Catherine no more 
Shall be caU*d Queene, but PrincefTe Dowager, 
And Widdow to Prince jirthur. 

Nor. This fame Cranmer*t 
A worthy Fellow, and hath tane much paine 
In the Kings bufineife. 

Suf. He ha*s,and we ihall fee him 
For it,an Arch -by (hop. 

Nor, So I heare. 

Suf. Tw fo. 

Enter fVolfy and CromvelL 
The Cardinall. 

Nor, O b ferae, obferae, hec's moody. 

Car, The Packet Cromwell, 
Gau*t you the King ? 

Crom. To his owne band,in's Bed-chamber. 

Card, Look'd he o*th*tnfide of the Paper ? 



Crom, Prefently 
He did vnfeale them, and the firft he view*d, 
He did it with a Serious minde ; a heede 
Was in his countenance. You he bad 
Attend him heere this Morning. 

Card, Is he ready to come abroad f 

Crom, I thinke by this he is. 

Card, Leaue me a while. Exit Cromtll, 

It ihall be to the Dutches of Alanfon, 
The French Kings Sifter ; He fliall marry her. 
Anne BuUen> No : He no Anne BuHens fox him, 
There's more in*t then fiiire Vifage. BuUen ? 
No, wee'l no 'Bullens : Speedily I wifli 
To heare from Rome. The Marchionefle of Penbroke ? 

Nor, He*s difcontented. 

Suf May be he heares the King 
Does whet his Anger to him. 

Sur, Sharpe enough. 
Lord for thy luftice. 

Car, The late Queenes Gentlewoman ? 
A Knights Daughter 

To be her Miftris Miftris ? The Queenes, Queene ? 
This Candle burnes notcleere, *tis 1 mud fnuifeit, 
Then out it goes. What though 1 know her vertaous 
And well deferuing ? yet I know her for 
A fpleenv Lutheran, and not wholfome to 
Our caufe, that (he (hould lye i'th*bofome of 
Our hard rulM King. Againe, there is fprang vp 
An Heretique, an Arch-one j Crantner, one 
Hath crawl'd into the fauourof the King, 
And is his Oracle. 

Nor. He is vex*d at foipething. 

Enter King^reading of a SeeduU, 

Sur. I would *twcr fomthing y would fret the ftriag, 
The Mafter-cord on*s heart. 

Suf. The King, the King. 

King. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his owne portion ? And what expence by*th'houre 
Seemes to Aow from him? How, i*th*name of Thrift 
Does he rake this together? Now my Lords, 
Saw you the Cardinall? 

Nor. My Lord, we haue 
Stood heere obferuing him. Some ftrange Commodoo 
Is in his braine : He bites his lip, and ftarts. 
Stops on a fodaine, lookea vpon the ground. 
Then layes his finger on his Temple : ftraight 
Springs out into hd gate, then ih>pe againe. 
Strikes his breft hard, and anon, he caAs 
His eye againft the Moone : in moft ftrange Po(hires 
We haue feene him fet himfelfe. 

King. It may well be. 
There is a mutiny in's minde. This morning. 
Papers of State he fent me, to perufe 
As I required : and wot you what I found 
There (on my Confcience put vn wittingly) 
Forfooth an Inoentory, thus importing 
The feuerall parcels of his Plate.his Treafure, 
Rich StufFes and Ornaments of Houlhold, which 
I finde atfuch proud Rate, that it out-fpeakes 
PoiTefTion of a Subied. 

Nor. It*8 Heaoens will. 
Some Spirit put this paper in the Packet, 
To blelTc your eyt withall. 

King, If we did thinke 

His 



The Life of ^ing Henry the Eight. 



221 



mtempladon were aboue the earth, 
xt on Spirituall obiedt, he fhould fUll 
in hisMufings, but I am afFraid 
hinkings are below the Moone,not worth 
rious confidering. 
King takes bit Seatyvbi^irt LoueUj vtbo goes 

to tbe CardinaiL 
. Heauen forgiue me, 
?od blefl*e your Highnefle. 
g. Good my Lord, 

re full of Heauen ly ftufFe, and beare the Inuentory 
IT bcft Graces, in your minde ; the which 
rere now running o*re : you haue fcaric time 
ale from Spirituall leyfure, a briefe fpan 
epc your earthly Audit, fure in that 
le you an ill Husband, and am gald 
ue you therein my Companion. 
. Sir, 

oly Offices I haue a time ; a time 
nke vpon the part of bufinefle, which 
e i*th*State : and Nature does require 
mes of preferuation, which perforce 
"raile fonnc, among^ft my Brethren mortal 1, 
pue my tendance to. 
^, You haue faid well. 

. And euer may your Highnefle yoake together, 
will lend you caufe^ my doing well, 
my well faying. 
^. *Tis well laid agen, 
IS a kinde of good deede to fay well, 
et words are no deeds. My Father louM you, 
d he did, and with his deed did Crowne 
3rd vpon you. Since I had my Office, 
kept you next my Heart, haue not alone 
^*d you where high Profits might come home, 
r*d my prefent Hauings, to be(h)w 
>unties vpon you. 
. What ihould this meane ? 
. The Lord increafe this bufinefle. 
!>. Haue I not made you 
nme man of the State ? I pray you tell me, 
It I now pronounce, you haue found true : 
F you may confeflfe it, fay withall 
are bound to vs, or no. What fay you ? 
. My Soueraigne, I confeiTe your Royall graces 
*d on me daily, haue bene more then could 
jdied purpofes requite, which went • 

i all mans endeauon. My endeauon, 
^uer come too ihort of my Defires, 
Td with my Abilities : Mine owne ends 
»eene mine fo, that euermore they pointed 
good of your moft Sacred Perfon, and 
rofit of the State. For your great Graces 
I vpon me ( poore Vndeferuer) I 
>thing render but Allegiant thankes, 
ayres to heauen for you ; my Loyal tie 
I euer ha*s, and euer (hall be growing, 
ath ( that Winter) kill it. 
f . Fairely anfwer*d : 
ali, and obedient Subied is 
n illuftrated, the Honor of it 
ay the A€t of it, as i*th*contrary 
)wlene{re is the punifliment. I prefume, 
IS my hand ha*s open'd Bounty to you, 
art drop*d Loue, my powre rain*d Honor, more 
u, then any : So your Hand, and Heart, 



Your Braine , and cuery Fun6Hon of your power. 
Should, notwithftanding that your bond of duty. 
As *twer in Loues particular, be more 
To me your Friend, then any. 

Car. I do profeiTe, 
That for your HighneiTe good, I euer laboured 
More then mine owne : that am, haue, and will be 
(Though all the world (hould cracke their duty to you, 
And throw it from their Soule, though perils did 
Abound, as thicke as thought could make *em,and 
Appeare in formes more horrid) yet my Duty, 
As doth a Rocke againft the chiding Flood, 
Should the approach of this wilde Riuer breake. 
And (land vnfliaken yours. 

King. 'Tis Nobly fpoken : 
Take notice Lords, he ha's a Loyall breft. 
For you haue feene him open*t. Read o*re this. 
And after this, and then to Breakfaft with 
What appetite you haue. 

Sxtt Kingyfrffwning 'vpon tbe Q^dtnaliy tbe Nobles 
tbrong after Inm Jmilingyand wbij^ering. 

Car. What mould this meane? 
What fodaine Anger's this? How haue I reap*d it ? 
He parted Frowning fi-om me, as if Ruine 
Leap'd from his Eyes. So lookes tbe chafed Lyon 
Vpon the daring Huntfman that has gall'd him : 
Then makes him nothing. I muft reade this paper : 
I feare the Story of his Anger, "Tis fo : 
This paper ha*s vndone me : *Tlsth*Accompt 
Of all that world of Wealth I haue drawne together 
For mine owne ends, (Indeed to gaine the Popedome, 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negligence .' 
Fit for a Foole to fell by : What croffe Diuell 
Made me put this maine Secret in the Packet 
I fent the King ? Is there no way to cure this ? 
No new deuice to beate this from his Braines? 
I know *twill ftirre him flrongly ; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in fpight of Fortune 
Will bring me off againe. What*s this? To tb*Pope > 
The Letter (as I Hue) with all the BufinelTe 
I writ too*s HolinefTe. Nay then, ferewell : 
I haue touched the higheft point of all my Greatnefle, 
And from that full Meridian of my Glory, 
1 hafte now to my Setting. I fliall fell 
Like a bright exhalation in the Euening, 
And no man fee me more. 

Enter to Wooljey^ tbe Dy{es of Norfolkf and Suffolfy^ tbe 
Earle of Surrey ^ and tbe Lord Cbamberiaine, 

Nor, Heare the Kings pleafure Cardinall, 
Who commands you 
To render vp the Great Scale prefently 
Into our hands, and to:Confine your felfe 
To Afher-houfe, my Lord of Winchefters, 
Till you heare further from hn Highnefle. 

Car. Stay! 
Where*s your Commiffionf Lords, words cannot carrie 
Authority fo weighty. 

Suf. Who dare croflfe 'em. 
Bearing tbe Kings will from his mouth expreflely? 

Car. Till I finde more then will, or words to do it, 
( I meane your malice) know, Oflkious Lords, 
1 dare, and muft deny it. Now I feele 
Of what courfe Mettle ye are molded, £nuy, 
How eagerly ye follow my Difgraces 

As 
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As if it fed ye, and how (lecke and wanton 

Ye appeare in euery thing may bring my mine ? 

Follow your enuious courfes, men of Malice ; 

You haue Chriftian warrant for *em,and no doubt 

In time will finde their fit Rewards. That Seale 

You aske with fuch a Violence, the King 

( Mine, and your Mafter ) with his owne hand,gaue me t 

Bad me enioy it, with the Place, and Honon 

During my life ; and to confirme his Goodnefle, 

Ti'dc it by Letters Patents. Now,who*U take it? 

Sur, The King that gaue it. 

Car, It mud be himfelfe then. 

Sur, Thou art a proud Traitor, Prieft. 

Car, Proud Lord, thou lyeft : 
Within thefe fortie houres, Surrey durft better 
Haue burnt that Tongue, then faide fo. 

Sur. Thy Ambition 
(Thou Scarlet finne) robb*d this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buckingham, my Father-ln-Law, 
The heads of all thy Brother-Cardinals, 
(With thee, and all thy beft parts bound together) 
WeighM not a haire of his. Plague of your policie, 
You fent me Deputie for Ireland, 
Farre from his fuccour ; firom the King, from all 
That might haue mercie on the fault, thou gau'ft him : 
Whirft your great Goodnefle, out of holy pitty , 
AbfbluM him with an Axe. 

Wol. This, and all elfe 
This talking Lord can lay vpon my credit, 
I anrwer,ismoftfaire. The Duke by Law 
Found his deferts. How innocent I was 
From any priuate malice in his end. 
His Noble lurie, and foule Caufe can witnefTe. 
If I lou*d many words. Lord, I fliould tell you, 
You haue as little Honeftie, as Honor, 
That in the way of Loyaltie,and Truth, 
Toward the King, my euer Roiall Mafter, 
Dare mate a founder man then Surrie can be. 
And all that loue his follies. 

Bur. By my Soule, 
Your long Coat (Prieft) proteds you. 
Thou fhould'ft feele 

My Sword i*th*life blood of thee elfe. My Lords, 
Can ye endure to heare this Arrogance ? 
And from this Fellow } If we liue thus tamely, 
To be thus laded by a peece of Scarlet, 
Farewell Nobilitie : let his Grace go forward, 
And dare vs with his Cap, like Larkes. 

Card, All Goodneife 
Is poyfon to thy Stomacke. 

Smt, Yes, that goodnefTe 
Of gleaning all the Lands wealth into one. 
Into your owne hands (Card*nall) by Extortion : 
The goodnefte of your intercepted Packets 
You writ to'th'Popc, againft the King : your goodneflTe 
Since you prouoke me, fhall be moft notorious. 
My Lord of Norfolke,as you are truly Noble, 
As you refpedt the common good, the State 
Of our defpis'd Nobilitie, our Iflues, 
(Whom if he liue, will fcarfe be Gentlemen) 
Produce the grand fumme of his finnes, the Articles 
Colleded from his life. He ftartle you 
Worfe then the Sacring Bell, when the browne Wench 
Lay kifting in your Armes, Lord Cardinall. 

Car. How much me thinkes, I could defpife thu man, 
But that I am bound in Charitie againft it. 



Nar, Thofe Articles, my Lord, are in the Kings hand: 
But thus much, they are foule ones. 

WoL So much fairer 
And fpotlciTe, fhall mine Innocence arife, 
When the King knowes my Truth. 

Sur, This cannot faue you .* 
I thanke my Memorie, I yet remember 
Some of thefe Articles, and out they fhall. 
Now, if you can blufh, and crie guiltie Cardinall, 
YouM ftiew a little Honeftie. 

D^0/. Speake on Sir, 
I dare your worft Obiedions : If I blufh, 
It is to fee a Nobleman want manners. 

Sur, I had rather want thofe, then my head ; 
Haue at you. 

Firft, that without the Kings affent or knowledge. 
You wrought to be a Legate, by which power 
You maim*d the lurifdidion of all Bifhops. 

Nor, Then, That in all you writ to Rome, or elfe 
To Forraignc Princes, Ego & Rex mau 
Was ftiU infcribM : in which you brought the King 
To be your Seruant. 

Suf. Then, that without the knowledge 
Either of King or Councell, when you went 
AmbaiTador to the Emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders, the Great Seale. 

Sur. Item, You fent a large Commiflion 
To Qregory de Cajfado, to conclude 
Without the Kings will, or the States allowance, 
A League betweene his High neffe, and Ferrara. 

Suf. That out of meere Ambition, you haue caused 
Your holy-Hat to be ftampt on the Kings Coine. 

Sur, Then, That you haue fent inumerable fubfbncCf 
(By what mcanes got, I leaue to your owne confcience) 
To furniih Rome, and to prepare the wayes 
You haue for Dignities, to the meere vndooing 
Of all the Kingdome. Many more there are. 
Which fince they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham, O my Lord, 
PrelTe not a falling man too ferre!*tis Vertue ! 
His faults lye open to the Lawes, let them 
(Not you) corrcd him. My heart weepes to fee him 
So little, of his great Selfe. 

Sur. I fbrgiue him. 

Suf. Lord Cardinall, the Kings further pleafure is, 
Bec^ufe all thofe things you haue done of late 
By your power Legatiue within this Kingdome, 
Fall into'th'compafTe of a Premunire ; 
That therefore fuch a Writ be fued againft you. 
To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements, 
Caftles, and whatfoeuer, and to be 
Out of the Kings prote£tion. This is my Charge. 

Nor, And fo wee*l leaue you to your Meditations 
How to liue better. For your ftubborne anfwer 
About the giuing backe the Great Seale to vs. 
The King fhall know it, and (no doubt) fiial thanke yoo- 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinall. 
Exeunt all hut JVolfey. 
Vf^ol. So ftrewell, to the little good you beare me. 
Farewell ? A long farewell to all my GreatneiTe. 
This is the ftate of Man ; to day he puts forth 
The tender Leaues of hopes, to morrow BloiTomes, 
And beares his bluihing Honors thicke vpon him : 
The third day, comes a Froft; a killing Froft, 
And when he thinkes, good eafie man, full furely 

Hi" 
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atnefTe is a ripening, nippes his roote, 

:n he &ls as I do. I haue ventured 

tie wanton Boyes that fwim on bladders : 

iny Summers in a Sea of Glory, 

e beyond my depth: my high-blowne Pride 

th broke vnder me, and now ha*s left me 

and old with Seruice, to the mercy 

le ilreame, that muft for euer hide me. 

ompe, and glory of this World, I hate ye^ 

ny heart new openM. Oh how wretched 

X)ore man, that hangs on Princes fauours? 

} betwixt that fmile we would afpire too, 

reet Afped of Princes, and their ruine, 

ings, and feares then warres, or women haue ; 

en he dalles , he falles like Lucifer, 

o hope againe. 

Enter Cronmellyftandlng amazed. 
)w now Cromwe/i ? 

I haue no power to fpeake Sir. 
What, amaz'd 

nisfortunes ? Can thy Spirit wonder 
man fiiould decline. Nay, and you weep 
ne indeed. 

r. How does your Grace. 
. Why well : 

i) truly happy, my good Crommelly 
my felfe now, and I feele within me, 
: aboue all earthly Dignities, 
nd quiet Confcience. The King ha*s cur*d me, 
ly thanke his Grace : and from thefe ihoulders 
iin*d Pi Hers, out of pitty, taken 
, would (inke a Nauy, (too much Honor.) 
burden Cromwely 'tis a burden 
luy for a man, that hopes for Heauen. 
. I am glad your Grace, 
ide that right vfe of it. 
. I hope I haue : 
le now (me thinkes) 

a Fortitude of Soule, I feele) 
ire more Miferies, and greater farre 
ly Weake-hearted Enemies, dare offer. 
Tewes abroad? 

. The heauieft, and the worfl, 
difpleafure with the King. 
. God blefTe him. 

The next is, that Sir Thomas Moore is chofen 
lancellor, in your place. 
. That's fomewhat fodain. 

a Learned man. May he continue 

his Highneffe fauour, and do luftice 
th8-rake,and his Confcience ; that his bones, 
le ha*s run his courfe, and fleepes in BleHings, 
\ie a Tombe of Orphants teares wept on him. 
lore? 
, That Cranmer is returned with welcome \ 

Lord Arch-byfljop of Canterbury, 

That's Newes indeed. 
, Laft, that the Lady Anne, 
:he King hath in fecrecie long married, 
^ was view'd in open, as his Queene, 
-> Chappell : and the voyce is now 
bout her Corronation. 

There was the waight that pull'd me downe. 
re//, 

ig ha's gone beyond me : All my Glories 
one woman, I haue loft for euer. 



No Sun, fhall euer vfher forth mine Honors, 

Or glide againe the Noble Troopes that waighted 

Vpon my fmiles. Go get thee from me Cromvrely 

I am a poore falne man, vnworthy now 

To be thy Lord, and Mafter. Seeke the King 

(That Sun, I pray may neuer fet).! haue told him. 

What, and how true thou art $ he will aduance thee : 

Some little memory of me, will ftirre him 

(I know his Noble Nature) not to let 

Thy hopefuU feruice perifh too. Good Cronmell 

Negled him not ; make vfe now, and prouide 

For thine owne future fafety. 

Crom. O my Lord, 
Muft I then leaue you ? Muft I needes forgo 
So good, fo Noble, and fo true a Mafter ? 
Beare witneffe, all that haue not hearts of Iron, 
With what a forrow Cromtvel leaues his Lord. 
The King fhall haue my feruice ; but my prayres 
For euer, and for euer fliall be yours. 

Card. Cromwelf I did not thinke to (bed a teare 
In all my Miferies : But thou haft forc'd me 
(Out of thy honeft truth) to play the Woman. 
Let's dry our eyes : And thus farre heare me Cromnely 
And when I am forgotten, as I fhall be. 
And fleepe in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me, more muft be heard of : Say I taught thee; 
Say ff^olfeyy that once trod the wayes of Glory, 
And founded all the Depths, and Shoales of Honor, 
Found thee a way (out of his wracke)to rife in : 
A fure, and fafe one, though thy Mafter mift it. 
Marke but my Fall, and that that Ruin'd me : 
Cromvelf I charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
By that finne fell the Angels : how can man then 
(The Image of his Maker Jhope to win by it? 
Loue thy felfe laft, cherifh thofe hearts that hate thee ; 
Corruption wins not more then Honefty. 
Still in thy right hand, carry gentle Peace 
To filence enuious Tongues. Be iuft, and feare not ; 
Let all the ends thou aym'ft at, be thy Countries, 
Thy Gods, and Truths. Then if thou foll'ft(0 Cronmel/) 
Thou fall'ft a blcfTed Martyr. 
Serue the King : And prythee leade me in : 
There take an Inuentory of all I haue, 
To the laft peny, 'tis the Kings. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heauen, is all, 
I dare now call mine owne. O Cromvely Cronnrely 
Had I but feru'd my God, with halfe the Zeale 
I feru'd my King : he would not in mine Age 
Haue left me naked to mine Enemies. 

Crom. Good Sir, haue patience. 

Card. So I haue. Farewell 
The Hopes of Court, my Hopes in Heauen do dwell. 

Exeunt. 



ABusQuartus. ScenaVrima. 



Enter two Gentlemtny mating one another, 

1 Y'are well met once apine. 

2 So are you. 

I You come to take your ftand heere, and behold 
The Lady ^ir«,pafre from her Corronation. 

2 Tis 
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2 *Tis all my bufineife. At our laft encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his Triall. 

X *Tii very true. But that time offer'd forrow. 
This generall ioy. 

2 *Tis well : The Citizens 
I am fure haue (hewne at full their Roy»ll minds, 
As let *em haue their rights, they are euer forward 
In Celebration of this day with Shewes, 
Pageants, and Sights of Honor. 

1 Neuer greater. 

Nor He affure you better taken Sir. 

2 May I be bold to aske what that containcs, 
That Paper in your hand. 

X Yes, *tis the Lift 
Of thofe that claime their Offices this day. 
By cuftome of the Coronation. 
The Duke of Suf^blke is the firft,and claimes 
To be high Steward; Next the Duke of Norfblke, 
He to be Earle Marshall : you may reade the reft. 

X I thanke you Sir : Had I not known thofe cuftoms, 
I fhould haue beene beholding to your Paper : 
But I befeech you, what's become of Katberine 
The Princefle Dowager? How goes her bufinefle ? 

X That I can tell you too. The Archbifhop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned, and Reuerend Fathen of his Order, 
Held a late Court at Dunftable ; fixe miles off 
From Ampthill, where the Princefle hiy, to which 
She was often cyted by them, but appear*d not: 
And to be fhort, for not Appearance, and 
The Kings late Scruple, by the maine afl*ent 
Of all thefe Learned men, flie was diuorc*d. 
And the late Marriage made of none ef^e^ : 
Since which, (he was remouM to Kymmalton, 
Where fhe remain es now ficke. 

2 Alas good Lady. 
The Trumpets found : Stand clofe. 
The Queene is comming. Ho-boyes. 

The Order of the Coronation. 

1 A ituely Flourljb of Trumpets 

2 Tberiy tvfo ludges. 

3 Lor</Chancellor, vhb Purfe and cMace btfore him, 

4 Quirrifters/ngtirg^. Muficke. 

5 Maior of London, bearing tbe Mace. Tben Garter, in 
bis Coate of Armesy and on bit bead be v^ore a Gilt Copper 
Qrowne. 

6 MarqueflTe Dorfet, bearing a Scepter of Goldy on bit bead, 
a Demy Coronal! of Qold, fVitb bim, tbe Earle o/* Surrey, 
bearing tbe Rod of Siluer mtb tbe Doue, Crovrned Vfitb an 
Earles Coronet, Collars of EJ/is. 

7 Duke of Suffolke, in bit I^obe of Eft ate, bis Coronet on bis 
btadybearing a long wbite W^and, as Higb Steward. Witb 
bim,tbe Du{e o/" Norfolk c, witb tbe Rod of Mar/balfiip, 
a Coronet on bit bead. Collars ofSffes. 

8 >f Canopy, borne by foure of tbe Cinque-Ports, vnder it 
tbe Queene in ber Robe, in ber baire, ricbly adorned witb 
fearlcy Crowned. On eacb fide ber, tbe Bijbops of London, 
and Wincheftcr. 

9 Tbe Olde DutchefTe of Norfblke, in a Coronall of Qold , 
wrougbt witb Flowers ^bearing tbe Slueenes Traine. 

10 Certaine Ladies or Countefles, witb plaine Circlets of 
Qold, wit bout Flowers, 

Exeunt, firft pajfing over tbe Stage in Order and State, and 
tben, A great Flourijb of Trumpets. 



2 A Royall Traine beleeue me : Thefe I know : 
Who*s that that beares the Scepter ? 

X Marqueffe Dorfet, 
And that the Earle of Surrey, with the Rod. 

2 A bold braue Gentleman* That fhould bee 
The Duke of Suffolke. 

1 *Tis the fame : high Steward. 

2 And that my Lord of Norfolke ? 
X Yes. 

2 Heauen blefTe thee, 
Thou haft the fweeteft face I euer look*d on. 
Sir, as I haue a Soule,fhe is .an Angell ; 
Our King ha's all the Indies in bis Armes, 
And more, and richer, when he ftraines that Lady, 
I cannot blame his Confcience. 

1 They that beare 

The Cloath of Honour ouer her, are foure Barons 
Of the Cinque -Ports. 

2 Thofe men are happy. 
And fo are all, are neere her. 

I take it, fhe that carries vp the Traine, 

Is that old Noble Lady, DutchefTe of Norfolke. 

1 It is, and all the reft are CountefTes. 

2 Their Coronets fay fo. Thefe are Starres indeed, 
And fometimes falling ones. 

2 No more of that* 

Enter a tbird Gentleman, 
I God faue you Sir. Where haue you bin broiling.^ 

3 Among the crow*d i*th*Abbey, where a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more : I am ftifled 

With the meere ranknefTe of their ioy. 

2 You faw the Ceremony f 

3 That I did. 

1 How was it ? 

3 Well worth the feeing* 

2 Good Sir,fpeake it to vs ? 

3 As well as I am able. The rich ftreame 

Of Lords, and Ladies, hauing brought the Queene 
To a preparM place in the Quire, fell off 
A difbnce from her; while her Grace fate downe 
To reft a while, fome halfe an houre, or {o. 
In a rich Chaire of State, oppofing freely 
The Beauty of her Perfon to the People. 
Beleeue me Sir, fhe is the goodlieft Woman 
That euer lay by man : which when the people 
Had the full view of, fuch a noyfe arofe. 
As the fhrowdes make at Sea, in a ftifix: Tempefl, 
As lowd,and to as many Tunes* Hats,Cloakes, 
(Doublets, I thinke) flew vp, and had their Faces 
Bin loofe, this day they had beene loft. Such ioy 
I neuer faw before. Great bellyM women. 
That had not halfe a weeke to go, like Rammes 
In the old time of Warre, would fhake the preafe 
And make *em reele before Vm. No man liuing 
Could fay this is my wife there, all were wouen 
So ftrangely in one peece. 

2 But what foUowM ? 

3 At length, her Grace rofe,and with modeft paces 
Came to the Altar, where fhe kneerd,and Saint-like 
Caft her faire eyes to Heauen, and pray*d deuoutly. 
Then rofe againe,and bow*d her to the people: 
When by the Arch-byfhop of Canterbury, 

She had all the Royall makings of a Queene; 
As holy Oylc, Edward Confcffors Crowne, 
The Rod, and Bird of Peace, and all fuch Emblemes 
Laid Nobly on her : which performed, the Quire 

With 
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1 the choyfeft Muficke of the Kingdome, 
T fang te Deum, Soihe parted, 
:h the fame full State pacM baclce againe 
ke-Place, where the Feaft is held. 

> 

ft no more caU it Yorke-place, that*s paft : 
e the Cardinall fell, that Titles loft, 
r the Kings, and callM White-Hall. 
Icnow it : 

fo lately alter*d, that the old name 
about me. 

hat two Reuerend Byihops 
lofe that went on each fide of the Queene? 
fi(e/ey and Gardiner y the one of Winchefter, 
>referr*d from the Kings Secretary : 
ler London. 
: of Winchefter 

no great good louer of the Archbiihops, 
tuous CranmiT. 
I the Land knowes that: 

er,yet there is no great breach, when it comes 
' will finde a Friend will not (hrinke from him. 
ho may that be, I pray you. 
honuu Cromwelly 

in much efteeme with th*King, and truly 
\\y Friend. The King ha*s made him 
o*th'Iewell Houfe, 
e already of the Priuy Councell. 
e will deferue more. 
es without all doubt, 
rcntlemen, ye (hall go my way, 
IS to*th Court, and there ye ihall be my Guefts: 
Ing I can command. As I walke thither, 
ire more. 
. You may command vs Sir. Sxeunt, 



Scena Secunda. 



• Kathtrim Dermageryjicl^y lead hetrteene Qrifitbj 
ber Gentleman V/ber^ and Taiience 
ber iVoman. 

\ How do's your Grace ? 

f>. O Grlffitb, ficke to death : 

;ges like loaden Branches bow to*th*£arth, 

to leaue their burthen : Reach a Chaire, 
(me thinkes)! feele a little eafe. 
iiou not tell roe Griffitb^ as thou lead*ft mee, 
e great Childe of Honor, Cardinall fTolfey 
ad? 

Yes Madam : but I thanke your Grace 
.he paine you fufterM, gaue no eare too*t. 
. Prc'thee good Qriffitb^ tell me how he dy*de. 
he ftept before me happily 
example. 

\ Well, the voyce goes Madam, 
r the ftout Earle Northumberland 
1 him at Yorke, and brought him forward 
ui forcly tainted, to his Anfwer, 
iicke fodainly, and grew fo ill 
Id not fit his Mule. 
^ Alas poore man. 
^t laft, with eaiie Rodes, he came to Leicefter, 



Lodg*d in the Abbey ; where the reuerend Abbot 
With all his Couent, honourably rccciu*d him j 
To whom he gaue thefe words. O Father Abbot, 
An old man, broken with the ftormes of State, 
Is come to lay his weary bones among ye : 
Giue him a little earth for Charity. 
So went to bed j where eagerly his ficknefTe 
Purfu'd him ftill, and three nights after this, 
About the boure of eight, which he himfelfe 
Foretold ftiouid be bis laft, full of Repentance, 
Continuall Meditations, Teares, and Sorrowes, 
He gaue his Honors to the world agen, 
HisbleiTed part to Hcauen,and flept in peace. 

Katb. So may he reft. 
His Faults lye gently on him : 
Yet thus farre Griffitb^ giue me leaue to fpeake him. 
And yet with Charity. He was a man 
Of an vnbounded ftomacke, euer ranking 
Himfelfe with Frinces. One that by fuggeftion 
Ty*de all the Kingdome. Symonic, was taire pla y. 
His owne Opinion was his Law. I'th^prcfence 
He would fay vntruths, and be euer double 
Both in his words, and meaning. He was neuer 
(But where he meant to Ruine)pittifull. 
His Promifes, were as he then was. Mighty : 
But his performance, as he is now. Nothing : 
Of his owne body he was ill, and gaue 
The Clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble Madam t 
Mens euill manners, liue in Brafte, their Vertues 
We write in Water. May it pleafc your Highneflc 
To h eare me fpeake his good now } 

Katb. Yes good Gnffitb^ 
I were malicious elfe. 

Grif. This Cardinall, 
Though from an humble Stocke, vndoubtedly 
Was faftiion'd to much Honor. From his Cradle 
He was a Scholler, and a ripe, and good one : 
Exceeding wife, faire fpoken, and perfwading : 
Lofty, and fowre to them that lou*d him not : 
But, to thofe men that fought him, fwcet as Summer. 
And though he were vnfatlsBed in getting, 
(Which was a finne) yet in beftowing, Madam, 
He was moft Princely : Euer witneiTe for him 
Thofe twinnes of Learning, that he raisM in you, 
Ipfwich and Oxford : one of which, fell with him, 
Vnwilling to out-liue the good that did it. 
The other (though vnfiniih'd) yet fo Famous, 
So excellent in Art,and ftill fo rifing, 
That Chriftendome ihall euer fpeake his Vertue. 
His Ouerthrow, heaped HappinefTe vpon him : 
For then, and not till then, he felt himfelfe. 
And found the BlelTednclIe of being little. 
And to adde greater Honors to his Age 
Then man could giue himjhe dy'dc, fearing God. 

Katb. After my death, 1 wifti no other Herald, 
No other fpeakcr of my liuing .^£tions, 
To keepe mine Honor, from Corruption, 
But fuch an honcft Chronicler as Qriffitb. 
Whom I moft hated Liuing, thou haft made mee 
With thy Religious Truth, and Modeftie, 
fNovf in his Aflics) Honor : Peace be with him. 
Patience^ be neere me ftill, and fet me lower, 
I haue not long to trouble thee. Good GriJJitbf 
Caufe the Mufitians play me that fad note 
1 nam*d my Knell \ whiPftJ fit meditating 
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\ Qn that CoeleftiaU Harmony I go too. 

Sad and filemm ^ifufici(€, 
Grif. She is afleep : Good wench, let*s (it down quiet. 
For fcare we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience, 

The Vifion. 
Enter folemneiy trlfyt'tng one after another^ fixe PerJonageSf 
clad In white Robes , v^earing on their heades Garlands of 
Bayes^and golden Vi%ards on their faces. Branches of Bayes 
or Talme in their hands. They firfi Conge vnto berj then 
Dance : and at certaine Changes, tbefrfi tvo hold a J^are 
Qarland otter her Head, at which the other four e ma{e re- 
uerend Curtfies. Then the two that held the Garland, deli- 
uer the fame to the other next two, who ohferue the fame or- 
der in their Changes, and holding the Garland ouer her 
head. Which done, they deliuer the fame Qarland to the 
lafi two : who lii(ewife ohferue the fame Order, tAt which 
{as it were by injpiration) fbe mai^s{in her fieepe) fignes of 
reioycing,and holdeth 'vf her hands to heauen. And fo,in 
their dancing vanifh , carrying the Garland with them^ , 
The ^fuficl^e continues. 

Kath. Spirits of peace, where are yef Are ye all gone ? 
And leaue me heere in wretchedneffe, behinde ye? 

Grif Madam, we are heere. 

Kath. It is not you I call for. 
Saw ye none enter fince I flcpt } 

Grif. None Madam. 

Kath. No? Saw you not euen now a blefled Troope 
Inuite me to a Banquet, whofe bright faces 
Caft thoufand beames vpon me, like the Sun? 
They promisM me etemall Happinefle, 
And brought me Garlands (Gr;J^rA) which I feele 
I am not worthy yet to weare : I ihall afluredly. 

Grif. I am moft ioyfull Madam, fuch good dreames 
Poffeffe your Fancy. 

Kath. Bid the Muficke leaue. 
They are harfii and heauy to me. Muficke ceafex. 

Pati. Do you note 
How much her Grace is alter*d on the fodaine ? 
How long her face is drawne ? How pale ihe lookes, 
And of an earthy cold? Marke her eyes ? 

Grif She is going Wench. Pray, pray. 

Pati. Heauen comfort her. 

Enter a c^effenger, 

Mef. And*t like your Grace 

Kath. You are a fawcy Fellow, 
Deferue we no more Reuerence ? 

Grif You are too blame. 
Knowing ihe will not loofe her wonted Greatnefle 
To vfe fo rude behauiour. Go too, knee le. 

Mef. I humbly do entreat your HighnefTe pardon. 
My haft made me vnmannerly. There is ftaying 
A Gentleman fent fi'om the King, to fee you. 

Kath, Admit him entrance Griffith, But this Fellow 
Let me neVe fee againe. Exit Mefftng. 

Enter Lord Capuchiut, 
If my fight faile not. 

You ihould be Lord AmbaiTador from the Emperor, 
My Royall Nephew, and your name Capuchim, 

Cap. Madam the fame. Your Seruant. 

Kath. O my Lord, 
The Times and Titles now are altered ftrangely 
Wth me, fince firft you knew me. 
But I pray you. 
What is your plcafure with me ? 



Cap. Noble Lady, 
Firft mine owne feruice to your Grace, the next 
The Kings requeft,that I would vifit you. 
Who greeues much for your weakneire,and by me 
Sends you his Princely Commendations, 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 

Kath.O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late, 
*Tis like a Pardon after Execution ; 
That gentle Phyficke giuen in time, had cur*d me: 
But now I am paft all Comforts heere, but Prayers. 
How does his Highnefle ? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 

Kath. So may he euer do, and euer fiouriih, 
When I {hall dwell with Wormes, and my poore name 
Baniih*d the Kingdome. Patience, is that Letter 
I caus'd you write, yet fent away ? 

Pat, No Madam. 

Kath, Sir, I moft humbly pray you to deliuer 
This to my Lord the King. 

Cap. Moft willing Madam. 

Kath. In which I haue commended to his goodnefle 
The Modell of our chafte loues : his yong daughter, 
The dewes of Heauen fall thicke in Bleflings on her, 
Befeeching him to giue her vertuous breeding. 
She is yong, and of a Noble modeft Nature, 
I hope file will deferue well ; and a little 
To loue her for her Mothers fake, that lou*d him, 
Heauen knowes how deerely. 
My next poore Petition, 

Is, that his Noble Grace would haue fome pitde 
Vpon my wretched women, that fo long 
Haue fbllow*d both my Fortunes,faithfully, 
Of which there is not one, I dare auow 
(And now I fiiould not lye) but will deferue 
For Vertue,and true Beautie of the Soule, 
For honeftie,and decent Carriage 
A right good Husband Het him be a Noble) 
And fure thofe men are happy that fiiall haue *em. 
The laft is for my men, they are the pooreft, 
(But pouerty could neuer draw 'em from me) 
That they may haue their wages, duly paid *em. 
And fomething ouer to remember me by. 
If Heauen had pleas'd to haue giuen me longer life 
And able meanes, we had not parted thus. 
Thefe are the whole Contents, and good my Lord, 
By that you loue the deereft in thb world. 
As you wifii Chriftian peace to foules departed. 
Stand thefe poore peoples Friend, and vrge the King 
To do me this laft right. 

Cap. By Heauen I will, 
Or let me loofe the fafiiion of a man. 

Kath. I thanke you honeft Lord. Rememberme 
In all humilitie vnto his Highnefl*e : 
Say his long trouble now is pafiing 
Out of this worid. Tell him in death I bleft him 
(For fo I will) mine eyes grow dimme. Farewell 
My Lord. Griffith farewell. Nay Tatience, 
You muft not leaue me yet. I muft to bed, 
Call in more women. When I am dead, good Wench, 
Let me be vs*d with Honor; ftrew me ouer 
With Maiden Flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chafte Wife, to my Graue : Embalme me, 
Then lay me forth (although vnqueen*d) yet like 
A Queene, and Daughter to a King enterre me. 
I can no more. 

Exeunt leading; Katherine. 

&« 
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us Quintus. Scena Vrima. 



ar diner Tiijbop of Winchefier^a Page wtb a Torch 
before bim^mtt by Sir Tbomai Louell. 

It*s one a clocke Boy,is't not. 

[t hath ftrooke. 

Thefe ihould be houres for necefsities, 

lelights : Times to repayre our Nature 

tiforting repofe, and not for vs 

thefe times. Good houre of night Sir Tbomas : 

fo late ? 

i^ame you from the King, my Lord? 
[ did Sir Thomas^ and left him at Primero 
: Duke of SufFoike. 
[ mufl to him too 
! go to bed. He take my leaue. 

Not yet Sir Tbomas Louell : whafs the matter ? 
i you are in haft : and if there be 

offence belongs too't, giue your Friend 
ch of your late bufinefle : Aflaires that walke 

fay Spirits do) at midnight, haue 
a wilder Nature, then the bufineife 
kes difpatch by day. 
My Lord, 1 loue you ; 
\ commend a fecret to your eare 
tigbtier then this worke. The Queens in Labor 

in great Extremity, and fear*d 
ith the Labour, end. 

The fruite fhe goes with 
r heartily, that it may finde 
le, and liue : but for the Stocke Sir TbomaSf 
grubbed vp now. 
Me thinkes I could 
\men, and yet my Confcience fayes 
good Creature, and fweet-Ladie do*s 
)ur better wifhes. 
But Sir, Sir, 

e Sir Thomas, y*are a Gentleman 
ownc way. I know you Wife, Religious, 
ne tell you, it will ne>e be well, 
at Sir Thomas Louell, tak't of me, 
tmer,Cromvelf her two hands, and fliee 

their Graues. 

Now Sir, you fpeake of two 
k remarked i*th*Kingdome : as for Cronmellf 
at of the lewell-Houfe, is made Mafter 
les, and the Kings Secretary. Further Sir, 

the gap and Trade of moe Preferments, 
lich the Lime will loade him. Th*Archbyfhop 
ngs hand, and tongue,and who dare fpeak 
ibie again ft him? 

Yes, yes, Sir Thomas^ 
e that Dare, and I my felfe haue venturM 
:e my mind« of him : and indeed this day, 
f tell it you) I thinke I haue 
he Lords o*th*Councen, chat he is 

know he is, they know he is) 
Arch-Heretique, a Peftilence 
s mfe€t the Land : with which, they moued 
iken with the King, who hath fo farre 
re to our Complaint, of his great Grace, 
icely Care, fore-ieeing thofe fell Mifchiefes, 



Our Reafons layd before him, hath commanded 
To morrow Morning to the Councell Boord 
He be conuented. He*s a ranke weed Sir Thomas, 
And we muft root him out. From your Affaires 
I hinder you too long :Good night. Sir Thomas, 

Exit Gardiner and Page. 

Lou.Mzny good nights, my Lord, I reft your feruant. 
Enter King and SuJfoli(e, 

King, Charles, I will play no more to night. 
My mindes not on*t, you are too hard for me. 

Suff". Sir, I did neuer win of you before* 

fung. But little Charles, 
Nor (hall not when my Fancies on my play. 
Now Louel, from the Qucene what is the Newes. 

Lou, I could not perionally deliuer to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman, 
I fent your Meffage, who returned her thankes 
In the great'ft humbleneffe, and defirM your Highneffe 
Moft heartily to pray for her. 

King. What fay'ft thou? Ha? 
To pray for her? What, is fhe crying out ? 

Lou. So faid her woman, and that her fufFrance made 
Almoft each pang, a death. 

King. Alas good Lady . 

Suf. God fafely quit her of her Burthen, and 
With gentle Trauaile, to the gladding of 
Your Highneffe with an Heire. 

King. 'Tis midnight Charles, 
Prythee to bed, and in thy Pray res remember 
Th*efbte of my poore Q^eene. Leaue me alone, 
For 1 muft thinke of that^ which company 
Would not be friendly too. 

Suf I wifh your Highneffe 
A quiet night, and my good Miftris will 
Remember in my Prayers. 

King. Charles good night. Exit Suffoll^e, 

Well Sir, what followes? 

Enter Sir Anthony Denny, 

Den. Sir, I haue brought my Lord the Arch-byfhop, 
As you commanded me. 

King, Hzf Canterbury ? 

Den, I my good Lord. 

King. *Tis true : where is he Denny} 

Den. He attends your Highneffe pleafure. 

King^ Bring him to Vs. 

Lou. This is about that, which the Byfhop fpake, 
I am happily come hither. 

Enter Cranmer and Denny. 

King. Auoyd the Gallery, Louel feemes to ftay. 

Ha ? I haue faid. Be gone* 
What ? Ex§unt Louell and Denny, 

Cran, I am fearefuU : Wherefore frownes he thus f 
Tis his Afpca of Terror. AlPs not well. 

Kingt How now my Lord ? 
You do defire to know wherefore 
I fent for you. 

Cran. It is my dutie 
T*attend your Highneffe pleafurow 

King. Pray you arife 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterburie : 
Come, you and I muft walke a tume together :, 
I haue Newes to tell you. 
Come, come, giue me your hand. 
Ah my good Lord, I greeue at what I fpeake. 
And am right forrie to repeat what followes. 
I haue, and moft vnwillingly of late 

X 2 Heard 
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Heard many greeuous. I do fay my Lord 

Greeuous complaints of you ; which being confider^d, 

Haue mou'd Vs, and our Counccll, that you (hall 

This Morning come before vs, where I know 

You cannot with fuch freedome purge your felfc, 

But that till further Triall, in thofe Charges 

Which will require your Anfwer, you muft take 

Your patience to you, and be well contented 

To make your houfe our Towre : you, a Brother of vs 

It fits we thus proceed, or elfe no witnelTe 

Would come againft you. 

Cran. 1 humbly thanke your Highneffe, 
And am right glad to catch this good occafion 
Moft throughly to be winnowed, where my Chaf^ 
And Cornc fhall flye afunder. For I know 
There's none flinds vnder more calumnious tonguci, 
Then I my felfe, poore man. 

King. Stand vp, good Canterbury, 
Thy Truth, and thy Integrity is rooted 
In vs thy Friend. Giue me thy hand, ftand vp, 
Prythee let's walke. Now by my Holydame, 
What manner of man are you ? My Lord, I Iook*d 
You would haue giucn me your Petition, that 
I fiiould haue tane feme paines, to bring together 
Your felfe, and your Accufers, and to haue heard yoa 
Without indurance further. 

Cran. Moft dread Liege, 
The good I ftand on, is my Truth and Honeftie : 
If they ihall ftile, I with mine Enemies 
Will triumph o're my perfon, which I waigh not, 
Being of thofe Vertucs vacant. I fearc nothing 
What can be faid againft me. 

King. Know you not 
How your ftate (lands i'th*world, with the whole world? 
Your Enemies are many, and not fmall ; their pradifes 
Muft beare the fame proportion, and not euer 
The luftice and rhe Truth o'th'queftion carries 
The dew o'th'Verdift with it ; at what eafe 
Might corrupt mindcs procure, Knaues as corrupt 
To fweare againft you : Such things haue bene done. 
You are Potently oppos'd, and with a Malice 
Of as great Size. Weene you of better lucke, 
I meane in periur'd Witneffe, then your Mafter, 
Whofe Minifter you are, whiles heere he liu*d 
Vpon this naughty Earth A* Go too, go too. 
You take a Precepit for no leape of danger. 
And woe your owne deftrudtion. 

Cran. God, and your Maiefty 
Protedt mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me. 

King. Be of good chcere. 
They fliall no more preuaile, then we giue way too : 
Keepe comfort to you, and this Morning fee 
You do appeare before them. If they ftiall chance 
In charging you with matters, to commit you : 
The bcft pcrfwafions to the contrary 
Faile not to vfe, and with what vchemencie 
Th*occafion ihall inftruA you. If intreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this Ring 
Deliuer them, and your Appeale to vs 
There make before them. Looke, the goodman weeps : 
He*s honeft on mine Honor. Gods blcft Mother, 
I fweare he is true-hearted, and a foule 
None better in my Kingdome. Get you gdne. 
And do as I haue bid you. Exit Cranmer. 

He ha's ftrangled his Lang\iage in his teares. 



Enter Olde Lady, 
Gent.vitbifi. Come backe : what meane you? 
Lady, 1 le not come backe, the tydings that I bring 
Will make my bolJneffe, manners. Now good Angels 
Fly o're thy Royall head, and (hade thy perfon 
Vnder their bleifed wings. 

King. Now by thy lookes 
I geffe thy Meffage. Is the Queene deliuer*d ? 
Say I, and of a boy. 

Lady. 1,1 my Liege, 
And of a louely Boy : the God of heauen 
Both now, and euer bleife her : *Tis a Gyrle 
Promifes Boyes heereafter. Sir, your Queen 
Defires your Vifitation, and to be 
Acquainted with thb ftraoger; 'tis as like you. 
As Cherry, is to Cherry. 

King. Louellt 

Lou. Sir. 

King. Giue her an hundred Market. 
He to me Queene. Exit King. 

Lady, An hundred Markes? By this light, He ha more. 
An ordinary Groome is for fuch payment. 
I will haue more, or fcold it out of him. 
Said I for this, the Gyrle was like to him? lie 
Haue more, or elfe vniay't : and now, while 'tu hot, 
He put it to the ifTae. Exit Ladit, 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter QranmerjArekbyJhop of Canteriury. 

Cran, I hope I am not too late, and yet the Gentleman 
That was fent to me from the Councell, pray'd me 
To make great haft. All hd ? What meanes tliis ? Hoa? 
Who waites there ? Sure you know me? 
Enter Keeper, 

Keep. Yes, my Lord : 
But yet I cannot helpe you. 

Cran, Why? 

Keep. Your Grace muft waight till you be call'd for. 

Enter Doaor ^uts, 
Cran, So. 

Buts. This is a Peere of Malice : I am glad 
I came this way fo happily. The King 
Shall vnderftand it prefently. Extt 'Bntt 

Cran. 'Tis^«/j. 
The Kings Phyfitian, as he paft along 
How earneftly he caft his eyes vpon me : 
Pray heauen he found not my diigrace : for certaine 
This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 
f God turne their hearts, I neuer fought their malice) 
To quench mine Honor j they would fhame to make me 
Wait elfe at doore : a fellow Councellor 
'Mong Boyes, Groomes, and Lackeyes. 
But their plcafures 
Muft be fulfilPd, and I attend with patience. 

Enter the Kingyand Butt, at a ff^tndowe 
ahoue. 



'Buts. He fhew your Grace the fbangeft fight. 
King, What^s that Svfs ? 



Buti 
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I thinke your Highneifc faw this many a day. 
Sody a me : where is it f 

There my Lord : 

I promotion of hb Grace of Canterbury^ 
ds his State at dore *mongft Purfeuants, 
id Foot-boyes. 
Ha ? 'Tis he indeed, 
e Honour they doe one another ? 

there's one aboue *em yet; I had thought 
i parted fo much honeily among 'em, 
good manners; as not thus to fufFer 
f his Place, and fo neere our fauour 
\ attendance on their Lordihips pleafures, 
he dore too, like a Poft with Packets : 
Mary {Butts) there's knauery; 
done, and draw the Curtaine clofe : 

heare more anon. 

'// Tabli brought in wtb Cbayres and StooUs, and 

vnder the State, Enter Lcrd Cbancei/our, f laces 
1[ at the n/pper end of the Table, on the left band : A 
^ifig left void aboue bim, as for Canterburies Seate, 
f SujfoH^y Dul(e of Norfoll^y Surrey, Lord Cham- 
rr, Gardiner, feat themjelues in Order on each fide, 
ell at loner endy as Secretary. 
Speake to the bufinefTe, M. Secretary; 

we met in Councell ? 

Pleafc your Honours, 
ife caufe concernes his Grace of Canterbury, 

Ha's he had knowledge of it ? 

Yes. 

Who waits there > 

Without my Noble Lords ? 

Yes. 

My Lord Archbifliop : 
I done halfe an houre to know your pleafures. 

Let him cume in. 

Your Grace may enter now. 

Cranmer approcha the Councell Table. 

My good Lord Archbi{hop,rm very forry 
sere at this prefent, and behold 
layre ftand empty : But we all are men 
wne natures fi-aile, and capable 
le{h,few are Angels; out of which frailty 
It of wifedome, you that bcft (hould teach vs, 
ifdemean*d your felfe,and not a little : 
the King firft, then his Lawes, in filling 
3le Realme, by your teaching ic your Chaplalnes 
ve are informed) with new opinions, 
nd dangerous ; which are Herefies ; 

reformed, may proue pernicious. 
L Which Reformadon muft be fodaine too 
le Lords; for thofe that tame wild Horfcs, 
1 not in their hands to make 'em gentle ; 

their mouthes with ftubborn Bits tc fpurre *em, 
r obey the mannage. If we fuffcr 
our eafineffe and childiih pitty 
nans Honour, this contagious ficknefTe ; 
i all Phyficke: and what followes then? 
ions, vprores, with a generall Taint 
vhole Sute; as of late dayes our neighbours, 
)er Germany can decrely witneiTe : 
bly pittied m our memories. 

My good Lords ; Hitherto, in all the Progrefle 
my Life and Office,! haue laboured, 
h no little ftudy, that my teaching 



And the ftrong courfe of my Authority, 

Might goe one way, and fafely;and the end 

Was euer to doe well : nor u there liuing, 

(I fpeake it with a fmgle heart, my Lords) 

A roan that more detefts,more ftirres againft, 

Both in his priuate Confcience, and his place, 

Defacers of a publique peace then I doe : 

Pray Heauen the King may neuer find a heart 

With lefTe Allegeance in it. Men that make 

Enuy, and crooked malice, nouriihment ; 

Dare bite the bed. 1 doe befeech your Lordihipi, 

That in this cafe of lufticc, my Accufert, 

Be what they will, may ftand forth face to £ice, 

And freely vrge againft me. 

Suff. Nay, my Lord, 
That cannot be; you are a Counfellor, 
And by that vertue no man dare accufe you. (ment, 

Gard. My Lord, becaufe we haue bufines of more mo- 
We will be fliort with you. 'Tis his Highneffe pleafure 
And our confent, for better tryall of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Where being but a priuate man againe, 
You fhall know many dare accufe you boldly. 
More then (I feare) you are prouided for. 

Cran, Ah my good Lord of IVincbefter ; I thanke you. 
You are alwayes my good Friend , if your will paffe, 
I fhall both finde your Lord (hip, ludge and luror. 
You are fo mercifiill. I fee your end, 
*Tis my vndoing. I^ue and meekenefte. Lord 
Become a Churchman, better then Ambition : 
Win ftraying Soulcs with modefty againe, 
Caft none away : That I fhall deere my felfe. 
Lay all the weight ye can vpon my patience, 
I make as little doubt as you doe confcience. 
In doing dayly wrongs. I could fay more. 
But rcuerencc to your calling, makes me modeft. 

Gard» My Lord, my Lord, you are a Sedlary, 
That's the plaine truth ; your painted gioffe difcouers 
To men that Tnderfbind you, words and weaknefTe. 

Qrom, My Lord of Wincheftery y'are a little. 
By your good fauour, too fharpe; Men fo Noble, 
How euer faultly, yet fhould finde refped 
For .what they haue beene : 'tis a cruelty, 
To load a falling man. 

Gard. Good M. Secretary, 
I cry your Honour mercie; you may worft 
Of all this Table fay fo. 

Crom. Why my Lord? 
Gard. Doe not I know you for a Fauourer 
Of this new Sed? ye are not found. 

Crom. Not found ? 

Gard. Not found I fay. 

Crom, Would you were halfe fo honeft .• 
Mens prayers then would fceke you, not their feares. 
Qard. 1 fhall remember this bold Language. 

Crom. Doe. 
Remember your bold life too. 

Cham. This is too much; 
Forbeare for fhame my Lords. 
Gard, I haue done. 

Crom, And I. 

Cham. Then thus for you my Lord, it fbnds agreed 
I take it, by all voyces : That forthwith. 
You be conuaid to th' Tower a Prifoner; 
There to remaine till the Kings further pleafure 
Be knowne vnto ti : are you all agre^ Lords. 

All 
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All We are. 

Cram. Is there no other way of mercy, 
But I muft needs to th* Tower my Lords? 

Gard, What other, 
Would you exped ? You are ftrangely troubleforoe : 
Let fome o'th* Guard be ready there. 
Enter the Guards 

Cran, For me ? 
Muft I goe like a Traytor thither ? 

Gard. Receiue him. 
And fee him fafis i*th* Tower. 

Cran, Stay good my Lords, 
I haue a little yet to fay. Looke there my Lords, 
By vertue of that Ring, I take my caufe 
Out of the gripes of cruell men, and giue it 
To a moft Noble lodge, the King my Maifter. 

Cham, This is the Kings Ring. 

Sur. *Tu no counterfeit. 

Suf. *Ts the right Ring, by Heau*n: I told ye all, 
When we fir(l put this dangerous ftone a rowling, 
*Twold fall vpon our felues. 

Nor/. Doe you thinke my Lords 
The King will fufFer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex*df 

Cbam» Tis now too certaine; 
How much more is his Life in value with him f 
Would I were fairely out on't. 

Crom. My mind gaue me. 
In feeking tales and Informations 
Againft this man, whofe honefty the Diuell 
And his Difciples onely enuy at. 
Ye blew the fire that bumes ye: now haue at ye. 

Bntn- King frcnnlng on tbem, ta^es bis Seate. 

Gard. Dread Soueraigne, 
How much are we bound to Heauen, 
In dayly thankesj that gaue vs fuch a Prince; 
Not onely good and wife, but moft religious: 
One that in all obedience, makes the Church 
The cheefe ayme of his Honour, and to ftrengthen 
That holy duty out of deare refped, 
His Royall felfe in ludgement comes to heare 
The caufe betwixt her, and this great offender. 

Kin, You were euer good at fodaine Commendations, 
Bifhop of H^tncbefter, But know I come not 
To heare fuch flattery now, and in my prefence 
They are too thin, and bafe to hide offences. 
To me you cannot reach. You play the Spaniell, 
And thinke with wagging of your tongue to win me : 
But whatfoere thou tak*ft me for; Tm fure 
Thou haft a cruell Nature and a bloody. 
Good man fit downe : Now let me fee the proudeft 
Hee, that dares moft, but wag his finger at thee. 
By all that*s holy, he had better flame. 
Then but once thinke his place becomes thee not. 

Sur. May it pleafe your Grace; — — 

Kin, No Sir, it doe's not pleafe me, 
I had thought, I had had men of fome vnderfbnding, 
And wifedome of my Councell; but I finde none : 
Was it difcretion Lords, to let this man. 
This good man (few of you deferue that Title) 
This honeft man, wait like a lowfie Foot-boy 
At Chamber dore ? and one, as great as you are ? 
Why, what a fhame was this ? Did my Commiffion 
Bid ye fo farre forget your felues ? I gaue ye 
Power, at he was a Counfellour to try him, 



Not as a Groome : There's fome of ye, I fee. 
More out of Malice then Integrity, 
Would trye him to the vtmoft, had ye meane. 
Which ye fhall neuer haue while I liue. 

Chan, Thus fiirre 
My moft dread Soueraigne, may it like your Grace, 
To let my tongue excufe all. What was purpotM 
Concerning his Imprifonment, was rather 
(If there be fiuth in men) meant for his Tryall, 
And faire purgation to the world then malice, 
Fm fure in me. 

Kin. Well, well my Lords refped him. 
Take him, and vfe him well; hee's worthy of it. 
I will fay thus much for him, if a Prince 
May be beholding to a Sublet ; I 
Am for his loue and feruice, fo to him. 
Make me no more adoe, but all embrace him ; 
Be friends for fhame my Lords : My Lord of CanUrhurj 
I haue a Suite which you muft not deny mee. 
That is, a faire young Maid that yet wants Baptifme, 
You muft be Godfather, and anfwere for her. 

Cran. The greateft Monarch now aliue may glory 
In fuch an honour : how may I deferue it. 
That am a pooi« and humble Subiedl to you ? 

Kin. Come, come my Lord, you*d fpare your fpoones; 
You fhall haue two noble Partners with you : the old 
Ducheffe of Norfoii(e, and Lady Marqucffe Dorfet ? will 
thefe pleafe you ? 

Once more my Lord of ff^incbefterj I charge you 
Embrace, and loue this man. 

Gard. With a true heart. 
And Brother; loue I doe it. 

Cran. And let Heauen 
Witneffe how deare, I hold this Confirmation, (hearts, 

Kin. Good Man, thofe ioyfiill teares fhew thy tnie 
The common voyce I fee is verified 
Of thee, which fayes thus : Doe my Lord of Canterbury 
A fhrewd turne, and hee's your firiend for euer : 
Come Lords, we trifie time away : I long 
To haue this young one made a Chriftian. 
As I haue made ye one Lords, one remaine: 
So I grow fht>nger,you more Honour gaine. Exetmt. 



Scena Tertia. 



Ncyje and Tumult within i Enter Porter and 
bit man. 
Port, You*l leaue your noyfe anon ye Rafcals : doe 
you take the Court for Parifh Garden : ye rude Slaues, 
leaue your gaping: 

fFitbin. Good M. Porter I belong to th* Larder. 
Ptfr/. Belong to th* Gallowes, and be hang'd ye Rogue: 
Is this a place to roare in ? Fetch me a doxen Crab-tree 
flaues, and ftrong ones ; thefe are but fwitches to 'em : 
He fcratch your heads ; you muft be feeing Chriftening^ 
Do you looke for Ale, and Cakes heere, you rude 
Raskalls? 

Man, Pray Sir be patient; *tis as much impoflible, 
Vnleffe wee fweepe *em from the dore with Cannons, 
To fcatter 'em, as 'tis to make 'em fltepe 
On May-day Morning, which will neuer be : 
We may as well pufh againft Powles as fiirre *em. 
Tor, How got they in, and be hang'd ? 

Mam. 
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r. Alas I know not^how gets the Tide in ? 
:h as one found Cudgell of foure foote, 
be the poore remainder) could diftributey 

no fpare Sir. 
You did nothing Sir. 
• I am not Sampfonynor Sir Quy^ nor dUbrand^ 
w *em downe before me : but if I fparM any 
ad a head to hit, either young or old, 
(hee, Cuckold or Cuckold -maker : 

ne*re hope to fee a Chine againe, 
at I would not for a Cow, God faue her* 
iff. Do you heare M. Porter ? 
. I (hall be with you prefently, good M. Ptpfyy 
the dore clofe Sirha. 
r. What would you haue me doe ? 

What fiiould you doe, 

ock *em downe by th* dozens } Is this More fields 
er in ? Or haue wee fome ftrange Indian with the 
Too/r, come to Court, the women fo befiege vs? 
ne, what a fiy of Fornication is at dore f On my 
in Confcience this one Chriftening will beget a 
id , here will bee Father, God-father, and all to- 

. The Spoones will be the bigger Sir : There is 
r fomewhat neere the doore, he ihould be a Brafi- 
liis fece, for o'my confcience twenty of the Dog- 
ow reigne in*s Nofe; all that ftand about him are 
he Line, they need no other pennance : that Fire- 
did I hit three times on the head, and three times 
\ Nofe difcharged againft mee j hee ftands there 
Vforter-piece to blow vs. There yvas a Habberda- 
^ife of fmall wit, neere him , that rail'd vpon me, 

pinckM porrenger fell off her head, for kindling 
combuftion in the State. I mift the Meteor once, 
t that Woman, who cryed out Clubbes, when I 
fee from farre, tomt forty Truncheoners draw to 
cour, which were the hope o'th* Strond where (he 
artered j they fell on, I made good my place ; at 
they came to th* broome ftafFe to me, I defide *em 
len fodainly a File o( Boyes behind 'em, loofe ihot, 
'd fuch a fhowre of Pibbles, that I was faine to 
line Honour in, and let 'em win the Worke, the 
was amongft 'em I thinke furely. 

Thefe are the youths that thunder at a Playhoufe, 
;ht for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the 
ion of Tower Hill, or the Limbes of Limehoufe, 
eare Brothers are able to endure. I haue fome of 

Limbo Tatrum^ and there they are like to dance 
hree dayes; befides the running Banquet of two 
;, that u to come. 

Enter Lord Chamber latne, 
«r. Mercy o* me ; what a Multitude are heere ? 
row ftill too; from all Parts they are comming, 
'e kept a Faire heere? Where are thefe Porters f 
lazy knaues ? Y'haue made a fine hand fellowes ? 
a trim rabble let in: are all thefe 
aithfiiU ftiends o*th' Suburbs? We ihall haue 
lore of roome no doubt, left for the Ladies, 
they paife backe from the Chriftening ? 

And*t pleafe your Honour, 
! but menjand what fo many may doe, 
ing torne a pieces, we haue done : 
my cannot rule *em. 
m. As I Hue, 
ICing blame me for't ; He lay ye all 



By th* heeles, and fodainly:and on your heads 

Clap round Fines fornegled : y*are lazy knaues. 

And heere ye lye baiting of Bombards, when 

Ye ihould doe Seruice. Harke the Trumpets found, 

Th*are come already from the Chriftening, 

Go breake among the preafTe, and finde away out 

To let the Troope pafiTe fairely; or He finde 

A Marihallfey , (hall hold ye play thefe two Monthes. 

for. Make way there, for the Princeffe. 

Man. You great fellow. 
Stand clofe vp, or He make your head ake. 

Por. You i*th*Chamblet,get vp o'th'raile. 
He pecke you o're the pales elfe. Exeunt, 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Trumpets founding : Then tvn jildermen^L. Maior^ 
Garter^ Cranmery DuJ(e of NorfoIi(e wtb bit Marfhab 
Staffcy Dui^e of Suffolt^^ tvro Noblemen^ bearing great 
fianding 'Bcfwles for the Chriftening Guifts : Then foure 
Noblemen bearing a C^nofy, tmder v^bicb the Dutcbeffe of 
Norfoll^y Godmother^ bearing the Childe richly habited in 
a MantUy ^c. Traine borne by a Lady : 'Then follvwes 
the MarchioneJJe Dorfet , the other ffodmother, and La- 
dies. The Troope faffe once about the Stage, and Gar- 
ter fpeaf(es. 
Gart, Heauen 

From thy endleffe goodneife, fend profperous life. 

Long, and euer happie, to the high and Mighty 

Princeffe of England Eltsuibeth. 

Flourifh. Enter King and Guard. 

Cran. And to your Royall Grace, & the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my felfc thus pray 
All comfort, ioy in this moft gracious Lady, 
Heauen euer laid vp to make Parents happy, 
May hourely fall vpon ye. 

Kin, Thanke you good Lord Archbifhop: 
What is her Name f 

Cran. EVmabeth, 

Kin. Stand vp Lord, 
With this KifTe, take my Blefiing : God proted thee. 
Into whofe hand, I giue thy Life. 

Cran. Amen . 

Kin. My Noble Goflips, y^haue beend too Prodigallj 
I thanke ye heartily : So fliall this Lady, 
When (he ha*s fo much Englifh. 

Cran. Let me fpeake Sir, 
For Heauen now bids mej and the words I vtter. 
Let none thinke Flattery; forthey'l finde *em Truth. 
Thb Royall Infant, Heauen ftill moue about her; 
Though in her Cradle; yet now promifes 
Vpon this Land a thoufand thoufand Bleflings, 
Which Time (hall bring to ripeneffe : She fhall be, 
(But few now liuing can behold that goodneffe) 
A Patteme to all Princes liuing with her. 
And all that (hall fucceed : Saba was neuer 
More couetous of Wifedome, and fiiire Vertue 
Then this pure Soule ihali be. All Princely Graces 
That mould vp fuch a mighty Piece as this is, 
With all the Vertues that attend the good. 
Shall ftill be doubled on her. Truth ftiall Nurfe her, 

Holy 
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Holy and Heauenly tboughcs fiill Counfell her : 

She ihall be lou*d and fear*d. Her owne (hall bleiTe ho^ 

Her Foes (hake like a Field of beaten Come, 

And hang their heads with forrow : 

Good growes with her. 

In her dayes, Euery Man ihall eate in iafety, 

Vnder his owne Vine what he plants; and fing 

The inerry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours. 

God (hall be truely knowne, and thofe about her, 

From her (hall read the perfedi way of Honour, 

And by thofe claime their greatnedfejnot by Blood. 

Nor (hall this peace (leepe with her : But as when 

The Bird of Wonder dyes, the Mayden Phoenix, 

Her A(hes new create another Heyre, 

As great in admiration as her felfe. 

So ffiall (he leaue her Ble(redne(re to One, 

(When Heauen (hal call her from this clowd of darknes) 

Who, from the facred Afhcs of her Honour 

Shall Sur-like rife, as great in fame as (he was. 

And fo (hnd fix*d. Peace, Plenty, Loue, Truth, Terror, 

That were the Seruants to this chofen Infant, 

Shall then be his, and like a Vine grow to him ; 

Where euer the bright Sunne of Heauen (hall (hine, 

Hit Honour, and the greatneffe of his Name, 

Shall be, and make new Nations. He (hall (iouri(h. 



And like a Mountaine Cedar, reach his branches. 

To ail the Plaines about him : Our Childrens Children 

Shall fee this, and blefTe Heauen. 

Kin, Thou fpeakeft wonders. 

Cran. She (hall be to the happineite of England, 
An aged Prince(re ; many dayes (hall fee her. 
And yet no day without a deed to Crowne it. 
Would I had knowne no more : But (he muft dye. 
She muft, the Saints muft haue her ; yet a Virgin, 
A moft vnfpotted Lilly (hall (he pa(re 
To th* ground, and all the World (hall moume her. 

Kitt» O Lord Archbi(hop 
Thou haft made me now a man, ncuer before 
This happy Child, did I get any thing. 
This Oracle of comfort, ha*s fo plcasM me. 
That when I am in Heauen, I (hall defire 
To fee what this Child does, and praife my Maker. 
1 thanke ye all. To you my good Lord Maior, 
And you good Brethren, I am much beholding : 
I haue receiu*d much Honour by your prefence. 
And ye (hall (ind me thankful!. Lead tne way Lords, 
Ye muft all fee the Queene, and (he muft thanke ye. 
She will be ficke els. This day, no man thinke 
'Has bu(ine(re at his houfe ; for all (hall (by : 
This Little-One (hall make it Holy-day. Sxrvnt, 
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T/r ten to one^ this Phy can neuer flcaje 
All that are beere : oome come to tal(e their eafe, 
jindjleepe an AEi or r»o ; hut tbcje vte feare 
H^ bane frighted wth our Tumpets : fo Uis cleare^ 
Thefl jay tie naught. Others to heare the Cty 
Abused extreamly^and to cry that*i witty, 
ff^ich wet haue not done neither -y that I fear e 



All the expeEied good v'are lify to heare. 
For this Play at thit time^ it onely in 
the mercifull conJlru6lion of good women^ 
For Juch a one wejbew*d V«r ; If theyfmile^ 
And Jay twill do€\ I l^nonv within a while. 
Ail the beji men are ouri\for *tis ill hap^ 
If they holdf when their Ladies hid *em clap. 
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